
 

UNWISE PURCHASES    (adapted from the session developed by the First Unitarian Church of San Jose) 

 

OPENING WORDS & CHALICE LIGHTING: 

 

May we all recognize the truth and the story in everyone’s life. 

And may we hear and honor the truths that we all bring as we gather together. 

Together we have truths.  Together we have a story. 

Together we are a community.  
 ~Penny Hackett-Evans 

 

 

PURPOSE: We come together to build connections and to support each other on our spiritual journeys. 

     

 

CHECK IN:   Take a minute or two to share briefly the high and low points in your life since we last met. What are 

you leaving behind to be here today?  

 

READING OF GROUP COVENANT 

   

 

FOCUS:  Unwise Purchases 

Each person in the group speaks uninterrupted; if time remains, general response and conversation are welcome.   

 

The facilitator begins by reading the poem, “Unwise Purchases” (see second sheet of session) 

 

Read the poem again, this time reading round the circle. 

 

Speaking from personal experience, reflect on the following questions: 

 

What person do your possessions describe? 

 

Do you have what you would call “unwise purchases”?  What might they say about you? 

 

What does this poem bring to mind for you as you hear it read? 

 

 

 

CONFIDENTIALITY CHECK AND CHECK OUT: Is there anything that you shared here today that you would 

like held confidential? Otherwise, this is a reminder that we treat each other’s sharing with kindness and respect.   

 

 

CLOSING WORDS:  

 

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 splendor 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. 

 
~attributed to  Kalidasa 

 



 

 

Poem: "Unwise Purchases" by George Bilgere 

They sit around the house not doing much of anything: the boxed set 

of the complete works of Verdi, unopened. 

The complete Proust, unread 

The French-cut silk shirts which hang like expensive ghosts in the closet 

and make me look exactly like the kind of middle-aged man 

who would wear a French-cut silk shirt 

The reflector telescope I thought would unlock 

the mysteries of the heavens 

but which I only used once or twice to try to find something heavenly 

in the windows of the high-rise down the road, 

and which now stares disconsolately at the ceiling 

when it could be examining the Crab Nebula: 

The 30-day course in Spanish whose text I never opened, 

whose dozen cassette tapes remain unplayed, 

save for Tape One, where I never learned  

whether the suave American  conversing with a sultry-sounding desk clerk 

at a Madrid hotel about the possibility of obtaining a room 

actually managed to check in. 

I like to think that one thing led to another between them 

and that by Tape Six or so they're happily married 

and raising a bilingual child in Seville or Terre Haute. 

But I'll never know. 

 

Suddenly I realize I have constructed the perfect home 

for a sexy, Spanish-speaking astronomer 

who reads Proust while listening to Italian arias, 

and I wonder if somewhere in this teeming city 

there lives a woman with, say, 

a fencing foil gathering dust in the corner 

near her unused easel, a rainbow of oil paints drying in their tubes 

on the table where the violin she bought on a whim 

lies entombed in the permanent darkness of its locked case 

next to the abandoned chess set, 

a woman who has always dreamed of becoming 

the kind of woman the man I've always dreamed of becoming  

has always dreamed of meeting. 

And while the two of them discuss star clusters 

and Cézanne, while they fence delicately  

in Castilian Spanish to the strains of Rigoletto, 

she and I will stand in the steamy kitchen, 

fixing up a little risotto, enjoying a modest cabernet, 

while talking over a day so ordinary 

as to seem miraculous. 

 


