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Reflections on Spirit / Mana 
February, 2019 

 

This month in worship and in some of our own lives we reflect on the 
theme of “spirit.” We can look as well to the land where we reside 
and consider the language of these islands and the importance of 
“mana.” “Spirit” and “mana” are not exact translations of one 
another. They evoke different responses, different histories, and 
different meanings for those who use them. The selections of classical 
and contemporary Hawaiian poetry to read in these reflections echo 
this. Maybe consider reading these aloud to yourself. 

In worship this month, we also consider the ways we draw into 
context the history of the African Diaspora in the United States 
during Black History Month / African-American History Month. We 
seek to consider history with the wholeness of experiences and 
contributions of African-Americans while never losing sight of the 
forms of power that depend upon racist ideas and racist systems to 
maintain the status quo. Before reading “Declaration” by Traci K. 
Smith, please read once more the “Declaration of Independence.” A 
link to the text from the National Archives is here: 
https://www.archives.gov/founding-docs/declaration-transcript. 

In these readings you will find different views and understandings of 
these themes that may help to deepen our understanding of these 
powerful concepts. Some are sad. Some are beautiful. All are worthy.  

Mahalo to Nancy Young for offering her own “Odd Strengths of 
Fathers” as a reflection on this month’s theme. And mahalo also to 
Mary MacKay for sending some of these reflections to us. It was a 
group effort for which we can all be grateful. 

Enjoy! 

 

—Rev. T. J. 
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A Pair of Poems by Moana Kaho‘ohanohano 
 

“Mana Wahine” 
 
She is your Grandmother 
My Mother’s Aunty 
Your neighbor’s Tūtū Lady 
Our Kūpuna  
 
Her eyes mirror 
A lifetime of struggle 
A language fading 
A culture diminishing 
 
Mana Wahine  
 
She loves and shelters 
Placing her hopes in her children 
They will perpetuate a culture by 
learning 
They will perpetuate a race by 
surviving 
 
Mana Wahine  
 
 
 

“Mana Kāne” 
 
He is your Grandfather 
My Father’s Uncle 
Your neighbor’s Tūtū Man 
Our Kūpuna  
 
Mana Kāne  
 
His eyes hold 
a lifetime of broken promises 
A home stolen 
A future denied 
 
Mana Kāne 
 
He educates and disciplines 
Giving his children the tools to 
succeed 
They will become warriors of a 
modern war 
They will become leaders of a new 
kingdom  
 
Mana Kāne  

 
 
“First Day of School” 
by Nita Penfold 
 
No matter what they tell you, 
let it be about joy, 
let it be about the sacred! 
Self surviving—no, thriving— 
shining its way to the knowledge within. 
Let it be about blooming, 
the unfolding of the universe through you, 
because the story of you begins 
fifteen billion years ago 
with that first flash of being. 
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“How Good To Center Down!” 
by Howard Thurman 

 
How good it is to center down! 
To sit quietly and see one's self pass by! 
Our spirits resound with clashings, with noisy silences, 
While something deep within hungers and thirsts 

for the still moment and the resting lull. 
With full intensity we seek, ere the quiet passes, 

a fresh sense of order in our living; 
A direction, a strong sure purpose that will structure 

our confusion and bring meaning to chaos. 
We look at ourselves in this waiting moment—the kinds of people we are. 
The questions persist: what are we doing with our lives? 

—what are the motives that order our days? 
What is the end of our doings? Where are they trying to go? 
Where do we put the emphasis and where are our values focused? 
For what end do we make sacrifices? Where is my treasure 

and what do I love most in life? 
What do I hate most in life and to what am I true? 
Over and over the questions beat in upon the waiting moment. 
As we listen, floating up through all the jangling echoes of our turbulence, 

there is a sound of another kind— 
A deeper note which only the stillness of the heart makes clear. 
It moves directly to the core of our being. Our questions are answered, 
Our spirits refreshed, and we move back into the traffic of our daily round 
With the peace of the Eternal in our step. 
How good it is to center down! 
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“Declaration” 
by Traci K. Smith 

 
 
 

He has  
  
              sent hither swarms of Officers to harass our people 
  
He has plundered our— 
  
                                           ravaged our— 
  
                                                                         destroyed the lives of our— 
  
taking away our— 
 
                                  abolishing our most valuable— 
 
and altering fundamentally the Forms of our— 
 
In every stage of these Oppressions We have Petitioned for 
Redress in the most humble terms: 
  
                                                                       Our repeated  
Petitions have been answered only by repeated injury. 
  
We have reminded them of the circumstances of our emigration 
and settlement here. 
  
                                    —taken Captive 
                                               
                                                                    on the high Seas 
  
                                                                                                     to bear— 
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“Never underestimate the power of dreams and the influence of the human 
spirit. We are all the same in this notion: The potential for greatness lives 
within each of us.” 
 
— Wilma Rudolph 
 
 
 
“How Many Nights” 
by Galway Kinnell 
 
How many nights 
have I lain in terror, 
O Creator Spirit, Maker of night and day, 
 
only to walk out 
the next morning over the frozen world 
hearing under the creaking of snow 
faint, peaceful breaths… 
snake, 
bear, earthworm, ant… 
 
and above me 
a wild crow crying ‘yaw yaw yaw’ 
from a branch nothing cried from ever in my life. 
 
 
 
 
“Once we believe in ourselves, we can risk curiosity, wonder, spontaneous 
delight, or any experience that reveals the human spirit.” 
 
— e. e. cummings 
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From The Art of Happiness (pp. 294–296) 
by His Holiness the Dalai Lama and Howard C. Cutler, M.D. 
 
The words of the Dalai Lama: 
 
I believe that it is essential to appreciate our potential as human beings and 
recognize the importance of inner transformation. This should be achieved 
through what could be called a process of mental development. Sometimes, 
I call this having a spiritual dimension in our life. 

There can be two levels of spirituality. One level of spirituality has to do 
with our religious beliefs. In this world, there are so many different people, 
so many different dispositions. There are five billion human beings and in 
a certain way I think we need five billion different religions, because there 
is such a large variety of dispositions. I believe that each individual should 
embark upon a spiritual path that is best suited to his or her mental 
disposition, natural inclination, temperament, belief, family, and cultural 
background. 

All of these religions can make an effective contribution for the benefit of 
humanity. They are all designed to make the individual a happier person, 
and the world a better place. However, in order for the religion to have an 
impact in making the world a better place, I think it’s important for the 
individual practitioner to sincerely practice the teachings of that religion. 
One must integrate the religious teachings into one’s life, wherever one is, 
so one can use them as a source of inner strength. And one must gain a 
deeper understanding of the religion’s ideas, not just on an intellectual 
level but with a deep feeling, making them part of one’s inner experience. 

 
 
 
“Sometimes you ask God for something and you don’t know what you’re 
asking.” 
 
— Mahalia Jackson 
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“Nā Hala o Naue” 
(The Pandanus Groves of Naue, [Kaua‘i]) 

by J. Kahinu 
 
This mele was written for Queen Emma in 1863, a year after both her son, 
Prince Albert, and her husband, King Alexander Liholiho Kamehameha IV, 
passed away  
 
 
Ke‘onia‘ela,‘eā,‘eā,    Moving there  
Pili mai Hā ‘ena, ‘eā, ‘eā   close to Hā ‘ena. 
 
‘Ena aku nā maka, ‘eā, ‘eā,   The fiery eyes,  
‘O nā manu i ka pua, ‘eā, ‘eā,  The birds upon the flowers.  
 
A ‘ike i ka lehua, ‘eā, ‘eā,   See the lehua 
Miki‘ala i laila, ‘eā, ‘eā.    Alert there. 
 
I laila nō au, ‘eā, ‘eā,   There I truly am 
Me ka mana‘o pū, ‘eā, ‘eā.   In thought.  
 
Nani wale ka nahele, ‘eā, ‘eā,  The forest is beautiful 
I puia ‘ala, ‘eā, ‘eā.    Drenched with sweet fragrance.  
 
Ke ‘ala laua‘e, ‘eā, ‘eā,   The fragrance of laua‘e ferns 
‘O ka pua mokihana, ‘eā, ‘eā.  And mokihana berries.  
 
 
 
 
“Listen to this, Nimit. Follow Coleman Hawkins' improvised lines very 
carefully. He is using them to tell us something. Pay very close attention. 
He is telling us the story of the free spirit that is doing everything it can to 
escape from within him. That same kind of spirit is inside me, inside you. 
There--you can hear it, I'm sure: the hot breath, the shivering heart.” 
 
— Haruki Murakami from After the Quake 
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From Help Thanks Wow (pp. 71–72) 
by Anne Lamott 
 
The third great prayer, Wow, is often offered with a gasp, a sharp intake of 
breath, when we can’t think of another way to capture the sign of shocking 
beauty or destruction, of a sudden unbidden insight or an unexpected flash 
of grace. “Wow” means we are not dulled to wonder. We click into being 
fully present when we’re stunned into that gasp, by the sight of a birth, or 
images of the World Trade Center towers falling, or the experience of being 
in a fjord, at dawn, for the first time. “Wow” is about having one’s mind 
blown by the mesmerizing or the miraculous: the veins in a leaf, birdsong, 
volcanoes. 

Many people believe the word comes from the Scottish language: Robert 
Burns used it in a poem in 1791, “Tam o’ Shanter”: “An’, wow! Tam saw an 
unco sight!” (“Unco” means strange and unfamiliar, which you probably 
knew.) You exclaim “Wow” upon first tasting halvah, and upon first 
hearing that the Scottish not only eat haggis but love haggis. 

Wow is the child seeing the ocean for the first time. Wow is the teenager’s 
Christmas car (secondhand, but still). Wow is John Muir, Walt Whitman, 
Mary Oliver saying that the sun was the “best preacher that ever was.” 

 
 
From “Hypoxia” 
By Brian Doyle 
 
There were dead places in the ocean. He reads the news. He says Dad, 
what does hypoxic mean? Did we do that? He shows me the illustration in 
the newspaper. The map shows a hypoxic zone this summer exactly where 
we go to the beach for the ten greatest days of the whole year, when you 
can skimboard all day long and watch pelicans and seals and sea lions and 
whales and cormorants and terns and gulls and you can dig for sandcrabs 
and there are thimbleberries and salalberries behind the dunes and one 
time we saved that baby murre, remember that time Dad? And we named 
him Mike and the lady from the aquarium said they would take care of him 
and didn’t we do a great thing that time, Dad? Didn’t we? Saving his life? 
Didn’t we? 



	   9	  

 
 
But now I am weeping because we did do a great thing that time, even if we 
were supposed to leave the scraggly little ruffled defiant seabird alone to 
die and be meat for gulls and crabs. We saved a life, and when you are a 
little kid and you save the life of a being who would have died without 
you, you just did the greatest holiest most amazing thing you ever did in 
your whole life, and the joy and thrill and pride of it goes down into your 
wild innermost bones, and jazzes you in some sweet mysterious way I 
don’t have words for. 

But then we stop saving lives, when we get older. 

Why? 

 
 
 

“Odd Strengths of Fathers” 
by Nancy Young 

 
 
The minister asks, “Who 
Is the strongest person you know?" 
Shortly after the flautist played 
Morning by Greig. How it rolls 
Without resting. Still in my mind.  
 
My father was like music, 
Continuous. The strong things he did 
Flowed from the day.  
Sunday evenings he made sure  
To be home in time to watch Maverick 
With my brother. They didn’t get along 
Much of the time, but this,  
I think of now, was a side by side bond. 
They laughed together.  
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The last time I went to the family dentist 
Before leaving home, I lay back in the chair 
To breathe evenly while he pressed the syringe 
For the novocaine. As he did it, 
He told me, “Your dad is an amazing man. 
He’s allergic to novocaine. He just tells me, 
‘Go ahead and fix my tooth,’ and he 
Doesn’t even flinch.”  
I had no idea. I never told him I knew.  
 
Now Mike’s dad was like a quiet lion 
Who would only occasionally roar.  
We’d sit around, Mike and me,  
His mom and dad, and watch tv in the evening.  
During commercials we’d comment or get snacks. 
One night his brother was there with us. 
He started doing push ups.  
Mike’s dad out of the clear blue sky 
Lay down on the floor on his stomach. 
He stretched out his arm,  
As he took ahold of one leg of the chair, 
He merely bent his elbow 
And lifted the chair straight up off the ground.  
It looked so easy. Both brothers tried, 
But one leg always went down.  
The chair always tipped.  
He did it again. No one else could.  
I’ll always remember him just falling onto the floor 
And doing something no one else could do. 
The physically strongest person I ever knew. 


