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Lifespan RE Resources for Mission & Vision




Introduction
     The content of this packet is shaped by the theme of Mission and Vision. To mission, we can also explore topics like calling, purpose, and persistence. Vision includes topics like dreams, imagination, and quest. While our seven principles are a covenant, they are also a mission and a vision.
     Within Worship Web and Tapestry of Faith, materials for vision are extensive. That is not true of mission. Further, exploring the theme of mission is impacted by the fact that many materials exist for mission in a Christian sense, which also focuses on missionaries. Both of these are related to Christianities’ Great Commission. A Unitarian Universalist understanding of mission is much closer to a secular understanding, than that represented by Christianity. 
     One of our six sources implicitly incorporates mission and vision: “Words and deeds of prophetic women and men which challenge us to confront powers and structures of evil with justice, compassion, and the transforming power of love.”
     One book that relates to mission is 10 Easy Keys to Unlocking Kids’ Passion & Purpose by Teri Haggerty. Some information can be found at https://www.doorknobbooks.com/assets/media/10_EasyKeys_sample.pdf
     Also worthwhile is Crafting Your Personal Mission Statement Class of 2006 Retreat September 8-9, 2005 Good Earth Village, Spring Valley, Minnesota Presented by Michon D. Rogers Rochester Public Schools. See https://www.jmu.edu/osarp/civiclearning/files/mission-creation-Senge-Covey.pdf.

List of Resources
1.0: Pins
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons, Time for All Ages & Resources
No resources found.
3.0: Wisdom Stories about Mission, Calling & Purpose and Vision, Dreams & Imagination
     Purpose
3.1: How Coyote Stole Fire, adapted from Stonee’s WebLodge: A Native American Lore Website (577 words)
3.2: Nathaniel Takes a Ride (545 words)
3.3: The Brementown Musicians by Gail Forsyth-Vail (789 words)
3.4: Maya’s Questions by Elisa Pearmain (1,037 words)
3.5: The Grumpy Gecko (996 words)
3.6: On the Trail with No More Deaths by Geoffrey Bayer (619 words)
     Vision
3.7: Adin Ballou and The Hopedale Community by Elisa Davy Pearmain (1,284 words)
3.8: Treasure Stones by Janeen Grohsmeyer (825 words)
3.9: The Chair Men by Rev. Robert Fulghum (521 words)
     Imagination
3.10: Cathedral of the World by Rev. Dr. Forrest Church (720 words)
3.11: Honoring Life—A Story of Beatrix Potter (677 words)
3.12: The Wise Sailimai, A Muslim Tale from China by Sarah Conover & Freda Crane (1,112 words)
3.13: Odd Velvet by Mary E. Whitcomb (700 words)
3.14: Clowning for Joy in Haiti by Sarah Foster (993 words)
3.15: It’s Up to Us by Lorrie Beth Slonsky and Larry Bradshaw (658 words)
     Words & Deeds of Prophetic Women and Men
3.16: Olympia Brown—A Voice and a Vote by Janeen Grohsmeyer (700 words)
3.17: Belonging: Fannie Barrier Williams by Janeen Grohsmeyer (875 words)
3.18: The Clearwater by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,443 words)
3.19: The Wandering Teacher (252 words)
3.20: Finding Your Way: Rev. Ethelred Brown by Janeen Grohsmeyer (913 words)
3.21: Peace Begins with Me (528 words)
3.22: For the Love of Stars by Gail Forsyth-Vail (563 words)
3.23: Righteous Among the Nations by Michelle Bates Deakin (560 words)
3.24: Harriot Kezia Hunt: Making A Difference (428 words)
4.0: Children’s Books about Mission/Purpose/Persistence & Vision/Imagination/Dreams
     Mission, Purpose & Persistence
4.1: The Bee-Man of Orn by Frank R. Stockton, author and Maurice Sendak, illustrator (2004)
4.2: Henry Builds a Cabin by D.B. Johnson (2002)
4.3: The Shaman’s Apprentice by Lynne Cherry & Mark J. Plotkin, authors and Lynne Cherry, illustrator (1998)
4.4: The Water Princess by Susan Verde & Georgie Badiel, authors & Peter H. Reynolds, illustrator (2016)
4.5: Miss Rumphius by Barbara Cooney (1985)
4.6: Snowflake Bentley by Jacqueline Briggs Martin, author & Mary Azarian, illustrator (1998)
4.7: She Persisted: 13 American Women Who Changed History by Chelsea Clinton, author & Alexandra Boiger, illustrator (2017)
4.8: She Persisted Around the World: 13 Women Who Changed History by Chelsea Clinton, author) & Alexandra Boiger, illustrator (2018)
4.9: You’re Here for a Reason by Nancy Tillman (2015)
4.10: Because of You by B.G. Hennessy, author & Hiroe Nakata, illustrator (2005)
     Vision, Dreams & Imagination
4.12: A Dance Like Starlight: One Ballerina’s Dream by Kristy Dempsey, author & Floyd Cooper, illustrator (2014)
4.13: Emmanuel’s Dream: The True Story of Emmanuel Ofosu Yeboah by Laurie Ann Thompson, author & Sean Qualls, illustrator (2015)
4.14: We’re All Wonders by R. J. Palacio (2017)
4.15: Mae Among the Stars by Roda Ahmed, author & Stasia Burrington, illustrator (2018)
4.16: On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein by Jennifer Berne, author & Vladimir Radunsky, illustrator (2013)
4:17 What to Do With a Box by Jane Yolen, author & Chris Sheban, illustrator (2016)
4.18: The Whisper by Pamela Zagarenski (2015)
4.19: Papa’s Mechanical Fish by Candace Fleming, author & Boris Kulikov, illustrator (2013)
4.20: Lenny & Lucy by Philip Stead, author & Erin Stead, illustrator (2015)
4.21: Odd Velvet by Mary Whitcomb, author & Tara Calahan King, illustrator (1998)
5.0: Music & Videos for Children
5.1: Charlie the Caterpillar: What Can I Be Today? by Andy Guttman
6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
     Vision
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 21: Dreams
6.1.2: Session 22: Imagination
6.2: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 1: The Gift of Love
6.3: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 12: Beauty in Nature
6.3.2: Session 16: Using Our Senses of Wonder
6.4: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.4.1: Session 12: Seeing Truth/True Seeing
6.4.2: Session 13: A Matter of Perspective
6.5: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.5.1: Session 1: Looking In/looking Out
6.6: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
6.6.1: Session 7: Miracles We Can Make
6.7: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justicemaking for Junior High School Youth
6.7.1: Workshop 9: The Call for Imagination
6.8: Families: A Jr. High School Youth Program that Explores the Diversity, Commonality, and Meaning of Families
6.8.1: Workshop 4: Family Photos: The Art of Photography
6.8.2: Workshop 5: Methods Of Gathering Narratives And Texts
     Words and Deeds of Prophetic Women and Men
6.9: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.9.1: Session 13: Peaceful Choices
6.9.2: Session 16: Our UU Principles
6.10: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.10.1: Session 5: Home in Nature
6.11: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.11.1: Session 7: Give Love
6.11.2: Session 9: Love of Learning
6.11.3: Session 15: Love in Action
6.12: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
6.12.1: Session 16: Signs of Faithful Leadership
6.13: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.13.1: Session 7: The Second U
6.14: Gather the Spirit: A Multigenerational Program about Stewardship
6.14.1: Workshop 8: Gather to Celebrate
6.15: Wisdom from the Hebrew Scriptures: A Multigenerational Program
6.15.1: Workshop 2: David and Nathan - You are That Man
6.16: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
6.16.1: Workshop 8: Come Be with Trees
Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
     Mission
7.1: Mission: Choose Good by David Aaron (206 words)
7.2: Mission Requires Uncommon Courage by Joan Chittister (238 words)
7.3: Mission: Uprooting Hatred by Sami Al Jundi and Jen Marlowe (287 words)
7.4: Mission: (to-be) accomplished by Ryan Robinson (237 words)
7.5: Pursuing Your Mission with Passion by Larry Kryske (207 words)
7.6: Finding and Pursuing Your True Calling by Travis Johnson (207 words)
7.7: How Pursuing a Quest Can Bring Purpose to Your Life by Chris Guillebeau (250 words)
7.8: Where Are You Going? (221 words)
7.9: What Is Your Focus? (136 words)
7.10: Mission by Richard Southern & Robert Norton (88 words)
7.11: Church Work versus the Work of the Church (717 words)
7.12: Questions That a Mission Statement Answers by Unknown (178 words)
7.13: Criteria for a Good Mission Statement adapted from John Carver (186 words)
7.14: Mission Drift... by Marty Cauley (239 words)
7.15: What Is Mission? (296 words)
7.16: A Matrix of Mission Outcomes by Rev. Roy Phillips (292 words)
7.17: The Non-Sense by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (150 words)
     Vision
7:18: What Unitarian Universalists Want by Rev. Peter Morales (237 words)
7.19: Faithful Vision by Brooks Berndt (216 words)
7.20: Your Vision for Eliminating Racism by Clyde Ford (243 words)
7.21: A Worthy Vision: The Peaceable Kingdom by Henri J. M. Nouwen (152 words)
7.22: Composing A Vision by Mary Catherine Bateson (from her book, Composing a Life) (254 words)
7.23: Questing for a Vision by Angeles Arrien (136 words)
7.24: Vision Quest by John Neafsey (253 words)
7.25: Toward a Vision of Beloved Community by Rev. Shirley Strong (254 words)
7.26: Write a Vision Statement by Peter Benson (240 words)
7.27: My Vision Statement by Joan Borysenko (178 words)
7.28: A Vision Beyond our Lifetime by Margaret Wheatley
7.29: Vision Personified by Kate Starr & Rev. Tamara Lebak (396 words)
7.30: Blinders by Neal Shusterman (143 words)
7.31: A Vision by Wendell Berry (223 words)
7.32: 200 Visionaries Share Their Vision by Frederic and Mary Ann Brussat (360 words) 
7.33: Awakening to Dreams by Gregg Levoy (235 words)
7.34: Ten Mistakes to Avoid When Chasing Your Dream by Ann Davis (379 words)
7.35: Why Come to Church? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (211 words)
7.36: Tragic World / Comic Vision by Rev. Will Saunders (276 words)
8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
     Youth
     Tapestry of Faith
No resources identified. See Junior High, Multigenerational, and Adult programs listed.
Adults
     Vision
8.1: Resistance and Transformation: An Adult Program on Unitarian Universalist Social Justice History
8.1.1: Workshop 7: Utopianism
     Words & Deeds of Prophetic Women and Men
8.2: What We Choose: An Adult Program on Ethics for Unitarian Universalists
8.2.1: Workshop 2: Unchanging Truths
8.2.2: Workshop 9: An Ethic of Risk
9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Beautiful Vision by Van Morrison (4:08)
9.2: Fourteen Black Paintings by Peter Gabriel (4:32)
9.3: Heaven Is in Your Mind by Three Dog Night (2:57)
9.4: The Sound of Silence by Simon & Garfunkel (3:08)
9.5: When Will I Change by Best Coast (3:44)
9.6: A Show of Hands by Rush (5:17)
9.7: Darkness Be My Friend by Bruce Dickinson (1:57)
9.8: Aquarius/Let the Sunshine by The Fifth Dimension (4:49)
10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
10.1: Start with Why by Simon Sinek (5:00)
10.2: Mission Statement by Doug Walker (4:34)
     TED Talks
       Mission
10.3: How to know your life purpose in 5 minutes by Adam Leipzig (10:33)
10.4: Don't find a job, find a mission by Celeste Headlee (16:38)
10.5: My Mission Statement by Samantha Johnson (12:15) 
10.6: Why am I here? Discover Your Personal & Professional Mission by David Anderson (16:34)
10.7: Finding Your Personal Mission in Life by Philip Krinks (7:27)
10.8: The Power of a Mission by James Andrews (13:13) 
     Vision
10.9: Building Vision: How to Think about the Future by Matthew Mitchell (18:08)
10.10: Your Vision Statement Sucks by Cameron Herold (16.23)
10.11: Creating Vision by Thaddeus Stegall (11:59)
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Resources for Children
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons, Time for All Ages & Resources
No resources found.

3.0: Wisdom Stories about Mission, Calling & Purpose and Vision, Dreams & Imagination
     Purpose
3.1: How Coyote Stole Fire, adapted from Stonee’s WebLodge: A Native American Lore Website (577 words)
     A long time ago, humans came into being and they loved the world. They loved the springtime with the beautiful emerging green plant life. They loved the summer, a time of berries and growth. As autumn came, the nights became colder and the humans shivered. The children and elders would die from the cold. Winter was a hard time.
     One day Coyote wandered by the human village. He could hear the wailing of the humans as they mourned their loved ones who had died in the cold of winter. Spring was finally coming and Coyote heard an old one say, “Feel the warmth of the sun. If only we could have such warmth in the winter to heat our teepees.” Coyote was not of the People and had no need for fire, but he felt sorry for the men and women who were sad about the others who had died.
     Coyote knew that on the top of a far mountain, three Fire Beings lived. These Fire Beings hoarded the fire and would not share with others. Coyote crept to the mountain to see how the Fire Beings were guarding the fire. Coyote watched the Fire Beings for many days. He watched as the fire was fed with dry things from the land like pine cones and twigs. He watched how the Fire Beings took turns guarding the fire one at a time at night while the others slept.
     Coyote went back down the mountain to speak to his friends among the People. He told them of the shivering hairless humans and their need for fire. He told them of the selfish Fire Beings and their inability to share. He asked his friends among the People to help him. Squirrel, Chipmunk, Frog and Wood all offered to help Coyote bring fire to the humans.
     Coyote crept back up the mountain. As the Fire Beings were changing the guard for the fire, Coyote leapt up to the fire and took a burning coal. Immediately, he turned and ran down the mountain. The Fire Beings flew after him, clawing to try and get the fire back. One Being touched the tip of Coyote’s tail which has since always been white.
     Coyote threw the fire and Squirrel caught it. The coal touched his back and his tail has been arched since then. Then Squirrel threw the ember to Chipmunk, who froze in fear. Finally, he turned and ran. A Fire Being clawed his back, giving him white stripes forever. Chipmunk threw the burning coal to Frog who turned and ran. One of the Fire Beings grabbed Frog’s tail, but Frog jumped and tore free and thus he has no tail. The Fire Beings came at Frog again and Frog flung the coal at Wood.
     Wood kept the coal safe, but the Fire Beings could not figure out how to get the coal from Wood. They yelled at Wood, they sang to Wood, they even promised presents to Wood, but Wood did not give up the coal. Finally, the Fire Beings returned to the mountain and left the People alone, assuming that if they could not release the coal, neither could the People.
     Coyote took Wood to the human village and showed them how to get fire from Wood. He took two sticks and rubbed them together. Then he spun a sharpened stick in a hole in another piece of wood. Fire came to the humans and they were never cold again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session6/59344.shtml

3.2: Nathaniel Takes a Ride (545 words)
     Hundreds of years ago, when America was still a very new country, Unitarianism and Universalism were also very new. They were actually two separate religions. By itself, Universalism was a loving and accepting religion. Universalists believed that God loved everyone and did not punish people. In some places, Universalists gathered in church buildings. In some places, people would gather in someone’s barn, or house, or yard for a church service.
The Stacy family went to a church building on Sundays. Their church was the first Universalist church established in America. It was in Massachusetts. A few years later, the family moved to a small farming village in New York where there was no Universalist church nearby. They could no longer go to church every Sunday, but sometimes, Universalist preachers would visit them in New York. In those days, Universalist preachers would travel to places where there were no churches and have gatherings for people interested in hearing about Universalism.
     One of the Stacy children, Nathaniel, grew up listening to these traveling preachers on his family’s farm. Eventually, Nathaniel was old enough to decide what he wanted to do when he grew up. He was interested in Universalism but not really that excited about riding a horse all around and then standing on a tree stump to preach to small crowds. It turned out, though, that Nathaniel was really good at public speaking. A Universalist minister friend of his encouraged him to be a preacher. So in 1803, Nathaniel became a Universalist preacher. He hopped on a horse and travelled around the country, preaching to those who would invite him to their farms.
     After each sermon, people would pass around a hat and put money into it to pay the preacher. Sometimes the preacher and his horse were invited to stay in someone’s house or barn. Sometimes Nathaniel slept outside with a blanket. Sometimes people fed the horse and the preacher and sometimes Nathaniel would find things to eat out in the wild forests.
     Nathaniel travelled through New York, Pennsylvania, and Michigan. At times, he would have to travel two hundred miles to speak to people. When he was much older, Nathaniel would remember his time travelling with his horse. He told stories about not getting enough money to feed both him and his horse, so what do you think he would do then? Sometimes he would feed the horse, and go hungry.
     Nathaniel wrote his stories down and tried to explain why he continued to lead such a hard life as a minister who never got to sleep at home, never got enough to eat, and had to be out in bad weather. He explained that he did it because someone had to. He felt it was so important for the Universalist ideas about love and acceptance to be spread in the new country of America, that he was willing to give up his comfort to make sure there would always be a religion called Universalism. He thought preaching Universalism was like “planting a seed” and the Universalist churches that were built were the “crops.”
In those long-ago days, many other Universalists and Unitarians lived like Nathaniel did to spread their religion. Aren’t we lucky they did—or we might not have our church today!
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session8/170122.shtml

3.3: The Brementown Musicians by Gail Forsyth-Vail (789 words)
The story, “The Bremen Town Musicians,” was told by the brothers Grimm in Germany, in the early 1800s. This session comes from Gail Forsyth-Vail’s book, Stories In Faith: Exploring Our Unitarian Universalist Principles and Sources Through Wisdom Tales (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2007).
     A farmer once had a donkey who was growing old and unable to work. Thinking that it was no longer worthwhile to feed the old donkey, the farmer became determined to put an end to that donkey. The donkey, sensing that something was amiss, ran away. The donkey was thinking they would go to Bremen and become a musician. The donkey was: On the road to Brementown. A musician they would be.
     After traveling a ways, the donkey came upon a tired dog lying beside the road and panting. “What are you doing lying there, my friend?” the donkey asked.
“Alas, I am old and weak and can no longer hunt, so my owner decided to do away with me. I ran away, but now I don’t know how to make my living. The only thing I can still do is bark.”
     “Well,” said the donkey, “you and your bark can join me. I’m off to become a town musician in Bremen.” And when the dog joined the donkey, they were: On the road to Brementown. Musicians they would be.
     It was not long before the two came upon a cat sitting in the road, looking mournful. “What’s the matter with you?” said the donkey. “Why are you looking so sad?”
     “Oh,” meowed the cat. “How can I be cheerful when my life is in danger? I am growing old and would rather lie about by the fire than chase mice, so my owners resolved to drown me. I ran away from them, but I don’t know what I shall do to earn my food.”
     “Well,” said the donkey, “you are certainly a good singer! Come and join us. We’re going to Bremen to become town musicians.” The cat quickly agreed, and they were: On the road to Brementown. Musicians they would be.
     Soon enough, they came upon a rooster perched on a farmer gate, screaming for all he was worth. “Cock-a-doodle-doo! Woe is me! Tomorrow they will put me in the soup pot. Whatever am I to do?”
     “You can certainly add something to a concert,” said the donkey. The donkey invited the rooster to join the group. In short order, they were: On the road to Brementown. Musicians they would be.
     The animals could not reach the town in one day, so they decided to settle in the forest for the night. The donkey and dog lay under a tree, and the cat in the branches. The rooster flew to the topmost branch and had a look around. “There must be a house not a far way off,” said the rooster, “for I can see a small light.”
     Hungry and cold, all four agreed to go and see if they might find food and shelter. When they arrived at the cabin, they arranged themselves to peek in the window. The donkey put their front hooves against the side of the cabin; the dog climbed on the donkey’s back. The cat sat on the dog’s shoulders and the rooster flew up to sit on the cat’s head. When he looked inside, the rooster reported seeing some robbers sitting and making merry in front of the fire. There was a table spread with all manner of good food.
     The foursome made a plan for getting rid of the robbers. At the donkey’s signal, all four of the Brementown musicians began to sing. The donkey brayed, the dog barked, the cat meowed, and the rooster screamed. The frightened robbers ran from the place, leaving the wonderful feast to the four friends, who happily ate their fill and settled down to sleep.
     After a time, the most courageous of the robbers decided to come back. All was quiet now. Maybe the robbers had left too hastily. The robber crept cautiously into the dark cabin. There the robber saw the cat’s open eyes, looking like two live coals. The robber took out a match to strike, and the cat sprang at the robber’s face and gave it a big scratch. The robber ran for the back door, and the dog jumped up and bit that robber in the leg. The donkey helped the robber cross the yard with a hefty kick, and all the while the rooster screamed, “Cock-a-doodle-doo!”
     The robber returned, shaken, to their companions and hastily explained what had happened in the cabin: “A horrid witch scratched me with their bony fingers, then a killer with a knife stabbed me, a monster with a club beat me, and the devil sat on top of the cabin crying all the while calling, ‘Bring the rascal here!’”
     The robbers never dared to go back to the cabin again, and the four friends remain together to this day, making music in the woods.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session12/brementown-musicians

3.4: Maya’s Questions by Elisa Pearmain (1,037 words)
     (adaptation of the story, “The Three Questions.” This Buddhist-like story is often attributed to Leo Tolstoy who included it in his collection, Fables and Fairy Tales (New York: New American Library, 1962)
     Once upon a time a girl named Maya was playing in her front yard with her big sister and some of her sister’s friends, while her father watched from the kitchen window. Soon Maya’s friend Annie came along and wanted to join in the game. Maya’s big sister and her friends whispered to Maya, “You can play with us, but not Annie, she’s too little.” So Maya said, “Sorry, Annie. I can’t play with you right now.” Annie walked away sadly.
     Soon Maya’s father called her in for some lunch. “Hey,” he said, “how do you think it made Annie feel when you wouldn’t play with her today?”
     “Sad, maybe,” Maya answered. “But it was because the big kids told me to say that.”
     “I know,” he said, “but how did it feel to you?”
     “Not so good.” She replied.
     “Right,” he said. “I know that you want to be a kind person, but sometimes it is confusing as what is the right thing to do isn’t it?”
     “Yes,” Maya replied. “I don’t always know who to pay attention to, or who I should listen to, or what to do.”
     “I think those are excellent questions to think about,” said her father. “Let me see if I can repeat them: Who is the important person to pay attention to? And what is the best thing to do? I think you know the answer to the question of who to listen to, right?”
     “Yeah, listen to my heart or ask a grown-up who I know,” Maya answered.
     “Why don’t you take those questions and go ask your grandmother,” her father suggested. “She would like a visit from you this afternoon, and she will know the answers to your questions.”
     So, Maya went over to her grandmother’s house which was only next door. Grandmom was out back working in her garden. She was transplanting seedlings into the ground in neatly divided rows. Maya could see that she was tired. Grandmom’s face was flushed, and she had swipes of dirt across her brow. “Grandmom,” Maya said, “why don’t I bring you some lemonade and you sit down and watch me work for a while. I want to ask you some questions so that I can be the kindest person possible.”
     Grandmom settled herself on the steps. Maya went in the house and came out with two glasses of lemonade — one for her grandmother, and one for herself. “Thank you,” said Grandmom. “Now, what are your questions?”
     “Well, who are the most important people to pay attention to? What is the most important thing to do?” Grandmom smiled, but she didn’t say anything. Maya thought that her grandmother was trying to think of the answers so she kept on working. She dug little holes, planted the seedlings, tamped down the dirt and watered each seedling with care as her grandmother had taught her.
     After a while she got tired and stopped for some lemonade. “Can you tell me the answers now, Grandmom?” But it looked like Grandmom had dozed off. So Maya went back to the seedlings that still needed to be planted. There were only a few more.
     All of a sudden, a cry came from out in the street. Maya ran out the side of the yard and around the house. There was Annie, laying on the sidewalk all tangled in Maya’s bicycle with a bloody knee and elbow and tears streaming down her face. “Grandmom!” Maya called, and her grandmother came quickly, too.
     They helped Annie into the house. Maya got a wet cloth to clean Annie’s scrapes. She was very gentle so as not to hurt Annie, who was still crying. Maya patted her on the back and offered her a cool glass of lemonade. Soon Annie was calm. Maya helped her grandmother put several large bandages on her knee and elbow.
     “What were you doing?” asked Maya. She had noticed her bike on the sidewalk.
     “I was mad at you for not playing with me,” said Annie. “So I took your bike from your driveway. I was going to hide it until you said you were sorry. But I hit a bump on the sidewalk and fell over.”
     “I am sorry I told you I couldn’t play,” said Maya.
     “I know,” said Annie, “And I can see you are a good friend by the way you are taking care of me and helping me feel better. I wanted to hurt you, but now I am sorry.”
     “I’m glad you know I am your friend. I’m really sorry I hurt your feelings,” said Maya.
     “Thanks,” said Annie. “And thanks for the band-aids and the lemonade.”
Maya and Annie picked up Maya’s bicycle and leaned it on the side of Grandmom’s house. Then Annie went home. Maya and her grandmother went back out into the garden and worked, side by side, for a while, to put the last seedlings in the ground.
     “Grandmom, are you ever going to tell me the answers to my two questions?” Maya asked.
     “Well I don’t need to, Maya,” she smiled. “You figured them out yourself.”
     “I have?” Maya looked confused.
     “Yes,” said Grandmom. “You asked me, ‘Who is the most important person to pay attention to?’ When you first came over the most important person to pay attention to was me, and the most important thing to do was to help me because I was tired. Because you stayed to help me, you were here to help Annie, and she got a chance to see how kind you are. Now she is no longer mad at you and she didn’t want to hide your bike anymore!
      “When Annie hurt herself, she was the most important person to pay attention to,” Grandmom continued. “And the most important thing to do was to help her.”
     “You mean, Grandmom, that the most important people to be with are the ones who need our attention right now? And the most important thing to do is to treat them kindly?” Maya asked.
     “Yes,” said Maya’s grandmother. “If you pay attention to the people who are around you, and be kind, you will always be doing the most important thing. And I think you knew that, all along.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session15//mayas-questions

3.5: The Grumpy Gecko (996 words)
Adapted from “The Grumpy Gecko” in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     In a shady glade, the chief of the jungle slept. Until, GECK-O! GECK-O! GECK-O!
     Tiger woke up with a snort. He opened one yellow eye. “Gecko,” he growled. “What do you want? It’s the middle of the night.”
     “I’ve come to complain...”
     What could Gecko the lizard have to complain about? He spent most of his time lazing around, just sleeping and eating. Even when he was hungry, all he had to do was flick out his sticky tongue and lick up a mosquito.
     “What’s troubling you?” Tiger asked.
     “It’s the fireflies!” said Gecko. “All night long they fly around, flashing their lights in my eyes, keeping me awake... flashing and flickering... I haven’t slept for days. It’s making me very grumpy. You’re the chief of the jungle. Make them stop.”
     Tiger stifled a gigantic yawn. “I’ll talk to the fireflies,” he promised Gecko.
     Tiger sighed and set off to find the fireflies.
     Wading through wet paddy fields, the night vibrated with the chirps and croaks of frogs and the trills of a million insects.
      Above the paddies, the fireflies flickered and flashed.
     “Fireflies,” Tiger called, “Gecko says you have been disturbing his sleep, flashing and flickering all night long. Is this true?”
     “Well, we do flash our lights all night,” replied the fireflies, “but we don’t want to disturb anyone! We’re just passing on Woodpecker’s message. We heard him drumming out a warning.”
     “I see,” said Tiger. “Then I’ll talk to Woodpecker.”
     At the edge of the paddies, Tiger found Woodpecker drumming against a coconut palm. Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat.
     “Woodpecker!” Tiger winced. “The fireflies say you have been rapping and tapping, tapping and rapping, drumming out a warning. Is this true?”
     “Of course,” said Woodpecker, puffing up his feathers. “I provide a great service. Clearly, my efforts are not appreciated.” He looked down his long beak at Tiger. “Beetle rolls manure right across the path. I warn the jungle animals so that no one steps in it. Without my drumming, who knows what a mess you’d all be in?”
     “Oh,” said Tiger. “Well, that’s very helpful. Thank you.”
     Tiger licked his nose thoughtfully. “I’ll go speak to Beetle.”
     It was easy to spot Beetle on the jungle path. In the moonlight, his back gleamed like polished metal.
     “What’s all this?” Tiger asked. “Woodpecker says you’re rolling filthy mess all over the place?”
     “Yes, yes, can’t stop,” Beetle replied, rolling a ball of dung right up to Tiger’s paw. “Water Buffalo drops piles of it all over the path. If I don’t move some away, there’ll be muck everywhere! ‘Scuse me....”
     Tiger lifted his paw and Beetle bustled past.
     “OK,” said Tiger, suppressing a sigh. “Thank you, Beetle. I’ll go and see Buffalo.”
     Tiger found Buffalo asleep in a pool of mud.
     “Buffalo,” Tiger roared.
     “Beetle says you have been leaving your manure all over the path. Is this true?”
     “Oh yes, Sir,” said Buffalo, lowering his head. “I leave manure all over the path, Sir. But you see, Sir, it’s helpful, Sir. Rain washes holes in the path every afternoon. I leave manure only to fill up the holes, so that no one trips or falls. If I didn’t, Sir, someone could get hurt.”
     “I see,” said Tiger. “Well, that’s very thoughtful of you, Buffalo.”
Tiger’s tail twitched. He was beginning to lose patience. He sighed. “I’ll go ahead and hear what Rain has to say.”
     Tiger set off for Mount Agung, the highest peak on the island, and the home of Rain.
     Tiger climbed and he climbed and he climbed.
     He climbed through jungle, woodland and scrub and then he climbed some more.
     At last, his claws clattered onto the smooth grass of the mountain peak. He stopped to catch his breath. He looked down the mountain.
     The sun was rising. Tiger stared.
     Jungle spread out for miles around, flamboyant with flowers. Wild orchids and climbing lilies, trumpets of violet-blue and starbursts of brilliant flame-red.
     Tiger sniffed. He smelt jasmine, ylang-ylang, frangipani.
     He swiveled his ears. He heard newborn streams trickling and tinkling.
     And below the jungle, on the green-gold steps of the paddy fields, he could just make out the faint flicker and flash of the fireflies.
     “No need to ask why Rain rains,” Tiger smiled.
     He cooled his paws in a stream and watched for a while. He watched the water journey from mountain to sea, sustaining every living thing on its way, even the tiniest mosquito.
     Tiger plunged his muzzle into the clear fresh water and drank.
     Then he began the long journey down the mountain and through the forests and jungles and paddies to find Gecko.
     It was dusk by the time Tiger found the lizard again.
     “Well?’ Gecko demanded. “Did you talk to the fireflies? They’re still flashing and flickering, on and on. Did you tell them to stop?”
     “Gecko,” said Tiger. He sat down on his haunches and spoke very slowly. “Listen carefully. The fireflies flash to pass on Woodpecker’s warning. Woodpecker warns everyone not to step in beetle’s dung. Beetle clears up the excess dung left by Buffalo. Buffalo leaves manure on the path to fill up the holes made by rain. Rain makes holes in the path as he creates streams and lakes and puddles—puddles where mosquitoes live.”
     “Oh,” said Gecko.
     “Gecko, what do you eat?”
     “Mosquitoes,” said Gecko.
     “So... “ said Tiger.
     “So... “ repeated Gecko slowly.
     “Yes... “
     “If Rain stopped raining... “
     “Yes... “
     “Buffalo could stop filling holes... “
     “Uh-huh... “
     “And beetle could stop rolling dung... “
     “Yes... “
     “And Woodpecker could stop drumming... “
     “Mmm... “
     “And the fireflies could stop flashing... “
     “Yes, Gecko... “
     “But... I would have nothing to eat.”
     “Exactly,” said Tiger. “Gecko, everything in this world is connected. Go and live in peace with the fireflies.”
     So, Gecko stuck himself upside down, underneath the branch of a tree. He closed his eyes. He went to sleep.
     The fireflies flickered and flashed.
     Tiger snored.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session1/grumpy-gecko

3.6: On the Trail with No More Deaths by Geoffrey Bayer (619 words)
Used with permission of Geoffrey Bayer, No More Deaths.
     The July sun beat down, and by mid-morning, there was no avoiding the heat. By 10 am, the anticipation rose with the heat as nearly 40 humanitarian volunteers gathered in a parking lot just outside the small desert town of Arivaca. Our goal was simple, with 110-degree heat predicted for the coming weekend, we came to put jugs of water out for migrants. The trails we hoped to cover were on the Buenos Aires National Wildlife Refuge. The refuge starts at the border and extends north 30 miles in one of the most active migrant corridors in Arizona.
We arrived at the first water drop after a short drive west. Our caravan stretched up and down both sides of the road, and our first three volunteers, with gallon jugs in hand, started up the trail amidst applause by onlookers. Soon afterwards, U.S. Fish and Wildlife agents arrived and followed them up the trail. Several minutes went by before our volunteers returned, followed by the agents carrying out the jugs. One by one the water droppers were called over and cited for littering. The group included a nurse, a retired professor of social work, and a Presbyterian minister.
     We drove on to our next stop with law enforcement vehicles now in the caravan. Reverend Fife, a resident of Cascabel, and a Hamilton College student took their jugs and placed them on another migrant trail. Fish and Wildlife agents immediately confiscated the water and again issued citations for littering.
We continued west to the third location, which was quite a distance off Arivaca Road and required some hiking. Upon our arrival we found that our expert in mapping and GPS, and the former Dean of Geo Sciences at the University of Arizona, was also ticketed for littering, but in his case for giving us guidance to the trailheads. The contrast between the two options for water that day were striking: a gallon of clean, pure drinking water on one hand, and a muddy pool of day old rain water in the other. Four more volunteers, including a preschool teacher and a librarian, placed water along a trail as onlookers pleaded with the agents to leave the water: “Please don’t take that water; there are women and children dying out here.” Then solemn chanting began as the agents moved to their trucks, emphasizing each word: “No-more-deaths! No-more-deaths!” The message fell on deaf ears as agents for a third time immediately removed all water and wrote four more citations.
     As the summer sun continued to bear down on us, we arrived at our final planned stop. A Franciscan priest and retired clinical psychologist proceeded to the last drop, but certainly not least! With abundant enthusiasm they ducked under the barbed wire to place desperately needed water jugs on known migrant routes — only to be met and cited, as had all the others.
     After nearly four hours we gathered again, this time on the side of the road, to celebrate the courageous resistance of people of conscience and the communities that stand with them. As the caravan departed in mid-afternoon, we left hopeful and still committed, yet at the same time saddened, as dozens of life-giving jugs of water sat confiscated as ‘evidence of a crime’ in the back of a truck instead of on the migrant trail where it is so desperately needed. We also left burdened by the knowledge that, as weekend desert temperatures reached 112 degrees, we would soon hear the news of the next unnecessary deaths that will undoubtedly come. Indeed, as our migrant brothers and sisters continue on this journey, forced to cross in more dangerous areas, we must keep the resolve to continue this work by their side.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop4/171812.shtml

     Vision
3.7: Adin Ballou and The Hopedale Community by Elisa Davy Pearmain (1,284 words)
     I want to tell you the story of Adin Ballou. He was born over two hundred years ago. He grew up to be a peacemaker and a Universalist minister, but he didn’t start out wanting to be either.
     When Adin was seven years old, he went with his family to watch a company of militia out for a parade. They marched up and down the streets to the fife and drum. They wore colorful uniforms, with swords and guns at the ready. Adin was so excited by the military men! He wanted to keep following them when they left town. He told his dad that when he was older, if there was a call to war, he would join the militia in a heartbeat. But soon he was called in a new direction.
     Adin was ten years old when a new minister moved into his town and convinced his whole family to become religious Christians. After that, Adin began to read and study the Bible more than most children his age. One story in the Bible made Adin think about how people treat one another. It was a story where Jesus says if someone slaps you, you should turn peacefully, and offer them your other cheek. That would let them know you would not hurt them, and did not feel angry. Jesus also said if someone steals your coat, you should offer them your shirt, too. Jesus said we need to treat others the way that we want to be treated. He said we must act peaceful to make a peaceful world.
     Adin was pretty confused by that lesson in the Bible. “When someone hurts me, I might feel like hurting them back,” he thought. “And if someone steals something, I have been taught that they should be punished.” But these words of Jesus stayed deep in his heart.
     When he was a teenager, Adin had a strange dream. In the dream, his older brother Cyrus, who had died, told Adin he must be a minister. When Adin woke up, he felt very nervous about getting up in front of people and preaching a sermon. But he took that dream seriously.
     And it just so happened that the little church in town had no minister during the summer and the people in the congregation took turns preaching. Adin worked up his courage and remembered his dream. One Sunday he stood up, and although his knees were shaking, he announced he would preach the following week.
So he did. The people at his church liked his sermon a lot. After that, Adin began to work as a Christian minister. Becoming a soldier was forgotten.
     As Adin grew up, he started to notice some things that forever ended his plan to be a soldier. He noticed when people fought with each other to solve an argument, that didn’t help them to be peaceful. He saw when people were punished for fighting, punishment didn’t make them more peaceful. He saw when nations used war to solve an argument, that didn’t make people more peaceful, either. Adin decided any solution that used violence was not for him. He started to believe that if we really want peace, in our community or in our nation, we must do as Jesus said and love our enemies.
     Adin lived during the time when slavery was still allowed in this country. He thought slavery was wrong, and he preached about it. Some of his friends hated slavery, too, but they didn’t all love peace as much as Adin did. Sometimes his friends got into fights with people who wanted to keep slavery. One of Adin’s friends was killed in a fight with people who supported slavery. This upset Adin. He decided to start a new way of living, called “Christian nonresistance.” Christian nonresistance meant people would promise never to be violent to others, even to defend themselves. Many people thought he was crazy, but he felt very sure that this was what Jesus taught.
     Adin was thirty-seven years old when he decided it wasn’t enough to live peacefully on his own. He wanted to live in a town full of people, all living by the rule of no violence. He hoped a small group of people could show the world a better way to live. With some friends, he bought some land and formed the Hopedale Community in Milford, Massachusetts.
     People who believed in Christian nonresistance moved to Hopedale. They were very strict about not hurting others. They tried to live according to Jesus’s ideas of peace, to care for the hungry and sick, and to love one another.
     Adin and his wife, Lucy, and many other people in Hopedale opened their homes to people who needed a meal or a place to stay. The Hopedale community had a boarding school where many children came to live and learn, including some children who had escaped from being slaves.
     Adin was a teacher in the school. One student constantly misbehaved. One day when the boy had been especially naughty, Adin called him to the front of the room. He told the boy it was the usual punishment in most schools for disobedient students to be whipped. Adin got a rod that was used in other schools for whipping children. But Adin said to the boy, “I cannot bear to whip you; perhaps it will do more good if you whip me. At any rate, I have concluded to try it.” Adin took off his coat, handed the boy the rod, and told him to whip him for as long as it took to make him a good boy. The boy looked at his teacher, and at the rod, and began to cry. He promised he would not disobey again and gave no further trouble after that.
     One of the children in the Hopedale community was Susie Thwang. When she was eight years old, a man came to Hopedale saying he was hungry and sick. He was fed dinner and given some medicine. Then he told the people of Hopedale he was leaving. Late in the night, Susie’s friend Lizzie Humphrey heard a noise coming from the downstairs of her house. She woke up her parents, who went down to have a look. In the glow of their lantern, they saw a pair of feet sticking out from under the sofa. Next to the sofa was a bag of things, including candlesticks and dishes the man was planning to steal.
     Lizzie’s parents sent her to get Adin Ballou and some of the other neighbors. When the neighbors arrived, they lifted up the sofa. They saw the thief was the same man they had fed earlier. Mr. Humphrey asked the man what he was doing there. He said, “I have lost my job. I have no home, no family, and nothing to eat. I thought if I was caught stealing you would put me in jail and they would feed me.”
     Adin Ballou told the neighbors they should put their faith into practice. They told the man, “You don’t have to steal or go to jail. Stay in Hopedale. We will feed you and give you a job.” He did stay at Hopedale, and he did not steal again.
     The Hopedale Community lasted for fifteen years. During that time, Adin Ballou published a magazine and several books about Christian nonresistance that were read far and wide. Adin Ballou put his faith to into action and pointed us toward a better way to love and care for one another. He continued to write and speak about making a world of peace for the rest of this life. He died in 1890 at the age of eighty-seven.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session12/ballou

3.8: Treasure Stones by Janeen Grohsmeyer (825 words)
     In a time not so long ago and in a place not so far away, there lived a boy named Arthur Lismer. Arthur always had a pencil in his pocket, because Arthur loved to draw. He drew clouds. He drew birds. He drew flowers. He drew many beautiful things. And he drew pictures of stones.
     “Why are you drawing a boring old stone?” his friends would ask. “They’re just... gray. They’re just... rocks.”
     “Stones are beautiful,” Arthur told them. “Just look. Some stones have gold flecks. Some have tiny crystals. In the rain, a stone can change color. In the sunshine, it can sparkle. Every stone is a treasure; every stone is beautiful. Just look!”
     Arthur would draw pictures anywhere, anytime. He drew in the morning at the breakfast table. He drew during lunchtime at school. He drew on moonlit nights outside, surrounded by trees. He drew on train rides through the countryside. He even drew on Sundays in church.
     “Put that away,” his mother would tell him, and so Arthur would close his sketchbook and put his pencil in his pocket, and he would listen to their minister at the Unitarian chapel in Sheffield. But sometimes during the service he would still be thinking about drawing.
     When Arthur was thirteen, he went to a school just for artists. After he graduated, he sold his drawings to people. But he didn’t make very much money at it.
     So, when he was twenty-six years old, Arthur decided to leave England and sail across the Atlantic Ocean, all the way to Canada. He got an ax and chopped up his desk, and he used its wood to build a trunk. He put some clothes and his drawing paper and his pencils into the trunk, and he moved to Canada.
     The trees and the flowers and the animals in Canada were all new to Arthur, and all of them were beautiful. He traveled to many places, going to the mountains and the prairies and the lakes and the rivers of that great land, painting pictures of the things he saw.
     People liked his pictures. They liked seeing the world through his eyes. Most people hadn’t traveled very far, and Canada is a very big country. Arthur’s pictures were like windows into a new world.
     In his pictures, people could see a river of snow flowing down a mountainside. They saw trees with great gnarly roots all twisted together. They saw a church and houses surrounded by fields of grain. They saw gray rocks colored bright red by the setting sun. They saw a tree bowing in the wind, and above it little white clouds following each other across the sky like little ducklings in a row.
     People hadn’t seen that before. They hadn’t realized just how magnificent Canada was. “Just look,” Arthur said. “Look and see.”
     Many people bought Arthur’s pictures to put in their homes. People put his pictures in schools, and in offices, and even on postage stamps.
     Five years after Arthur came to Canada, he became a teacher in an art school, showing people how to create art. Not just with paper and pencil, but with wire and cloth and felt and feather and bits of rock and all kinds of things.
     On Saturdays, he taught classes in a museum. People of all ages came, all in the same room. Parents learned right along with their children. Arthur would talk for a while about the paintings, about the artists who created them and where and when the paintings were made. And then, he would ask everyone: “What do you see in that picture? What do you think it means? What do you like? What kind of beauty is there for you?”
     On Sundays, he taught children at his Unitarian church. “Let’s go outside!” he would usually say. “Let’s see what we can find. Let’s see.”
     “I found a stone,” a child said, one day. “It’s just gray.”
     “Let’s see,” Arthur said. He licked his finger to get it wet. Then he rubbed his finger on the little stone. The stone turned pink and then purple and then gray again.
     “It’s like a rainbow!” the child said.
     Arthur took out his pencil from his pocket (he always carried a pencil) and drew two small dots on one end of the stone, and then a long curving line on the other.
     “It’s like a mouse!” the child said.
     He turned the rock over so they could see all the little spidery lines in the cracks.
     “It’s a like a map!” the child said.
     Then sunshine came, and the rock began to sparkle.
     “Now it’s silver and gold!” the child said. “It’s like treasure.”
     “It is treasure,” Arthur said.
     The child nodded, holding tightly the stone that was a rainbow and a mouse and a map and a treasure. “It’s my treasure stone,” the child said. “I can see that now.”
     What kind of treasures do you see?
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session12/treasure-stones

3.9: The Chair Men by Rev. Robert Fulghum (521 words)
     We say the young have much to learn, but I find they know and do things unfamiliar to me, so I am pleased to learn from them when I can. Example: Two young college men asked me for a ride, because they were late to work. Their summer construction job was near my office, so I was glad to oblige. On the way I asked, “Besides working hard and playing hard, what’s happening in your lives?”
     They exchanged glances. Then one said, “We’re eating a chair.”
     What?
     Yes. It seems that their college philosophy teacher gave them an extra-credit assignment: Do something unique and memorable—not dangerous or foolish, but something imaginative, inventive, and instructive. Write it up, and explain what was learned and how it might apply to their philosophy of life.
     So. They are eating a chair.
     They bought a plain wooden kitchen chair at an unfinished furniture store. Using a wood rasp, they have been shaving away at the chair, mixing the dust into their granola for breakfast, and sprinkling the dust on their salads at dinner. So far, they have consumed most of a leg, two rungs, and a back piece. And while they don’t want to overdo it, the pace is picking up. Still, the project may not be finished before summer’s end, so they may enlist friends, who, it seems, are enthusiastically willing to help eat a chair.
     And yes, they consulted a physician to make sure the wood dust was not harmful. And no, it doesn’t taste bad—especially if they mix in a little cinnamon at breakfast and a little lemon pepper at dinner. And yes, they have learned a few things along the way.
     “Like what?” I asked.
     Like how amazing long-term goals can be achieved in incremental stages. Like how something seemingly idiotic affects your thinking about other things you do. For example, they routinely run about fifteen miles a week to stay in shape— around and around a lake. They wondered where fifteen miles a week would take them if they ran in a straight line. So, they got a road map and have been marking off the mileage, headed south. They could be in Portland, Oregon, in a couple of weeks. But that’s boring, so they have a European map now and are starting out in Vienna headed for Athens. Using guidebooks, they’re figuring out what there is to see and do along the way. They’re touring the world in their minds.
     And, of course, they’re very pleased with themselves. They’re sure they’ll astound the professor when he asks for their report. “We ate a chair.”
     “It will blow the dude away,” said one.
     For all the goofiness of the project, these young men are learning patience and perseverance. Some things cannot be had except on a little-at-a-time, keep-the-long-goal-in-mind, stay-focused basis.
     Love and friendship are like that. Marriage and parenthood, too. And peace and justice and social change. As wonderfully silly as it seems, eating a chair may lead my young college friends to wisdom and nobler aspirations.
    In their foolishness lies the seed of What-Might-Be, little by little.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop9/chair-men

     Imagination
3.10: Cathedral of the World by Rev. Dr. Forrest Church (720 words)
Excerpted from Cathedral of the World. Copyright 2009 by Forrest Church. Reprinted by permission of Beacon Press, Boston.
     Imagine awaking one morning from a deep and dreamless sleep to find yourself in the nave of a vast cathedral. Like a child newborn, untutored save to moisture, nurture, rhythm, and the profound comforts at the heart of darkness, you open your eyes upon a world unseen, indeed unimaginable, before. It is a world of light and dancing shadow, stone and glass, life and death. This second birth, at once miraculous and natural, is in some ways not unlike the first. A new awakening, it consecrates your life with sacraments of pain you do not understand and promised joy you will never fully call your own.
     Such awakenings may happen only once in a lifetime, or many times. But when they do, what you took for granted before is presented as a gift: difficult, yet precious and good. Not that you know what to do with your gift, or even what it really means, only how much it matters. Awakening to the call stirring deep within you, the call of life itself—the call of God—you begin your pilgrimage.
     Before you do, look about you; contemplate the mystery and contemplate with awe. This cathedral is as ancient as humankind, its cornerstone the first altar, marked with the tincture of blood and stained with tears. Search for a lifetime (which is all you are surely given) and you shall not know its limits, visit all its transepts, worship at its myriad shrines, nor span its celestial ceiling with your gaze. The builders have worked from time immemorial, destroying and creating, confounding and perfecting, tearing down and raising up arches in this cathedral, buttresses and chapels, organs and theaters, chancels and transepts, gargoyles, idols, and icons. Not a moment passes without work being begun that shall not be finished in the lifetime of the architects who planned it, the patrons who paid for it, the builders who construct it, or the expectant worshippers. Throughout human history, one generation after another has labored lovingly, sometimes fearfully, crafting memorials and consecrating shrines. Untold numbers of these collect dust in long-undisturbed chambers; others (cast centuries or eons ago from their once-respected places) lie shattered in chards or ground into powder on the cathedral floor. Not a moment passes without the dreams of long-dead dreamers being outstripped, shattered, or abandoned, giving way to new visions, each immortal in reach, ephemeral in grasp.
     Welcome to the Cathedral of the World.
     Above all else, contemplate the windows. In the Cathedral of the World there are windows without number, some long forgotten, covered with many patinas of grime, others revered by millions, the most sacred of shrines. Each in its own way is beautiful. Some are abstract, others representational; some dark and meditative, others bright and dazzling. Each window tells a story about the creation of the world, the meaning of history, the purpose of life, the nature of humankind, the mystery of death. The windows of the cathedral are where the light shines through.
     Because the cathedral is so vast, our time so short, and our vision so dim, over the course of our pilgrimage we are able to contemplate only a tiny part of the cathedral, explore a few apses, reflect upon the play of darkness and light through a few of its windows. Yet, by pondering and acting on our ruminations, we discover insights that will invest our days with meaning.
     A twenty-first-century theology based on the concept of one light and many windows offers its adherents both breadth and focus. Honoring multiple religious approaches, it only excludes the truth claims of absolutists. That is because fundamentalists claim that the light shines through their window only...
     Skeptics draw the opposite conclusion. Seeing the bewildering variety of windows and observing the folly of the worshippers, they conclude there is no light. But the windows are not the light. They are where the light shines through.
     We shall never see the light directly, only as refracted through the windows of the cathedral. Prompting humility, life’s mystery lies hidden. The light is veiled. Yet, being halfway in size between the creation itself and our body’s smallest constituent part, that we can encompass with our minds the universe that encompasses us is a cause for great wonder. Awakened by the light, we stand in the cathedral, trembling with awe.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/newuu/workshop1/cathedral

3.11: Honoring Life—A Story of Beatrix Potter (677 words)
     You might think that Beatrix Potter was a lonely child. Perhaps you would be right. True, she lived in a large city: London, England. True, the only child she had to play with was her brother, Bertram, and he was usually away at boarding school. Beatrix had no school friends, because she didn’t go to school; instead, a governess taught her at home. There were no other children her parents would let her play with in their London neighborhood.
     But Beatrix was not as lonely as you might think. She had the friendship she felt for all the animals and plants she met on her rambles through the countryside. Beatrix’s family took long vacations in Scotland and the Lake District of England. She brought the countryside back to London by taming wild rabbits as pets. She kept country mice in a cage, and also lizards, snakes, and even a pet bat! In the countryside, Beatrix loved to spend hours out of doors. She drew detailed pictures of the plants and the animals she found. She wanted to know everything about the natural world. She planned to be a scientist when she grew up.
     But Beatrix was young more than a hundred years ago. It wasn’t considered proper for a middle-class girl to have a job, particularly as a scientist. Beatrix’s parents were very concerned that she grow up to be a proper young lady. No one encouraged her to draw animals and plants, but Beatrix kept studying her friends in the natural world on her own. The drawings and paintings she made were greatly respected by scientists who wanted to learn more about animals and plants and appreciated a close and careful look at nature. Beatrix was especially interested in mushrooms and mosses. By observing these plants, she discovered that the lichen that grows on rocks and trees is actually a combination of a moss and a fungus.
     Her scientific sketches of nature, even though they helped make discoveries, were not the same as having a real job as a scientist. But when Beatrix was grown up, her loving attention to the natural world earned her a different success than she had ever imagined. In 1893, Beatrix sat down to write a letter to five-year-old Noel, who had been sick in bed for a long time. She started her letter, “I don’t know what to write to you, so I shall tell you a story about four little rabbits whose names are Flopsy, Mopsy, Cotton-tail, and Peter.” Have you ever heard of these little rabbits? Well, Beatrix Potter made them up, based on rabbits she had watched closely, and on her imagination. She drew Noel a picture of the four young rabbits and their mother. So began the tale of Peter Rabbit, which you may know, and children have been enjoying for more than a hundred years.
     Beatrix wrote and illustrated twenty-two more books, all about the animals that had been her friends in the English countryside: hedgehogs, frogs, ducks, house mice and field mice, and squirrels. She knew them very well from spending time among them and observing their ways.
     Beatrix earned enough money from her books to buy a farm in the English Lake District, a place she had always loved. She raised sheep on her farm. Over time she bought more country land, to keep it as a natural home for animals and plants and not used for factories and houses. When Beatrix Potter died in 1943, she gave four thousand acres to the National Trust, an English organization that protects and preserves beautiful, natural lands. If you travel to England today, you can visit Beatrix Potter’s farmhouse. You can walk in the countryside, just as she did so many years ago when she was a young child. Yet you need only to open one of her books to meet the animals and plants she loved. By observing, loving, and drawing her friends, she preserved her connection with the world of nature for children like all of you, and all of us, to share.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session14/beatrix-potter

3.12: The Wise Sailimai, A Muslim Tale from China by Sarah Conover & Freda Crane (1,112 words)
A Muslim folk tale from Ayat Jamilah: Beautiful Signs, A Treasury of Islamic Wisdom for Children and Parents collected and adapted by Sarah Conover and Freda Crane (Spokane: Eastern Washington University Press, 2004); originally from Mythology and Folklore.
[bookmark: _Hlk20929881](Note: “Sailimai” is pronounced SAIL-ee-my. “Hui” is pronounced ‘Whee.)
     Begin by saying, “Today we will hear a story about a wise young girl. She will teach us how love surrounds us in many ways.”
     Long, long ago in the country of China, lived a young woman of the Muslim Hui people whose name was Sailimai. Although she was a farm girl, too poor to attend school, Sailimai nonetheless paid close attention to life around her. When an old woman in the village needed help, but was too proud to ask for it, Sailimai would know just the right time to visit. When children scraped their knees, Sailimai arrived to assist, even if they were not her own children. She may have been poor and unschooled, but Sailimai possessed a wise and deep heart.
Once, her father-in-law, a carpenter...
     (Leader: Who has the hammer that the carpenter used? Please stand.)
     ...named Ali, was ordered by the emperor to make some repairs in his palace. Fearful of doing less than his best for the emperor, Ali pushed himself to work his very hardest, working both day and night. Yet, as it sometimes happens, the time came when Ali went beyond his limits. Dizzy with fatigue, hands shaking, momentarily careless, Ali tipped over the emperor’s most precious vase. The pieces shattered—all too loudly—in the great hall. Servants came running.
Soon enough the emperor heard the story of his ruined, priceless vase.
     “Bring this carpenter...
     (Leader: Who has the hammer that the carpenter used?)
...to me at once,” he demanded.
     Handcuffed and escorted by three guards, Ali, trembling, stood speechless before the emperor. The emperor drew his sword. As it hovered over Ali’s head, Ali at last spoke up; “Forgive me your worship! I did not mean to break the vase. I promise to pay for it. I promise to pay!”
     The emperor lowered his sword just a bit. “A poor, old Hui like yourself could never replace such a treasure. Do not jest with me!”
     “Have mercy on me,” Ali begged. “I will pay.”
     The emperor re-sheathed his sword with a sly smile. “Very well old Hui, I do not expect you to replace my vase. Instead, I will give you ten days to find me four things.” The emperor hesitated in thought, tugging lightly on his beard. “The first thing you must get me...
     (Leader: Who has the “Number 1” sign?)
     “...is something more black than the bottom of a pan.”
     (Leader: Who has the pan?)
     “Second: ...
     (Leader: Who has the “Number 2” sign?)
     “...You must find me something clearer than a mirror.”
     (Leader: Who has the mirror?)
     The emperor waited a moment, watching Ali’s reactions, but Ali stared blankly at the floor. The emperor continued. “The third:...
     (Leader: Who has the “Number 3” sign?)
     “...Something stronger than steel.”
     (Leader: Who has our strong metal?)
     The emperor smirked. “And lastly,...
     (Leader: Here is the fourth thing. Who has the “Number 4” sign?)
     “...find me something as vast as the sea.
     (Leader: Who has the picture of the vast sea?)
     “...If you fail at any of these, I will chop off your head.” Finished, the emperor smiled broadly, quite pleased with himself.
     Ali looked stricken. “How,” he wondered, “could I achieve these impossible tasks? Does the emperor simply wish to torture me for the last ten days of my life?” Sick with dread, he hung his head, turned away and headed home.
     For the next week he could neither eat nor sleep. His family knew that something was terribly amiss, but Ali would not discuss it. “Please father,” Sailimai said, calling her father-in-law by the customary term of respect. “What is the trouble? Perhaps we can help?” Begging and pleading, Sailimai at last coaxed Ali into talking. He cradled his head between his hands and wept as he named the emperor’s four impossible tasks.
     But Sailimai responded as if these were everyday requests. “This isn’t a problem! Father, don’t worry. I will have all these things when the emperor comes tomorrow. I shall present them to him myself.”
     Ali assumed that Sailimai was trying only to comfort him. He didn’t want her to get in trouble with the emperor too. “Don’t be foolish, Sailimai,” he warned. These four things do not exist. The emperor just wanted to make me suffer further before killing me.”
     Sailimai persisted. “Father, I really do have these things. I know you don’t believe me now. But wait until tomorrow. I will show them to both you and the emperor!”
     And so it was that the very next day, the tenth day since the broken vase, the emperor appeared—surrounded by troops—at Ali’s door. “Old Hui! Come forward and give to me the four things you owe me,” bellowed the emperor.
     Ali came outside with Sailimai by his side. They both bowed humbly, never daring to meet the emperor’s gaze. Sailimai then stepped forward. “Your majesty,” she said, “The four things you requested are ready to be presented. Please name them one by one.”
     “The first thing I must have, “said the emperor, “is that which is more black than the bottom of a pan.”
     (Leader: Who has our “Number 1” sign?)
     He touched the sheath of his sword with a glint in his eye.
     Sailimai answered, “This, your majesty, can be found in the bottomless, greedy heart.”
     The emperor hid his surprise. This girl, he reassured himself, cannot be so smart. She is a farm girl. He nodded briefly, “The next thing you must present is something more clear than a mirror. Do you have that?” he asked.
     (Leader: Who has our “Number 2” sign?)
     Sailimai answered: “Yes, knowledge offers a clarity greater than any mirror.”
     The emperor looked dumbstruck. “Well,” he stammered, “ Do you have something stronger than steel to give me?”
     (Leader: Who has our “Number 3” sign?)
     “Love,” said Sailimai, “is the strongest thing in the world.”
     Knowing he had been bested, the emperor stood speechless. Ali glanced at Sailimai, and stood a little taller. At last the emperor cleared his throat and made his last request.
     (Leader: Who has the “Number 4” sign?)
     “And what do you have, that could possibly be as vast as the sea?” he asked.
     “A virtuous heart is as vast as the sea, your majesty.” Her head lowered, Sailimai smiled and said not more.
     Flustered and humbled, the emperor sputtered, “It’s time to leave. Old Hui, you are hereby pardoned!” He turned to his troops and shouted, “March!”
     As the Emperor of China distanced himself, Sailimai held her father-in-law’s hand. Together, she and Ali bowed in relief and gratitude to Allah. Because of Sailimai’s wise heart, Ali could now live a long and happy life.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session1/wise-sailimai

3.13: Odd Velvet by Mary E. Whitcomb (700 words)
Odd Velvet by Mary E. Whitcomb, illustrated by Tara Calahan King (San Francisco: Chronicle Books, 1998). Permission pending. See 4.21.
     On the first day of school, Velvet’s classmates brought their teacher cinnamon tea, lace handkerchiefs, and heart shaped boxes of potpourri. Velvet handed her teacher an egg carton filled with seven rocks, her favorite red shoelaces. And half a sparrow’s egg. Velvet was odd.
     At lunchtime, Velvet not only carried a used brown paper bag, but inside of it were things like carrots and a butter sandwich. And she ate them. At recess, a few of the girls noticed that Velvet was not wearing a new dress even though it was the beginning of the school year. “Where did she come from?” they wondered out loud.
     All of this strangeness did not stop after the first day of school. In fact, it got worse. Velvet brought a milkweed pod for show and tell. Luckily, three of the other girls brought a talking doll, a wetting doll, and a crying doll, and saved the day.
     Velvet’s nose was freckled, she had a pack of only eight crayons, and her sweater once belonged to her older sister. Nothing was right about Odd Velvet. Although everyone was polite to her, no one was silly enough to pick Velvet for partner play or to walk home with her after school.
     No one wanted to be different the way Velvet was different.
     On the day of the school field trip, the children were laughing and calling each other by their nicknames. Someone called out... “What’s your nickname Velvet?”
     It got quiet as Velvet looked around. “I don’t have one,” she said. “But my father told me that, on the day I was born, the sun was just rising over the mountains, and outside it looked as though the world had been covered with a blanket of smooth, soft, lavender velvet.” A few of the boys let out a giggle, but mostly the bus fell quiet. For a moment everyone was thinking of how beautiful that morning must have been, the day Velvet was born.
     The following week a school drawing contest was announced. There was no question who the winner would be. Sarah Garvey had the best markers, the biggest paint set, and more colored pencils than anyone else in the class. When the day arrived to announce the winner, the children let Sarah sit right up front. No one was more surprised than she was when the teacher called out Velvet’s name.
     Velvet had drawn an apple. “It’s just a piece of fruit,” Sarah protested. Everyone stared at the picture. “It looks so real I would like to eat it,” someone said. “It seems like you could pick it up,” another child added. Sure enough, with just her eight crayons, Velvet had drawn the most beautiful apple the children had ever seen.
     Little by little, the things that Velvet said, and the things that Velvet did began to make sense. The teacher had Velvet speak for two whole days about her rock collection. She even had ashes from a real volcano.
     Still, on the day that she handed out invitations to her birthday party, the whispering began. “I bet her house is old and dark,” Sarah said. The thought of going to Velvet’s house made everyone feel a little uneasy. Velvet lived in a tiny house at the end of a long road. There was no jungle gym or tether ball. Just a swing hanging from a big, old tree.
     At the door, Velvet’s mom and dad politely asked the children in. There were no birthday magicians or wizards. Not even a clown. But they got to turn Velvet’s room into a castle. The royal subjects painted their faces and put glitter in their hair. They jumped high off the bed into a blue blanket moat.
     Velvet’s sister made each of them golden crowns with colored jewels. They took turns wearing Velvet’s royal cloak (which used to be a bed cover). They played cards and shot marbles. Velvet even showed them how to draw beautiful apples.
     On the last day of school, Velvet’s classmates brought their teacher handfuls of flowers, cards that they had made, and an impressive collection of nice-looking rocks. Velvet was different. But maybe she wasn’t so odd after all.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session6/170042.shtml

3.14: Clowning for Joy in Haiti by Sarah Foster (993 words)
     Sarah Foster is a lifelong Unitarian Universalist who wanted to make the world a better place while doing something that she loved. What she loved was performing and making others laugh, so she became a clown. As a professional clown with Clowns Without Borders, Sarah has traveled to Haiti, Swaziland and South Africa. Clowns Without Borders sends professional clowns to areas of the world with children who have experienced more conflict and injustice than any child should have to endure. “Laughter is a critical way to heal trauma,” Sarah said. “Kids need to laugh and play. And all kids deserve joy. All kids. Everywhere.”
     Friday, August 21, 2009: Sarah’s Journal
     To get to our first show of the day, we are to parade for half an hour up an enormous hill. When we climb out of the car and into the heat of the sun at the bottom of the hill, a group of kids starts to form around us. I look at them, look away, and quickly look back again with wide eyes. They smile. I do it again and they laugh. I walk with a funny walk around to the back of the car and the women across the street laugh. They watch me put together my trombone, piece by piece. Tim hangs his battered bucket drum around his neck. Suzanne has the bubble-making bear. The rest of our gear goes up ahead us of in the car. We are off!
     Today, we are going into Martissant, one of the most dangerous areas of Port-au-Prince, Haiti, rated by the UN as a “red zone” because of the lack of control their peace-keeping troops have here. As Tim noted, over 100,000 people live in houses made of cement blocks, tarps and rusty tin stacked up the hill as high as we can see.
     In town there are two water pumps — two. Two pumps for over 100,000 people. When we got into the region, we saw children playing all around the streets. In their hands were no toys, but water jugs. Each child had a water jug proportionate to his or her size and it was clear that people here rely on these children to do work and carry water for themselves and their families. A trek to the public wells is no simple task. We hardly encountered any level ground in all of Martissant—the community is nothing but steep hills dropping to sea level.
     The high levels of poverty and violence here make it feel more important than ever that we do a fantastic show today: mainly because the kids here deserve a bang-up, hands-down hilarious show. Also, because, although we do not feel in immediate danger, making people laugh keeps potential violence at bay.
     Kids pile around us as we parade up the hill. They pop out of doorways and join the crowd. Some women dance to the music as we go by. When I dance they laugh. It seems important to look people in the eye and greet them as we go by, so that they feel a personal connection beyond just seeing a ragtag troop of weird sweaty white people parading past. I alternate between playing the trombone, greeting people, dancing, singing, and catching my breath. We are climbing the hot hill in a tide of kids now. They attach themselves, holding onto my elbows and the sides and back of my skirt. I feel like I am half pulling a pile of kids up a giant hill, half being supported up the hill by them.
     “Ou bouke? (oo boo-kay)” says the girl who has attached herself to my right elbow. I just learned this creole word yesterday. One of the most common graffiti phrases on the walls of Port-au-Prince is “NOU BOUKE (new boo-kay).” It means “we are exhausted,” or “we are fed up.” When the words are spray-painted on walls it means that Haitian people are fed up with the way things are, with their ineffective government, with the lack of food and water. When this girl says “ou bouke? (oo boo-kay)” she is asking me if I am tired from the climb. “Mwen bouke! (mwe-ge (like the end of gara-ge) boo-kay)” I say, wiping the sweat from my face and pretending to lean on a little boy’s head for support. Then I take a deep breath and look around. “No, m’pa bouke (mmpah boo-kay)” (I am not tired), I say. “Nou bouke? (new boo-kay)” (are you all tired?) “No!” they say. “Nou pa bouke! (new pa boo-kay)” (we are not tired!) I say. “Nou pa bouke! (new pa boo-kay)” they reply. We keep climbing. I start a new trombone riff to the beat of Tim’s bucket drum.
     More and more kids join in as we climb our way up. “Bon jou,” I greet them. “Bon jou!” they reply to the beat of Tim’s drum. Again, in rhythm, “bon jou!” I say, and “bon jou” they reply.
     “Bon swa!” I say, which is the greeting for the afternoon and evening, and the wrong one to say for the morning.
     “Bon swa!”
     “No, bon jou!” I shout.
     “Bon swa!” they say.
     “Bon swa?”
     “Bon jou!”
     “Cuckoo!”
     “Cuckoo!”
     “Whoohoo!”
     “Whoohoo!”
     We continue this absurd call and response chant for a while, then more music and more dancing, all the while climbing. One of brightest rays of hope that I see in this country where so much is wrong is the way that people are so ready to laugh and to play. So, so often the joy is there, right under the surface. The smallest hint of a game becomes a massive game. Three clowns and a bucket and bubbles and a trombone becomes a parade. Women dance in the street.
     Maybe a lot of people in Haiti are bouke a lot of the time. But right now we are on our way up a hill to a show, and despite all odds we are not bouke at all.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop10/173071.shtml

3.15: It’s Up to Us by Lorrie Beth Slonsky and Larry Bradshaw (658 words)
Adapted from “The Real Heroes and Sheroes of New Orleans” by Lorrie Beth Slonsky and Larry Bradshaw. Original story appeared in the Socialist Worker.
     The sixth strongest Atlantic hurricane ever recorded; Katrina devastated the Gulf Coast region in August, 2005. In the city of New Orleans alone, the failure of the levee system caused 80 percent of the city to flood. Families were trapped in attics and on roofs in sweltering heat for over one week in some places. The injustices of poverty, racism and political corruption were well documented in the region before Katrina hit. There were also concerns about environmental injustice given that the coastal wetlands and bayous which provided a buffer against surges brought on by hurricanes had been carved up to create shipping canals for the many industries in the region, especially the oil refineries. These canals destroyed the natural protection the people in the region once had. While the news focused on the people stranded on rooftops and the slow response of government agencies, there was another story to the disaster that most cameras did not show: the story of people coming together and working together. Lorrie Beth Slonsky and Larry Bradshaw were two medical workers trapped in New Orleans following Hurricane Katrina. This is what they witnessed:
     “What you did not see on television were the real heroes and sheroes of the hurricane relief effort: the working class of New Orleans. The maintenance workers who used a forklift to carry the sick and disabled. The engineers who rigged, nurtured and kept the generators running. The electricians who improvised thick extension cords stretching over blocks to share the little electricity we had in order to free cars stuck on rooftop parking lots. Nurses who took over for mechanical ventilators and spent many hours on end manually forcing air into the lungs of unconscious patients to keep them alive. Doormen who rescued folks stuck in elevators. Refinery workers who broke into boat yards, ‘stealing’ boats to rescue their neighbors clinging to their roofs in flood waters. Mechanics who helped hotwire any car that could be found to ferry people out of the city. And the food service workers who scoured the commercial kitchens, improvising communal meals for hundreds of those stranded.”
     Lorrie Beth and Larry helped organize a group of several hundred stranded survivors. Their first camp was broken up by police at gunpoint. Then they were told that busses were waiting in the neighboring town of Gretna to transport survivors to safety. When they tried to cross the bridge to Gretna, the Gretna police blocked their way at gunpoint and forced them to walk in the sweltering heat back into the ruins of New Orleans. So they found an area beneath an overpass and began building yet another camp.
     “Our little encampment began to blossom. Someone ‘stole’ a water delivery truck and brought it up to us. An Army truck lost a couple of pallets of C-rations on a tight turn and we ferried the food back to our camp in shopping carts.
     Now—secure with these two necessities, food and water—cooperation, community and imagination flowered. We organized a clean-up and hung garbage bags from the rebar poles. We made beds from wood pallets and cardboard. We designated a storm drain as the bathroom, and the kids built an elaborate enclosure for privacy out of plastic, broken umbrellas and other scraps. We even organized a food-recycling system where individuals could swap parts of C-rations (applesauce for babies and candies for kids).
     This was something we saw repeatedly in the aftermath of Katrina. When individuals had to fight to find food or water, it meant looking out for yourself. You had to do whatever it took to find water for your kids or food for your parents. But when these basic needs were met, people began to look out for each other, working together and constructing a community.”
     The devastation and injustice of Hurricane Katrina showed us many things. Including what we are capable of when we rely on our strengths and look out for one another.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop12/its-up-to-us

     Words & Deeds of Prophetic Women and Men
3.16: Olympia Brown—A Voice and a Vote by Janeen Grohsmeyer (700 words)
Reprinted from A Lamp in Every Corner: Our Unitarian Universalist Storybook (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2004).
     When Olympia Brown was little, girls weren’t supposed to whistle. Girls weren’t supposed to climb trees or run fast or catch frogs. But Olympia did; she did all those things, all those things and more. “You can do whatever a boy can do,” her mother and her father told her, and Olympia knew it was true. She climbed trees and ran fast and caught frogs, and when she was in school, she answered the teacher’s questions loud and clear.
     Little girls ought to be quiet,” Said one lady in town. “Little girls ought not to make themselves heard.” But Olympia did. She had a voice, and she was going to use it, every day.
     When Olympia Brown was a teenager, young women weren’t supposed to go to college. Young women weren’t supposed to leave home to go off and learn complicated things. But Olympia did; she did all those things and more. Olympia left home and went to Antioch College. She went to class and studied and learned all kinds of complicated things.
     “Young women ought not to be in college, “said one professor at that school. “But since they are here, they must read their reports. Young women ought not to give speeches from memory, like the men.” But Olympia did. When it was her turn to present her report, she rolled up the papers in her hand and said each and every word, loud and clear. Olympia Brown had a voice, and she was going to use it, every day.
     When Olympia Brown was in college, women weren’t supposed to wear pants. Women weren’t supposed to wear anything except very long dresses that came all the way down to their toes. But Olympia did. She wore dresses that came down only past her knees, and under them, she dared to wear pants! “Bloomers” the pants were called, after Amelia Bloomer, the woman who had created them a few years before.
     “Women ought not to show their ankles in public!” exclaimed some of the men. “And women certainly ought not to wear pants!” But Olympia did. She wore her bloomers every day, no matter how much the men sneered.
     When Olympia was finished with college, women weren’t supposed to be ministers. Women never stood up in front of a congregation and talked about God. But Olympia did; she did all those things and more. Olympia graduated from the Theological School at St. Lawrence University in 1863, and she was ordained as a Universalist minister in June of that year, the second woman ever to be officially ordained by that church. She became the Reverend Olympia Brown.
     “Women ought not to speak in public,” said a minister at that time. “Women ought not to take the pulpit or discuss the nature of God.” But the Reverend Olympia Brown did. During the next thirty-five years, she was a minister in five different congregations, and she visited other congregations, too. She took the pulpit in every single one, and she spoke on the nature of God and love, and she did an excellent job. Olympia Brown had a voice, and she used it, every day.
     When Olympia Brown was born, women weren’t allowed to vote. Women weren’t allowed to have any say in who was elected president or senator or mayor of the town. But Olympia had something to say about that. Olympia had a lot to say about that.
     She traveled all over the state of Kansas in a horse and buggy, giving speeches to convince people that women deserved the right to vote. She wrote hundreds of letters. She spoke to the representatives and senators in Congress. She marched in parades. Olympia and her friends worked hard to get women the right to vote. Olympia Brown had a voice, and she used it every day... every day for over fifty years.
     And finally, when Olympia Brown was old, women were allowed to vote. In November of 1920, when Olympia was eighty-five years old, she voted for the very first time.
     Olympia had always had a voice, and she’d used it to make sure that she--and all the other women in the United States --had a vote as well.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session15/story-3

3.17: Belonging: Fannie Barrier Williams by Janeen Grohsmeyer (875 words)
     Our hearts should be too warm and too large for hatred.
     More than one hundred fifty years ago, back when trains were new and airplanes and cars hadn’t been invented, back when women always wore long skirts and everyone wore hats, a girl named Fannie Barrier lived in a town in New York State.
     Fannie lived with her older brother, George, and her older sister, Ella, and their parents. During the week, Fannie and George and Ella would get up and get dressed and eat breakfast, and then go to school. In the afternoon, they would play in the woods or maybe go sledding in the snow with their friends, then do their chores, eat dinner, do their homework, and go to bed.
     On Sundays, the whole Barrier family would go to church. Fannie’s father was a deacon, a leader at the church. Her mother taught Bible school. When Fannie was old enough, she played the piano while people sang hymns. She sang, too, and painted pictures. Maybe some of you like to do those things, too.
     Maybe Fannie’s life sounds a lot like your life, even if she did wear long skirts instead of pants and use kerosene lamps instead of electric lights and cook food on a wood stove instead of in a microwave oven. Going to school and to church, doing homework and chores, making music and playing with friends – these are all things we still do today.
     But Fannie’s life was different. Very different. Because back then, one hundred fifty years ago in the United States of America, most people didn’t believe that everyone was equal. Most people believed that some groups of people were better than other groups. They believed that men were better than women. They believed that Protestants were better than Catholics or Jews. And they believed that people with light skin were better than people with dark skin.
     Fannie Barrier had dark skin.
     When she was a teenager, she went to the city of Boston to study music. Some of the other students said, “We don’t want her here. She’s dark, so she doesn’t belong. If she stays, we’ll all go.” The school asked Fannie to leave.
     So, Fannie went to Washington DC to study painting. She had to hide behind a screen so no one could see her. “If the other students know you’re here,” the teacher told Fannie, “they’ll want you to leave.”
     Over and over again, all through her life, Fannie was told she wasn’t wanted and couldn’t belong, just because she had dark skin.
     When she was forty years old and living in the city of Chicago, some women invited her to join a women’s club. But some other women in the club said, “We don’t want her here. She’s dark, so she can’t belong. If she stays, we’ll all go.” The people in the club argued about it for more than a year. Finally, they voted to let Fannie in. But when she joined, those other women left.
     Now, Fannie didn’t like that. It hurts when people won’t let you belong. It hurts when people don’t want you around. Some days Fannie felt angry about it. Some days she felt sad.
     But most days, Fannie had no time to feel angry or sad, because she was busy making groups of her own. Fannie knew how much it hurt to be left out. And she knew it would be a lot easier, and more fun, to get things done together with others, than by yourself. She and her husband, the lawyer S. Laing Williams, joined the All Souls Unitarian Church in Chicago. They helped start a hospital, where everyone was welcome, no matter the color of their skin. They created a group to study art and music.
     Fannie Barrier Williams helped start a home for girls in Chicago, and she started a center where people could live together, no matter the color of their skin. She was part of the group that started the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People (the NAACP), along with Frederick Douglass, Ida Wells Barnett, Frances Watkins Harper, and W.E.B. DuBois.
     Fannie also worked with suffragists like Susan B. Anthony, helping women get the chance to vote. Because back then, remember, people thought that men were better than women. Women couldn’t own property or have a bank account or vote in elections.
     In 1920, when Fannie was sixty-five years old, women were finally allowed to vote. And about fifty years after that, people starting letting everyone vote and everyone belong to groups, no matter the color of their skin.
     Fannie Barrier Williams didn’t live to see that. She didn’t live long enough to see the United States of America become a place where most of the people believe that everyone is equal.
     But she helped make it happen. When some groups kept people out, Fannie Barrier Williams started groups that let everyone in. When the laws of our country said she and thousands of others couldn’t belong because of the color of their skin or the church they went to or because they were girls instead of boys, Fannie Barrier Williams worked to change the laws so that everyone could belong – and would belong—no matter what.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session4/132836.shtml

3.18: The Clearwater by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,443 words)
     In the month of July in 1969, a gigantic rocket was launched into space. It sailed through the darkness away from the Earth, and it carried three people to the moon, a quarter of a million miles away. Two people got out of the spaceship and walked on the moon.
     It was amazing. Through the ages, people have looked up at the moon and wondered what it would be like to go there. And finally, we had. People had walked on the moon. It wasn’t easy. We had to come up with new ideas, figure out new ways of doing, invent new techniques and build new machines. Thousands of people had to work together to make the trip to the moon happen. And we did. We made it happen.
     There was another group of people working together to build a ship, and that was another amazing thing that happened in the month of July in 1969. It wasn’t as famous, so perhaps you haven’t heard of it.
     After all, this ship wasn’t a space ship, full of new inventions. It was a sailing ship, built like the sailing ships of old, the kind called a sloop. It had wooden beams, strong ropes, and a towering mast more than 100 feet high.
     It didn’t go to the moon, a quarter of a million miles away. It sailed the Hudson River, 142 miles from the state capital at Albany down to the great port of New York City, and then back again.
     It didn’t have thundering rockets or powerful thrusters; it had great white sails—like the wings of gull—that caught the breeze and carried it forward on a whisper of the wind.
     The name of this ship was the Clearwater, and she still sails the Hudson River today.
     Thousands of people worked together to help build the Clearwater, but she started from the idea of just one man. His name was Pete, and he and his family had lived next to the Hudson River for years and years. When they first moved there, after World War II, trees grew all along the banks. Otters slid down the muddy slopes into the water. Fish swam in the river. Birds nested in those trees. The Hudson was a living river.
     But as the years went by, people cut down some of the trees and put up oil tanks. They dumped old cars and made a junk heap right across the river from Pete’s house. People built factories up and down the river and dumped chemicals into it. People built homes near the river and dumped their dirty water and their garbage in it. Every year, people kept cutting down more trees and dumping in more filth.
     After a while, the water got so dirty that the fish couldn’t live there anymore. With the fish gone, the otters didn’t have anything to eat. With the trees gone, the birds didn’t have any place to nest. The Hudson River wasn’t a living place anymore. It was barely even alive.
     Pete knew this was wrong. He knew the fish and the otters and the birds needed a place to live. He knew the trees shouldn’t all be cut down. He knew the river should live. He knew the water should run clear again.
     So, he decided to make that happen. He decided to build a ship, like the great sailing ships that had traveled the river 100 years ago, back when it was clean and clear. The ship would show people what had been, and what could be again.
     That ship would be the Clearwater.
     Pete knew he couldn’t build a ship all by himself. It takes a lot of work to build a ship, and it takes more than a dozen people just to sail it. He would need help.
     He knew he couldn’t clean up the river all by himself, either. The Hudson is a long river; a lot of people live near it. All of them would have to help.
     So, Pete went to get help. He asked people. He wrote letters to people. He talked to people. But mostly what Pete did was sing to people.
     You see, his full name was Pete Seeger, and he’d been a singer and a songwriter all his life. He sang at concerts, at campouts, at meetings, and at temples and chapels and churches—including at least one Unitarian Universalist one. His mother had been a Unitarian, and Pete joined a Unitarian Universalist congregation in New York City and sang there.
     He sang in many places, and his songs were for everyone. Maybe you know some of them?
     He wrote: If I had a hammer, I’d hammer in the morning...
     And he wrote: Where have all the flowers gone, long time passing...
     And a lot more. Maybe you’ve even sung a few of his songs.
     Pete knew that music could bring people together. He knew that the words in the songs could help people see a better world. So, Pete wrote songs about the river, about the water and the trees, and about what we would have to do to make the water clear again. He traveled all over, singing these songs.
     People came from all over to hear him sing, and in his music, they saw a better world. So, they gave money to help build the ship Clearwater; $60,000 was collected from those concerts. Plus, thousands of people sent in membership money for the Hudson River Sloop Restoration group. In July of 1969 (four years after Pete got the idea, and the same month that people walked on the moon), the ship Clearwater was launched into the Hudson River. She slipped into the water, and her sails caught the breeze, flying like a gull on a whisper of wind.
     Less than a year later, in April of 1970, the Clearwater sailed down the Hudson River and out into the Atlantic Ocean, down past New Jersey and Delaware and Virginia, and into the Chesapeake Bay and up the Potomac River, right to the capital of the United States: Washington, DC. Clearwater went to Washington for the very first Earth Day, 40 years ago, to help teach people about how to help keep our land clean and our water clear.
     Because Clearwater is more than a special ship. She’s a special school. More than10,000 people go on board every year—all kinds of people—old people, young people, big kids, little kids—and they learn about fish and crabs and water and bubbles and grass and all the things a living river needs. Some of the teenagers get to help sail the Clearwater to different places. They hoist the sails and tie the ropes and scrub the decks, just like real sailors do. They even spend the night on the ship.
     And they often sing songs, just like sailors do, just like Pete Seeger. People are still singing his songs, and the Clearwater is still sailing, up and down the Hudson River, 142 miles from the state capital at Albany down to the great port of New York City, and then back again.
     She’s done a good job. People have done a good job. The Hudson River’s cleaner now than it was, all those years ago when Pete first got the idea to build Clearwater. The sky is cleaner, and the land is cleaner, too. Other rivers are cleaner too. But they’re not as clean as they used to be, hundreds of years ago. They’re not as clean as they could be. They’re not as clean as they ought to be.
     That’s our job—to make that happen—to make the land clean and the air fresh and the water clear. It may not be easy. We’ll have to come up with new ideas, figure out new ways of doing things, invent new techniques, and build new machines. And we’ll probably write some new songs. Millions of people will have to work together to make it happen.
     And we can do it. After all, we’ve worked together before to make things happen. We went to the moon! And that was an amazing thing, no doubt about it.
     But you know... no one stayed on the moon. They all came home. No one lives on the moon. It has only dry dust and dead rocks. The moon has no air. The moon has no water. The moon has no earth.
     We need Earth.
     We need Earth to be a living place—our living place—with clean land and fresh air and clear water. Because fish and otters and birds aren’t the only ones who live here. We do, too.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop8/149703.shtml

3.19: The Wandering Teacher (252 words)
     Once upon a time there was a Teacher who was known far and wide as one who had mastered all the great disciplines of a spiritual seeker. She wandered the country, and whenever people heard she was near, they traveled to seek her wisdom and her guidance.
    “Great Teacher,” one would say, “I wish to get closer to God.” “By what path do you travel now?” she would ask. “I study the scriptures, diligently applying myself day and night to unlocking their mysteries,” might come the reply. “Then you should put down your books and walk in the woods—thinking nothing, but listening deeply.”
     Another would say, “I do good to every person I meet, doing all that I can to serve their needs.” “Then for a time,” the Teacher would reply, “consider yourself well met and strive to serve your own needs as you have so well served others.”
One day the Teacher noticed someone in the back of the crowd, someone not pushing his way to her as most of the others did. She went to him. “What is it I can do for you?” she asked.
     “I do not know,” he relied. “I feel in need of something, but I do not believe in God and have nothing you could call a ‘practice.’” “When do you feel most alive?” the Teacher asked. “When I am playing with my children,” the man said without hesitation. “Then play with your children,” said the Teacher. “And you will find what you seek.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/practice/workshop1/59181.shtml

3.20: Finding Your Way: Rev. Ethelred Brown by Janeen Grohsmeyer (913 words)
     One morning, more than a hundred years ago on the island of Jamaica, a boy named Ethelred Brown went to church. Usually at this church, the people sang their creed, their list of what they believed. But that morning was Easter Sunday, a special Sunday, and so instead of singing the creed, the pastor said one line of it, and the people would repeat it.
This is some of what Ethelred heard:
· We believe the Father is God, the Son is God, and the Holy Spirit is God. And yet they are not three gods, but one God.
· So likewise the Father is Lord, the Son Lord, and the Holy Spirit Lord. And yet not three lords, but one Lord.
· The Unity in Trinity and the Trinity in Unity is to be worshipped.
     And Ethelred thought, “What?” He liked math, and he knew how to add. He knew that three wasn’t the same as one. How could you have a unity in trinity or a trinity in unity? How can three things be one thing? How can one thing be three? It didn’t make sense to him.
     So right there, sitting in church, while everyone else was still saying they believed in a unity in trinity and a trinity in unity, Ethelred decided that he didn’t believe that. He couldn’t agree with what everyone else in the church was saying. He would have to find his own way.
     That afternoon, he went to his uncle’s house. On the table was a booklet with the words, “The Lord our God is one God.” And Ethelred thought, “Yes, that makes sense.” He borrowed the booklet from his uncle and took it home to read. That booklet was by the Reverend William Ellery Channing, who was a Unitarian minister in the United States. After reading it and some other books, Ethelred decided he was a Unitarian, too. But there were no Unitarian churches in Jamaica, and so Ethelred knew he would have to find his own way.
     So that’s what he did, for years and years. He still liked numbers, and when he was a grown-up, he became an accountant, helping other people keep a good track of their money. He got married, and he and his wife had four children. Then, when Ethelred was thirty-two years old, he decided to become a Unitarian minister and start a Unitarian church in Jamaica. He didn’t even know any other Unitarians, but Ethelred Brown didn’t let that stop him. He found his own way. He wrote a letter to “Any Unitarian Minister in New York City,” and he put it in the mail.
     Eventually, he got a letter back, telling him he had to go a school in the United States to become a Unitarian minister. Now, Ethelred didn’t have much money, and he’d never left Jamaica. But he didn’t let that stop him. He found a way. He asked people to give him money; he said good-bye to his wife and children, then got on a boat to go the United States.
     When he finally got to the United States, they didn’t let him stay because he didn’t have the right papers. Ethelred didn’t let that stop him, either. He found a way. He went back to Jamaica, fixed his papers, and saved more money. Finally, three years after he had decided to go, he arrived at the school. He spent two years there, learning to be a Unitarian minister, and he was ordained in 1912. He was the first Jamaican to go to that school. He was also the very first black person to become a Unitarian minister.
     One hundred years ago, that made a difference. Back then, people of different colors didn’t mix. The teachers at the minister school told Ethelred that he couldn’t be at a church with white people; they would want a white minister. Because he was black, he had to be a minister at a church with black people. Except there weren’t any Unitarian churches with black people. So, the Unitarian teachers didn’t think he could be a minister after all.
     That didn’t stop Ethelred. He found a way. He went back to his wife and children in Jamaica, and he started a Unitarian church there. It wasn’t easy, because the church didn’t have many people or much money, and he didn’t get much help from other Unitarians, but Ethelred had made his dream of being a Unitarian minister come true.
     After eight years, he decided to start another church, this time in the United States. He and his family moved to New York City, and he started the Harlem Community Church in 1920. It wasn’t easy there, either. They still didn’t have much money, and they still didn’t get much help. His wife became sick, and one of his children died. Besides being a minister, Ethelred had to work long hours at an extra job he didn’t like.
     But somehow, Ethelred found a way. For the next thirty-five years, Ethelred was the minister at the Harlem Community Church. Over the years, hundreds of people found their way there to pray and learn, worship and sing. Just like we do at our congregation.
     In fact, one of the songs we sing has a tune named after the Reverend Ethelred Brown. It’s in our Singing the Living Tradition hymnbook, and it’s called “I’m on My Way.”
     Ethelred Brown always found a way to do what he believed in, and so should we.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session8/finding-your-way

3.21: Peace Begins with Me (528 words)
Adapted from an interview with Raziq Brown. Used by permission.
At the age of 19, Raziq Brown was the recipient of the 2008 Mary-Ella Holst Young Activist Award given annually by the Unitarian Universalist Association. His activism has taken him around the world, but the initial sparks began within.
     I started attending anti-racism and anti-oppression workshops when I was 14-years old. That’s when I met ministers who said they were involved in ‘social justice.’ I had heard the term ‘social justice’ before, but I really didn’t know what it meant.
     Then I went to Sierra Leone in Africa which is where my mom is from. Freetown, Sierra Leone was eerily like a serf system. You had people who had money and the only way people without money could get money was to work for the people who had the money. As servants or whatever.
     I visited at Christmas. And this opened my eyes to how socialized and corporatized Christmas is in the United States. Don’t get me wrong. I love Christmas. But, at the time, Sierra Leone was the poorest nation in the world. And I had seen poverty before, but I had never seen poverty like that before. There was no sanitation, the electricity went in and out, and there were literally kids starving in the streets. Christmas, in that setting, was completely different.
     I had these feelings of knowing that I wanted to do something. But what could I do? I was only 15 at the time. I could have given away all of my money to people in the streets, but then there would have been more people asking for more money the next day. I believed that the world was really great, but I was seeing that the world wasn’t the same for everybody—like it should be—which got me thinking.
     Then one day at a house down the road from where my aunt lived, I saw that a little boy was really cut up after falling out of a tree. He was probably 3-years old, and I asked his older brother who was probably about 18-years old to take him to the hospital. It turned out that the family didn’t have the money.
     Well, I saw the little boy a few times over the next couple of days, and he wasn’t looking good at all. And then I walked past their house, and I saw this little boy lying in a pool of his own vomit, with flies flying all around him and he was green. He had gangrene! And it just hit me: “Oh! This is how little kids die! This is what a high child mortality rate looks like! This is something that actually happens in the world!” And I went straight to my aunt who I knew had the money and asked her to help this family by giving them money for the hospital. She did, and three days later this little boy is running around like nothing’s happened.
     And that’s how I started to figure out what ‘social justice’ means, and that it begins with me. With all of us. To me ‘peace’ isn’t about feeling good all the time. It’s about making tough, tough, tough decisions. I look at the 7 Principles as a litmus test. They don’t tell you what to do. No higher power figures it out for you. You can’t take the easy way out. You’ve got to figure it out for yourself.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop3/171770.shtml

3.22: For the Love of Stars by Gail Forsyth-Vail (563 words)
Adapted from Stories in Faith by Gail Forsyth-Vail, a Tapestry of Faith Toolkit book (Boston: UUA, 2007). Used with permission.
     Once there was a little girl named Cecilia who fell in love with the universe. She felt her heart leap with joy every time she learned something new about the world around her. She wanted to grow up to become an astronomer who studied the stars. Throughout her whole life, she studied and observed the stars, asking, “What are stars made of? How are they born? Do they die? And how do we know?” Throughout her whole life, her heart sang with each discover, each bit of new understanding about the wonders of the far-off sky.
     When Cecilia was a small child in England, she saw a meteorite blaze across the sky. Her mother taught her a small rhyme so she could remember what it was: “As we were walking home that night/We saw a shining meteorite.”
     She later told a friend that from that moment, she knew she would grow up to be an astronomer. She learned the names of all the constellations in the sky, picking out the Big Dipper, Orion’s Belt, and others. She was naturally very observant and precise, able to remember small details. By age twelve, she had learned to measure things and to do math problems easily. At her school, they had an interesting way of increasing the students’ powers of observation. Once a week, students were required to find with their eyes (not touching) three little brass tacks scattered somewhere in the school garden. For Cecilia, always an observer, this exercise strengthened her resolve to be a scientist.
     In 1912, when Cecilia was a teenager, there was very little education available for a young woman who wanted to be a scientist. She spent hours in a makeshift laboratory, which she called her chapel, where she conducted “a little worship service of her own,” in awe before the magnificence of the natural world. Persistent, she found people who would teach her science at school, and she pored over her family’s home library until she found two lonely science books to study: one about plants and the other containing Sir Isaac Newton’s observations about gravity.
     In 1919, Cecilia entered college to study botany, or plants. This was one of the fields of science permitted for women. She went through her courses, but also attended lectures in physics, where she found “pure delight.” Each new bit of knowledge about physics and astronomy transformed her. Leaving botany behind, she persuaded the college to allow her to take a degree in physics: astronomy is a branch of physics.
     After finishing her degree, Cecilia Payne left for the United States, where she would study as an astronomer at Harvard University. As an astronomer, she figured out that stars are primarily made of hydrogen. In today’s world of satellites and computers, we know this to be true, but it was an extraordinary statement at that time. How can you possibly know what a makes a star from so far away? Because of this discovery, Cecilia was the first person, male or female, awarded a Ph.D. in astronomy.
     Cecilia choice to be an astronomer was not popular, or appreciated, because she was a woman. People kept her from advancing in her carrier or just flat out didn’t believe her. Nevertheless, she was right. And through it all, she held on to her love for the scientific quest, and her love for the stars.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session9/168798.shtml

3.23: Righteous Among the Nations by Michelle Bates Deakin (560 words)
Adapted from “Unitarian Couple Honored for World War II Bravery,” a story by Michelle Bates Deakin, first published December 12, 2005, by UU World.
     What Rosemary Feigl remembers most clearly about the woman who rescued her from the Nazis is her hat. Martha Sharp wore a fancy one with a long pheasant feather. To Feigl, a 13-year-old girl with nothing but a suitcase to her name, Sharp was her elegant American savior.
     Feigl, who had fled her home in Vienna with her parents in the aftermath of the devastating destruction of Kristallnacht, had a hat of her own, too. It was a beige beret. Twenty-six other children wore hats just like it as Martha Sharp lead them across war-torn Europe to Portugal, where they boarded a ship sailing to the United States in December 1940.
     “Mrs. Sharp risked her safety and her life, when she didn’t even know us,” said Feigl. “She certainly wasn’t Jewish. There was no reason for her to do it other than her strength of character.”
     Sixty-five years later, Martha Sharp and her husband, the Rev. Waitstill Sharp, were honored by Israel as “Righteous Among the Nations” for their strength of character and heroism in their six-year mission to rescue Jews and other refugees from Nazi persecution. Only one other American has been so honored.
     For six years, the Sharps stayed a step ahead of the Gestapo in Czechoslovakia, France, Switzerland, Italy, and Spain as they assisted Jews, journalists, political leaders, and children in finding safety in England and the United States.
The Sharps’ legacy continues in the human rights organization they helped to found: The Unitarian Universalist Service Committee. The UUSC helped as many as 3,000 people escape Europe. They focused on freeing political refugees who had spoken out against Nazism in Germany or Fascism in Spain.
     In 1941, the Service Committee introduced the symbol of the flaming chalice, which it used as a seal in authenticating travel documents and as its logo. The flaming chalice was later embraced by Unitarian Universalists as the symbol of their religion. The UUSC continues today as an independent human rights organization and an associate member of the UUA.
     Rosemary Feigl was a Jewish child with her parents, seeking refuge in Italy, then Vichy France. Feigl recalls her father coming across a network of Unitarians who were providing affidavits for asylum. And he heard about Martha Sharp, who was arranging to transport children to safety.
     Feigl said goodbye to her parents in Marseilles. “I was so frightened of being alone. I had no money. I was going to a strange country and didn’t speak a word of English,” she recalled in a telephone interview.
     One year and three months after Feigl arrived in the United States, her parents followed.
     After the war, the Sharps’ lives became less dangerous but continued to focus on international relief efforts. Martha continued to work for the USC and in 1943 helped found Children to Palestine, an interfaith effort to bring European Jewish refugee children to new homes in what was then Palestine. Waitstill accepted a position in Cairo with the United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Agency.
     In 2005, Charlie Clements, then UUSC president, said “Over the past 65 years, the legacy of the Sharps and their work during the Holocaust has informed our work and inspired us to challenge modern forms of oppression. The honor bestowed on the Sharps reinforces our commitment to challenge the inhumanity of this era.”
     Waitstill died in 1984. Martha died in 1999.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop2/173602.shtml

3.24: Harriot Kezia Hunt: Making A Difference (428 words)
Adapted from multiple sources including a 2005 article, “Mrs. Mott, ‘The Celebrated Female Physician,’” in Historic New England online magazine.
     Harriot Kezia Hunt, 1805-1875, was barred from medical study at Harvard College because male students objected to her presence. She learned medicine from Elizabeth Mott, who practiced homeopathic medicine in Boston. She applied unsuccessfully to Harvard Medical School — the first woman to try — yet became the first woman in the U.S. to practice medicine professionally. She was a Universalist.
     Harriot’s younger sister, Sarah, was very sick. Harriot was beginning to feel desperate because nothing the doctors did was helping. In fact, the treatments seemed to make Sarah worse instead of better.
     You see, this was more than a hundred years ago — before any of your great-grandparents were even born. No one knew about germs the way we do today, or why people got sick. Most doctors believed you had to force sickness out of a person. They would give sick people medicines made with turpentine and mercury. When the medicines made people vomit or drool, the doctors thought the medicines were working and making the sickness come out. Actually, these were signs the medicines were poison.
     Sometimes doctors would cut a patient on purpose. They thought if blood came out of a sick person, it would bring the sickness out with it. Doctors thought this helped patients, but actually it made their bodies weaker and less able to fight their illness.
     For one year, Harriot’s sister Sarah had suffered through these sorts of treatments. It was time to try something new. Sarah went to see a new kind of doctor: Dr. Mott. She didn’t care that everybody thought he was a quack, a fake doctor. He treated Sarah in an entirely new way. He explained that she should get plenty of rest, eat healthy food, and exercise every day. Finally, Sarah began to improve and after some time was cured.
     Harriot was very relieved that her sister was better. But she saw other people suffering from the same sorts of treatments that Sarah had experienced. She knew someone had to do something to change things. She decided to take action and become a doctor. She tried to go to medical school, but the students were all men. They protested that they would not study with a woman. So, instead, Harriot studied medicine with Dr. Mott’s wife, Elizabeth. Her sister Sarah learned with the Motts, too. Soon, Harriot was treating patients. She taught women how to stay healthy by the same ways that had helped Sarah get better: proper exercise, eating healthy food, and getting enough sleep. Harriot became the first woman to practice medicine in the United States.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session1/making-a-difference

4.0: Children’s Books about Mission/Purpose/Persistence & Vision/Imagination/Dreams
     Mission, Purpose & Persistence
4.1: The Bee-Man of Orn by Frank R. Stockton, author and Maurice Sendak, illustrator (2004)
[image: ]“In the ancient country of Orn lived an old man called the Bee-man, because he spent his life in the company of bees. All seemed well and fine in the life of the Bee-man until an unexpected visit from a Junior Sorcerer sends him on a mission to examine himself. You see, the Junior Sorcerer told the Bee-man that he has been transformed into something else. ‘If you will find out what you have been transformed from, I will see that you are made all right again,’ the young Sorcerer tells him. Could it have been a giant, or a powerful prince, or some gorgeous being whom the magicians or the fairies wish to punish? The Bee-man sets out to discover just what his original form might be.”
Teaching Resource: https://www.teachingchildrenphilosophy.org/BookModule/TheBeeManOfOrn
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xb9-7UjSJ5s (23:48)

4.2: Henry Builds a Cabin by D.B. Johnson (2002)
[image: Image result for henry builds a cabin by d.b. johnson]“How big does a home really need to be? When Henry decides to build a cabin for himself in the woods, he gets some help and a lot of advice from his friends. But Henry, being Henry, has his own ideas, and he sets about building his house as a bird builds its nest. As he adds everything, he thinks his cabin needs, Henry’s new home ends up being a lot bigger than it looks!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OarXRSr9rT8 (3:23)

4.3: The Shaman’s Apprentice by Lynne Cherry & Mark J. Plotkin, authors and Lynne Cherry, illustrator (1998)
[image: ]“For thousands of years, in the jungles of the Amazon, shamans have passed their wisdom of the medicinal values of rain forest plants from one generation to the next. The Shaman’s Apprentice tells the story of a Tirio Indian boy who dreams of one day being the tribal shaman, and how he and his people learn the importance of their own knowledge about the healing properties of the rain forest.” The story includes an encounter with missionaries.
Teaching Resource: https://www.teachingchildrenphilosophy.org/BookModule/TheShamansApprentice
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Nvr4tY5KkSM (9:38)

4.4: The Water Princess by Susan Verde & Georgie Badiel, authors & Peter H. Reynolds, illustrator (2016)
[image: Image result for The Water Princess by Georgie Badiel and Susan Verde]“     With its wide sky and warm earth, Princess Gie Gie’s kingdom is a beautiful land. But clean drinking water is scarce in her small African village. And try as she might, Gie Gie cannot bring the water closer; she cannot make it run clearer. Every morning, she rises before the sun to make the long journey to the well. Instead of a crown, she wears a heavy pot on her head to collect the water. After the voyage home, after boiling the water to drink and clean with, Gie Gie thinks of the trip that tomorrow will bring. And she dreams. She dreams of a day when her village will have cool, crystal-clear water of its own.”
Video Link https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xufbn6Ouu5U (4:11)
     This story is about supermodel Georgie Badiel’s childhood. Her mission is to bring clean water to villages in her birth country of Burkina Faso. 
Georgie speaking about her life & foundation: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i0B7ss_fIZc (3:08)
Georgie Badiel Foundation website: https://georgiebadielfoundation.org/
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4JIHtPoMJr4 (1:07)
Article: https://www.essence.com/africa/model-georgie-badiel-princess-giegie-childrens-book-series/

4.5: Miss Rumphius by Barbara Cooney (1985)
[image: Image result for Miss Rumphius by Barbara Cooney]“Alice made a promise to make the world a more beautiful place, then a seed of an idea is planted and blossoms into a beautiful plan. Barbara Cooney’s story of Alice Rumphius, who longed to travel the world, live in a house by the sea, and do something to make the world more beautiful…. The countless lupines that bloom along the coast of Maine are the legacy of the real Miss Rumphius, the Lupine Lady, who scattered lupine seeds everywhere she went.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7G7TEb8r6oA (9:30)

4.6: Snowflake Bentley by Jacqueline Briggs Martin, author & Mary Azarian, illustrator (1998)
[image: Image result for Snowflake Bentley by Jacqueline Briggs Martin]     “Of all the forms of water the tiny six-pointed crystals of ice called snow are incomparably the most beautiful and varied.” -- Wilson Bentley (1865-1931)
     “From the time he was a small boy in Vermont, Wilson Bentley saw snowflakes as small miracles. And he determined that one day his camera would capture for others the wonder of the tiny crystal. Bentley’s enthusiasm for photographing snowflakes was often misunderstood in his time, but his patience and determination revealed two important truths: no two snowflakes are alike; and each one is startlingly beautiful. His story is gracefully told and brought to life in lovely woodcuts, giving children insight into a soul who had not only a scientist’s vision and perseverance but a clear passion for the wonders of nature.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LrpnopbrWaI (5:32)
The Snowflake Man (a short film about Snowflake Bentley)
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ptLmA263hlk (8:32)

4.7: She Persisted: 13 American Women Who Changed History by Chelsea Clinton, author & Alexandra Boiger, illustrator (2017)
[image: Image result for She Persisted: 13 American Women by Chelsea Clinton]“Chelsea Clinton introduces tiny feminists, mini activists and little kids who are ready to take on the world to thirteen inspirational women who never took no for an answer, and who always, inevitably and without fail, persisted.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DFJkBSbJe18 (10:04)



4.8: She Persisted Around the World: 13 Women Who Changed History by Chelsea Clinton, author) & Alexandra Boiger, illustrator (2018)
[image: Image result for She Persisted Around the World: 13 Women Who Changed History]“Women around the world have long dreamed big, even when they’ve been told their dreams didn’t matter. They’ve spoken out, risen up and fought for what’s right, even when they’ve been told to be quiet. Whether in science, the arts, sports or activism, women and girls throughout history have been determined to break barriers and change the status quo. They haven’t let anyone get in their way and have helped us better understand our world and what’s possible.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DFJkBSbJe18 (10:04)

4.9: You’re Here for a Reason by Nancy Tillman (2015)
[image: Image result for You're Here for a Reason by Nancy Tillman]“Not only are we loved, but we also matter. In this tender and timeless read-along book, Tillman reminds us of this message in beautiful illustrations as children and animals interact with acts of kindness.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zqLF71_tvvc (3:57)




4.10: Because of You by B.G. Hennessy, author & Hiroe Nakata, illustrator (2005)
[image: Image result for "Because of You" by B. G. Hennessy]     “Each time a child is born, the world changes.
     “Each child brings to the world one more person to love and care for — and one more person who can love and care for others. As children grow and learn, they can teach others and share feelings, ideas, and things. Just as each of us sometimes needs help, we can also find ways to help others.  [You] …through everyday examples, how acts of kindness, understanding, and generosity — no matter how small — can make all the difference in the world.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=biMhsJrSbD8 (2:00)

     Vision, Dreams & Imagination
[image: Image result for what if book]4.11: What If... by Samantha Berger, author & Mike Curato, illustrator (2018)
“This girl is determined to express herself! If she can’t draw her dreams, she’ll sculpt or build, carve or collage. If she can’t do that, she’ll turn her world into a canvas. And if everything around her is taken away, she’ll sing, dance, and dream....”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z2jcTiu9qhc (4:03)




4.12: A Dance Like Starlight: One Ballerina’s Dream by Kristy Dempsey, author & Floyd Cooper, illustrator (2014)
[image: Image result for A Dance Like Starlight: One Ballerina’s Dream]     “A story of little ballerinas with big dreams.
     “Little ballerinas have big dreams. Dreams of pirouettes and grande jetés, dreams of attending the best ballet schools and of dancing starring roles on stage. But in Harlem in the 1950s, dreams don’t always come true—they take a lot of work and a lot of hope. And sometimes hope is hard to come by.
     “But the first African-American prima ballerina, Janet Collins, did make her dreams come true. And those dreams inspired ballerinas everywhere, showing them that the color of their skin couldn’t stop them from becoming a star.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s7pVRhhaxjs (6:40)

4.13: Emmanuel’s Dream: The True Story of Emmanuel Ofosu Yeboah by Laurie Ann Thompson, author & Sean Qualls, illustrator (2015)
[image: Image result for Emmanuel’s Dream: The True Story of Emmanuel Ofosu Yeboah by Laurie Ann Thompson, illustrated by Sean Qualls]“Born in Ghana, West Africa, with one deformed leg, he was dismissed by most people—but not by his mother, who taught him to reach for his dreams. As a boy, Emmanuel hopped to school more than two miles each way, learned to play soccer, left home at age thirteen to provide for his family, and, eventually, became a cyclist. He rode an astonishing four hundred miles across Ghana in 2001, spreading his powerful message: disability is not inability. Today, Emmanuel continues to work on behalf of the disabled.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Cmi83rYKhLY (8:30)

4.14: We’re All Wonders by R. J. Palacio (2017)
[image: Image result for We’re All Wonders by R. J. Palacio]“     Countless fans have asked R. J. Palacio to write a book for younger readers. With We’re All Wonders, she makes her picture-book debut as both author and artist, with a spare, powerful text and striking, richly imagined illustrations. Palacio shows readers what it’s like to live in Auggie’s world—a world in which he feels like any other kid, but he’s not always seen that way.
     “We’re All Wonders may be Auggie’s story, but it taps into every child’s longing to belong, and to be seen for who they truly are. It’s the perfect way for families and educators to talk about empathy and kindness with young children.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JhD5ZKH_Fy4 (2:50)

4.15: Mae Among the Stars by Roda Ahmed, author & Stasia Burrington, illustrator (2018)
[image: Image result for Mae Among the Stars by Roda Ahmed, illustrated by Stasia Burrington]     “When Little Mae was a child, she dreamed of dancing in space. She imagined herself surrounded by billions of stars, floating, gliding, and discovering.
     “She wanted to be an astronaut.
     “Her mom told her, “If you believe it, and work hard for it, anything is possible.”
     “Little Mae’s curiosity, intelligence, and determination, matched with her parents’ encouraging words, paved the way for her incredible success at NASA as the first African American woman to travel in space.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sF6CYDVdhyA (7:15)

4.16: On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein by Jennifer Berne, author & Vladimir Radunsky, illustrator (2013)
[image: Image result for On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein]“A boy rides a bicycle down a dusty road. But in his mind, he envisions himself traveling at a speed beyond imagining, on a beam of light. This brilliant mind will one day offer up some of the most revolutionary ideas ever conceived. From a boy endlessly fascinated by the wonders around him, Albert Einstein ultimately grows into a man of genius recognized the world over for profoundly illuminating our understanding of the universe.  Jennifer Berne and Vladimir Radunsky invite the reader to travel along with Einstein on a journey full of curiosity, laughter, and scientific discovery. Parents and children alike will appreciate this moving story of the powerful difference imagination can make in any life.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uRkV9ki1Bsw (6:53)

4:17 What to Do With a Box by Jane Yolen, author & Chris Sheban, illustrator (2016)
[image: Image result for What to Do with a Box]“If you give a child a box, who can tell what will happen next? It may become a library or a boat. It could set the scene for a fairy tale or a wild expedition. The most wonderful thing is its seemingly endless capacity for magical adventure, a feature imaginatively captured in cardboardesque art by Chris Sheban and rhythmically celebrated in this poetic tribute by …author Jane Yolen.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=88U5pZgAmUQ (1:32)


4.18: The Whisper by Pamela Zagarenski (2015)
[image: Image result for The Whisper Pamela Zagarenski]“Step inside the pages of a little girl’s magical book as she discovers the profound and inspiring notion that we each bring something different to the same story.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qfWiRxs8Qlo (10:56)




4.19: Papa’s Mechanical Fish by Candace Fleming, author & Boris Kulikov, illustrator (2013)
[image: Image result for Papa's Mechanical Fish]“Clink! Clankety-bang! Thump-whirr! That’s the sound of Papa at work. Although he is an inventor, he has never made anything that works perfectly, and that’s because he hasn’t yet found a truly fantastic idea. But when he takes his family fishing on Lake Michigan, his daughter Virena asks, ‘Have you ever wondered what it’s like to be a fish?’—and Papa is off to his workshop. With a lot of persistence and a little bit of help, Papa—who is based on the real-life inventor Lodner Phillips—creates a submarine that can take his family for a trip to the bottom of Lake Michigan.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QV2mKBPd_ug (8:50)

[image: Image result for Lenny and Lucy]4.20: Lenny & Lucy by Philip Stead, author & Erin Stead, illustrator (2015)
     “Peter and his father are moving to a new house beyond the dark unfriendly woods. When they arrive at their new home, Peter wants to turn back. Fortunately, he has Harold for company, but Harold is just a dog and can’t help Peter. Scared of the things hidden in the woods, Peter makes a tall pile of pillows. He stiches and sews. He pushes and pulls. And when he is done, he has Lenny, Guardian of the Bridge, to protect him and Harold.
     “Lenny is a good guard but Peter worries that Lenny will get lonely out by the woods all by himself, so he makes Lucy, who is a good friend. Together, Lenny, Lucy, Peter, and Harold discover that this new place isn’t so scary after all.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3_bBLRXTD8Y (4:08)

[image: Image result for odd velvet]4.21: Odd Velvet by Mary Whitcomb, author & Tara Calahan King, illustrator (1998)
“Velvet is odd. Instead of dolls that talk and cry, Velvet brings a milkweed pod for show and tell. She wins the class art contest using only an eight-pack of crayons. She likes to collect rocks. Even her name is strange-Velvet! But as the school year unfolds, the things Velvet does and the things that Velvet says slowly begin to make sense. And, in the end, Velvet’s classmates discover that being different is what makes Velvet so much fun.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jg-Fzg6mmkQ (4:59)

5.0: Music & Videos for Children
5.1: Charlie the Caterpillar: What Can I Be Today? by Andy Guttman
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rMl4P7pLj9c (3:24)

6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
     Vision
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 21: Dreams
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session21
“Participants will:
· Explore the feelings associated with nighttime sleeping and dreaming
· Connect the story they read in this session with their sense of comfort and safety at bedtime
· Express images or stories remembered from their own dreams by decorating an engine or car to display in a group ‘Dream Train.’”
6.1.2: Session 22: Imagination
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session22
“Participants will:
· Express their imagination through art
· Experience a connection between imagination and creativity
· Understand that people of all ages can use their imagination to wonder and to express feelings.”

6.2: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 1: The Gift of Love
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session1
Participants will:
· Experience giving a gift they cannot see
· Learn that love is an intangible gift that is given and received
· Learn and sing the Christmas song, “Little Drummer Boy,” and understand that it is about an intangible gift
· Experience something that is real but not quite there by playing with shadows
· Optional: Experience sharing the intangible gift of love by making a musical instrument with, and giving it to, an older person in the congregation.

6.3: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 12: Beauty in Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session12
Participants will:
· Identify aspects of nature they find beautiful, and share with the group
· Learn how Canadian Unitarian artist and art educator Arthur Lismer noticed and responded to nature’s beauty
· Sharpen observation skills by becoming a “Nature Camera”
· Express nature’s beauty in a work of art
6.3.2: Session 16: Using Our Senses of Wonder
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session16
This session will:
· Engage participants’ senses of wonder and hone their observation skills
· Nurture a sense of responsibility for the interdependent web
· Celebrate bonds formed over the course of the program
· Empower participants as leaders in the group
· Reinforce the seventh Unitarian Universalist Principle, “respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part.”

6.4: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.4.1: Session 12: Seeing Truth/True Seeing
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session12
Participants will:
· Articulate ways their own acts of truth-telling and truth-seeking embody a faith covenant
· Reflect on the capacity of “hard truths” to bring discomfort and pain yet also healing and joy, through the Rev. David Pettee’s personal story of researching his family’s history of slave ownership
· Practice discerning truth, by playing the game Two Truths and a Lie
· Embody the “tied together” theme of the curriculum by weaving their own God’s Eyes, an emblem of true seeing.
6.4.2: Session 13: A Matter of Perspective
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session13
Participants will:
· Learn, through responding to a story, how different people involved in the same event can perceive the event differently
· Experience literally (visually) how the viewer’s perspective determines the appearance of an image or object
· Understand that an individual’s experiences shape their unique perspective, which in turn informs their sense of what is true
· Recognize that others, bringing their own perspectives, can hold truths different from someone else’s without being “wrong.”

6.5: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.5.1: Session 1: Looking In/looking Out
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session1
Participants will:
· Make observations about themselves which they use to create an outer self-portrait and an inner self-portrait
· Explore their true selves and recognize that the self is a lens through which people view others
· Hear about the work of Unitarian Charles Darwin and appreciate how his unique, inner-guided way of seeing the world has contributed to human self-understanding
· Learn that Unitarian Universalism asks them to be true to their inner selves—to rely on their own observations, values and experiences to know what is right and important to do—and yet, to be ready to question their own perspectives as part of honoring the perspectives of others.

6.6: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
6.6.1: Session 7: Miracles We Can Make
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-7
Participants will:
· Understand human causes and global effects of climate change
· Investigate and imagine the future of our planet
· Consider the human potential for miracle-making with regard to our planet’s future
· Commit to actions to take within the congregation and beyond.

6.7: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justicemaking for Junior High School Youth
6.7.1: Workshop 9: The Call for Imagination
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop9
This workshop will:
· Identify imagination as a quality needed to bring about a more just world
· Encourage youth to use their imaginations
· Introduce ways to think creatively in imagining the world as it could be.

6.8: Families: A Jr. High School Youth Program that Explores the Diversity, Commonality, and Meaning of Families
6.8.1: Workshop 4: Family Photos: The Art of Photography
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/families/workshop4
Participants will:
· Increase their ability to understand multiple visual perspectives
· Deepen spirituality through engagement with others and through their work with an artistic medium
· Enjoy the process of creating art
6.8.2: Workshop 5: Methods Of Gathering Narratives And Texts
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/families/workshop5
     The story of a man who saw three fellows laying bricks at a new building:
     He approached the first and asked, “What are you doing?”
     Clearly irritated, the first man responded, “What the heck do you think I’m doing? I’m laying these darn bricks!”
     He then walked over to the second bricklayer and asked the same question.
The second fellow responded, “Oh, I’m making a living.”
     He approached the third bricklayer with the same question, “What are you doing?”
    The third looked up, smiled and said, “I’m building a cathedral.”
     At the end of the day, who feels better about how he’s spent his last eight hours?
Participants will:
· Value each individual’s unique perspective as an interpreter of our world and as a teller of our stories
· Develop the ethics of care and responsibility through the intimate and ethical process of representing others in photography and narrative
· Focus literally and figuratively on the faces and narratives of congregation members
· Grow and deepen their naturally compassionate souls
· Learn how the fundamentals of photography—that we see the world through our individual lens and from unique angles—translate to our way of interpreting the world more generally
· Experience the roles of photographer/artist and storyteller—visual and/or text—within a faith community

     Words and Deeds of Prophetic Women and Men
6.9: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.9.1: Session 13: Peaceful Choices
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session13
This session will:
· Reinforce the sixth Unitarian Universalist Principle, “We believe in working for a peaceful, fair and free world”
· Teach that our behavior choices matter
· Empower participants to make choices that support a peaceful, free, and fair world.
6.9.2: Session 16: Our UU Principles
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session16
Participants will:
· Experience the story of Clara Barton, a Universalist whose life and accomplishments reflect our Principles
· Connect the UU Principles as a set of guiding affirmations for living, surrounded by love, in community
· Engage in putting parts together to understand the whole.

6.10: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.10.1: Session 5: Home in Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session5
This session will:
· Introduce Henry David Thoreau
· Demonstrate the simple life as an expression of Unitarian Universalist faith, using Thoreau as an example
· Help participants develop skills of observation in nature as a way to learn about ourselves
· Guide participants to explore the natural cycle of growth in nature

6.11: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.11.1: Session 7: Give Love
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session7
Participants will:
· Learn the second Unitarian Universalist Source—in children’s language, “people of long ago and today whose lives remind us to be kind and fair”—by hearing, saying, singing, and writing it
· Experience giving the gift of time to younger children in the congregation
· Understand giving one’s time as an expression of love
· Introduce Ralph Waldo Emerson as an important figure in Unitarian history
· Reflect on a story in which a daughter teaches her father how giving one’s time can express love.
6.11.2: Session 9: Love of Learning
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session9
Participants will:
· Identify “reason and science” as the fifth Source of Unitarian Universalism
· Discover Cecilia Payne, a Unitarian Universalist historic figure in astronomy
· Experience how we can learn about something through science and still recognize its beauty
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists value discovery throughout life and use reason as a source of strength in our faith.
6.11.3: Session 15: Love in Action
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session15
This session will:
· Deepen understanding of the second Unitarian Universalist Source, in child-friendly language “The women and men of long ago and today whose lives remind us to be kind and fair”
· Encourage empathy and affirm courage, through a story of Harriet Tubman and the Underground Railroad
· Introduce the concept of a “bystander” and the choice to get involved when something is wrong
· Empower children to act as agents of justice and kindness
· Reinforce the metaphor of following the stars so love can guide us
· Help children evaluate what makes a good leader.

6.12: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
6.12.1: Session 16: Signs of Faithful Leadership
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session16
This session will:
· Show how strengthening our connection to each other, our shared past, and our shared future, can be a sign of our faith
· Affirm that to live one’s faith every day takes courage and is a sign of faithful leadership
· Cast participants as keepers of a Unitarian Universalist legacy, inherited from the past and transferable to future generations

6.13: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.13.1: Session 7: The Second U
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session7
This session will:
· Explore the Universalist strand of Unitarian Universalism
· Help youth understand the concept of universal salvation
· Explain to participants the meaning of “being called”
· Optional: Provide an opportunity for participants to help animals
· Compare the Universal Declaration of Human Rights to our UU Principles.

6.14: Gather the Spirit: A Multigenerational Program about Stewardship
6.14.1: Workshop 8: Gather to Celebrate
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop8
This workshop will:
· Explore the concept of being called to action
· Convey that social action can be fulfilling and enjoyable, by introducing Pete Seeger, his music, and his water stewardship efforts since 1969 in the New York Hudson River Valley
· Encourage participants to pledge specific actions of water resource stewardship.

6.15: Wisdom from the Hebrew Scriptures: A Multigenerational Program
6.15.1: Workshop 2: David and Nathan - You are That Man
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop2
This workshop will:
· Present the parable told to David by the prophet Nathan and invite participants to deepen their knowledge and understanding of the story and its context
· Invite participants to reflect on their personal experiences with injustice and greed
· Invite participants to consider times when they are called to act as prophet.

6.16: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
6.16.1: Workshop 8: Come Be with Trees
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop8
Participants will:
· Directly engage with trees and nature in a variety of ways
· Gain inspiration and a sense of empowerment from the story of Wangari Maathai
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and song

Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
     Mission
7.1: Mission: Choose Good by David Aaron (206 words)
     …This world was not created for what is already good in it. This world was created to be a forum for a new and higher kind of goodness — the goodness born out of overcoming evil and choosing to do good. Imagine you walk into a factory and you see them trucking in tons and tons of garbage. You then find out that they actually buy this garbage and that it is their most valued raw material. This all sounds crazy to you until you find out that this factory is actually a recycling plant. They take garbage and turn it into usable products. Welcome to World, Inc!
     Yes, this world is really a recycling plant. That is why it is filled with so much garbage. All the trash around us and within us is here for us to recycle into usable products — lessons and realizations, growth and accomplishments. Before I learned this…, I always wondered why there was so much evil in the world. However, after this secret was revealed to me, I asked: “Why isn’t there more evil in this world?” The answer, of course, is that there is less evil because we are working so hard and succeeding in our mission to choose good.”
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/14339

7.2: Mission Requires Uncommon Courage by Joan Chittister (238 words)
     The direction we take at this new crossroad in time will not simply affect the future…. It will determine the history of the world. 
     …This moment is a daunting one. At every crossroad, every one of us has three possible options: The first choice is to quit a road that is going somewhere we do not want to go. We can move on in another direction. We can distance ourselves from the difficulties of it all. We can leave the mission unfinished.
     The second alternative is to surrender to the forces of resistance that obstruct our every step toward wholeness. We can succumb to the fatigue of the journey that comes from years of being ignored, ridiculed, or dismissed for our ideas. 
     …The third choice is to refuse to accept a moral deterioration of the present, …to go steadfastly on, even if we are not sure what we will find at the end of it. The third choice is to follow the path of the prophets of old. …It is to risk, as the prophets did, not really being heard at all — at least not until long after the fact.
     The third choice is a choice that demands great courage. But courage, however apparently fruitless, is not without its own reward. Anais Nin wrote once: “Life shrinks or expands in proportion to one’s courage.: And courage is a prophet’s road.
     The prophets had a choice.
     So do we.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28408

7.3: Mission: Uprooting Hatred by Sami Al Jundi and Jen Marlowe (287 words)
     Ned and I were buying office supplies in East Jerusalem. An older man entered the stationery shop. I exchanged greetings with him.
     “Who is this one?” he asked me, raising his eyebrows toward where Ned was browsing notebooks.
     “He’s my colleague in Seeds of Peace,” I replied. “Ned’s from America.”
     The old man snorted. “I have no use for foreigners. But at least he’s not a Jew.” Words began to tumble out of the old man’s mouth. “You can’t trust the Jews! They’ve deceived everyone in historical memory.” From the corner of my eye, I saw Ned standing very still. “The Jews will burn your house down, take your homeland, and kill you! Hitler was right about them!” I felt as if the old man had just stabbed me with a knife.
     “How can you say such hateful things? How do you ever hope to have peace here?” I angrily answered.
     “Peace? Where is the peace?!”
     “I found peace with him,” I said, pointing to Ned. I purchased the supplies and got Ned out of there….
     “How much of that did you understand?” I asked Ned.
     “Enough,” he answered grimly. We walked down the street to eat at Ikermawi’s.
     “There has to be a way to reach people like that,” I said, dipping a piece of warm pita into hummus.
     Ned took a bite of falafel. “If you substitute the word Jew with Arab, you can hear that old man’s speech practically word for word from Jews,” he said. “I wonder if he realizes that.”
     Ned and I made a pact, sealed by hummus and falafel. Every activity we organized would have at its core the mission to uproot the hatred and bigotry gripping both our peoples. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/21061

7.4: Mission: (to-be) accomplished by Ryan Robinson (237 words)
     As kids, many of us were unsure what we wanted to be when we grew up—many …grown-ups still are. The good news is two-fold: 1) It’s OK if you don’t feel pulled to a particular calling, and 2) Finding your mission is much less daunting than some make it out to be. 
· Start with a micro-commitment Think of your mission as a process. Start by identifying pursuits that are worthy for now, but flexible enough to change in the future. …
· What are you doing already? …Think beyond work: Your hobbies, the thoughts rattling around in your head, or your favorite reading topics could hold clues about your preferred path. 
· What are you good at? Actively using our strengths and then receiving praise …tends to result in …doing those things more. Try pursuing a personal project …that engages your strengths. 
· What do others view you as an authority on? What are people always asking your advice …on? Do you have a valuable, in-demand skill or …knowledge…? Those may be hints….
· What’s your favorite aspect of your current work? Even if you don’t love your day job, there must be some aspect of it that gets you excited…. 
· Feel free to experiment There’s no treasure map to the holy grail. For most of us, our mission evolves over time. Give yourself a chance to experiment with a growing area of interest and see where it takes you.
Source: https://d26a57ydsghvgx.cloudfront.net/content/Relate/Acumen/relate-acumen-missions.pdf

7.5: Pursuing Your Mission with Passion by Larry Kryske (207 words)
     …So what is a mission? A clear, concise, and memorable stated purpose that guides one’s actions. A mission is practical, and it works by channeling the talents, creativity, and energy of the participants into actions that will lead to success. No mission, however, succeeds without passion, because passion is what keeps one going when the inevitable bumps appear in the road.
     …Because we live in a dynamic world, missions sometimes change, and [we need] …to be resilient enough to refine, modify, or even abandon their mission if the circumstances change sufficiently.
     In our lives we can use the Shewhart Cycle …to help us implement our mission and then refine it as necessary.
1. Plan: Decide what changes are desirable, and plan a change or test.
2. Do: Carry out the change or test.
3. Check: Observe the results.
4. Act: Analyze the results; put learning into action.
     …So what is your mission? Can you state it in one or two sentences? And most important, why is it your mission? If you don’t have incredibly compelling reasons for pursuing your mission, you will not be able to maintain the energy and enthusiasm necessary to see it through when the obstacles seem overwhelming.
     …Mission plus passion leads to success.
Source: http://naomikryske.com/pursuing-your-mission-with-passion/

7.6: Finding and Pursuing Your True Calling by Travis Johnson (207 words)
     Few people are lucky …to have …their career work and some passionate pursuit be one and the same.  Somewhere along the way, you may have had a sense of what you really would love to do. …The good news, it is never too late to discover and pursue your “true calling.”
     If you have no idea what your true calling is, here are some questions you can contemplate – …find a time and place that is quiet where you can read the questions and listen to what you hear inside yourself. Get a notebook and write down whatever answer spontaneously comes to your mind.
· What is extremely important to me?
· What makes me happy?
· What made me happy in my childhood and my teen that I would like to do again?
· What made me happy in my career that I would like to continue doing?
· What would make me a happier person? (Having a lot more money or becoming famous can’t be one of them.)
· What talents or skills am I most proud of?
· What field of endeavor invariably challenges me in new and exciting ways?
· What makes me feel more creative?
· What special talent have I neglected while putting in long and hard hours in my career?
· What would I like to do that I have always want to do, but never got around to doing?
· How would I like to make the world a better place in my own way?
· What sort of legacy would I like to leave?
Source: https://www.freedomrc.org/freedom-friday-finding-pursuing-true-calling/

7.7: How Pursuing a Quest Can Bring Purpose to Your Life by Chris Guillebeau (250 words)
     I wrote a book about my journey…. In the writing process …my editor nudged me toward a better goal. “Don’t just write about your own experience,” he said. “Write about quests. Write about other people who found a calling of their own, and see how they were changed through the experience.”
     …I spent my time meeting other people who were also pursuing a quest….
     …I heard from an incredible array of remarkable people from all walks of life.
     …But I also heard from dozens of ordinary people who had made brave decisions to incorporate adventure into their daily lives.
     In Omaha, Robyn Devine set out to knit 10,000 hats. Why 10,000? …”Because having the number …made it tangible and specific, it gave me something specific to work toward.”
     In Oklahoma City, Sasha Martin wanted to raise her young daughter with an international perspective. She wasn’t able to travel, …but she had an idea: why not make a meal from every country in the world?
     That’s exactly what she did, week after week. 
     …I learned that you must believe in your quest even if no one else does. I learned that experience produces confidence, and many questers saw their vision grow in scope as they worked toward the goal.
     I learned that many of these people had what I called an emotional awareness of mortality—they were focused on putting each day to good use, aware that life is all too short. 
     …They found that the quest improved their lives. …
Source: https://www.quietrev.com/pursuing-a-quest-can-bring-purpose-to-life/

7.8: Where Are You Going? (221 words)
     The following conversation is taken from Lewis Carroll’s Alice In Wonderland.
     “Cheshire Puss,” Alice began... Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?”
     “That depends a good deal on where you want to get to,” said the cat.
     “I don’t much care where...,” said Alice.
     “Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,” said the cat.
     In terms of our congregations, we must take seriously the Cheshire cat’s “where [do] you want to get to” question. It is a question about mission and vision. For many religious liberals, the word mission somewhat problematic. Former UUA President Gene Pickett writes, “Mission in a religious context has to do with propagation of the faith to those who do not know about it and who might be interested in it or benefitted by it. To propagate is defined as “to make known,” “to increase in extent, numbers or influence.” ...This is undoubtedly true for the orthodox church, and it is true for the liberal church if we think of mission not as proselytizing or using ...[coercive] persuasion... but as letting people know what we are about as a religious movement.” He concludes, “Without a sense of mission--without a concern for the propagation of the faith, we will not exist for long as a viable or vital religious movement.” 
Source: Touchstones

7.9: What Is Your Focus? (136 words)
     Robert Latham writes, “A mission-focused institution is inevitably a growing institution. Religious institutions which are not growing have a mission-focus problem. In the midst of such of such a problem, the tendency is to induce artificial life into the institution by making growth an end unto itself. However, this only masks the deeper problem and reduces motivation to maintenance (more bodies and resources) and administration (higher statistical averages). That which is being masked is a subtle shift of focus from mission motivation to institutional care-taking. When growth becomes the goal, mission has become secondary and reason for existence stands threatened. Lasting growth is a natural consequence of an empowered mission. Where mission is a priority, growth is inevitable. As Emil Brunner reminds us, ‘The church exists by mission as a fire exists by burning.’”
Source: Touchstones

7.10: Mission by Richard Southern & Robert Norton (88 words)
· Many congregations have a written mission statement but don’t have a mission, a reason for being. (Note: The wording of many mission statements is a description of and justification for the status quo. The mission statement makes no demands on the congregation or its members.)
· Mission is your congregation’s fundamental reason for being.
· All programs and ministries must be in alignment with the mission
· Mission is a central organizing principle of a congregation.
· Mission is the rudder that keeps a congregation on course.
Source: Cracking Your Spiritual Code by Richard Southern & Robert Norton 

7.11: Church Work versus the Work of the Church (717 words)
     To begin to think seriously about mission is to begin to make a distinction between church work and the work of the church. Church work is all of the institutional-caretaking centered around maintenance and administration. Church work is a means. It must be done, but it should not consume an inordinate amount of time or energy. Too often these activities became an end and distract us from our mission, from the work of the church. A cartoon by McPherson delightfully illustrates this point. It is used to introduce Roy Phillips book, Transforming Liberal Congregations.
     The cartoon titled “New Member’s Worst Nightmare” shows an elderly man, with a long, flowing beard, speaking to a young couple new to the church. The couple looks at a huge bulletin board listing all the congregation’s committees. At the top is emblazoned: “Our Committees Need You!”
     The old man says, “Most people are on nine or ten committees, but since you’re new I’m sure people will understand if you only join six or seven to start.” The best part of the cartoon is the list of committees themselves: Finance Committee, Investment Committee, Board of Trustees--yes. But the list goes on ... Thermostat Control Committee, Committee for More Comfortable Pews, Committee for the Promotion of Committees, Plant Watering Committee, Pigeon Control Committee.
     As this committee list suggests we have allowed church work to consume us and we have lost our sense of mission. Church consultant Kennon Callahan offers this scathing critique of church work. He writes,
     People come to a church longing for, yearning for, hoping for... [a] sense of roots, place, belonging, sharing, and caring. People come for community, not committee.
     We make the mistake of assuming that, by putting people on a committee, they will develop ownership for the objectives of the church. People are not looking for ownership of objectives or for functional, organizational, institutional goals.
     Their search is far more profound and desperate than that. They are looking for home, for relationships. They are looking for profound depths of community. They are not looking for transitory, temporary, annual goals, hurriedly sketched on newsprint or butcher paper at a planning retreat.
     Amid the alienation and loneliness of this time, they bring to our churches a desperate search for community. They almost put up with the silliness of our brochures, the institutionalized new-member orientations, the self-serving nature of our membership hustling. Their search is that desperate...
     Eventually--and inevitably in some churches--the visitor discovers that the perspective is so institutional, the mentality and values are so organizational, and the behavior patterns are so functional that the people of that church are simply too preoccupied with their own busyness to welcome them, to share some personal warmth with them.
     Churches do not set out to become so disconnected from their mission, from their essential reasons for being. It happens along the way when church work becomes more important than the work of the church. This is not to say that we do not need committees. Rather we need committees that have as a primary purpose creating community for the church and for the people on the committee. We need to shift our focus from membership growth to the challenging, yet rewarding mission-task of creating and deepening beloved community. To transform a liberal congregation only makes sense if we are intent on making it a center of transformation. Consider all of the amazing things that a Unitarian Universalist congregation can do.
· to help give meaning to our lives;
· to help create a sense of at-oneness, of connection with ourselves, with others, with the universe and with whatever we understand the Holy to be;
· to help give aesthetic expression to our beliefs through the weaving together of beauty, truth and goodness;
· to help translate our principles, values, and ideals into actions intent on creating a more just and loving world;
· to create and sustain a worshipping and caring community that gives full expression to a shared ministry;
· to utilize religious education as a means of engaging our children and ourselves in the pursuit of truth and transformation as we deal with issues of intimacy and ultimacy; and
· to create meaningful rituals and traditions that mark and honor life’s passages and the unfolding history of this congregation
Source: Touchstones

7.12: Questions That a Mission Statement Answers by Unknown (178 words)
A mission statement must take into account congregational identity and culture and must be firmly grounded in the congregation’s core values. It must also be aligned with the congregation’s covenant. The mission statement addresses the following questions:
· Who are we? It defines identity. How does the congregation describe itself?
· Why do we exist?
· For whom do we exist?
· What do we do? What is the primary task of the congregation? Increasingly it is viewed as transformation.
· Why do we do what we do?
· How will the primary tasks be carried out? 
· What...does our own faith tradition tell us about our mission?
· What unique and specific needs and interests do our members want the congregation and its programs to satisfy?
· What specific needs in society and the world can and should we address?
· In what ways do we live out and give expression to this sense of purpose in the surrounding community?
· What are the qualities that sustain our life together as a congregation engaged in this mission?
Source: No longer online

7.13: Criteria for a Good Mission Statement adapted from John Carver (186 words)
     John Carver, author of Boards That Make a Difference, has developed a checklist to evaluate a mission statement. Pay attention to the following questions, adapted from his work, as you create your mission statement.
· Does your mission statement address what difference your congregation makes for the broader community or does it merely describe what your congregation is doing?
· Does the language in your mission statement allow your congregation to accomplish goals rather than state what it intends to do? For example, tentative words like tries or seeks are not appropriate for a mission statement. Rather in a mission statement a congregation says where it wants to go, not where it might go.
· Is your congregation’s mission statement too long? Can it be easily recalled or its essence easily communicated?
· Is your mission statement too broad or too narrow? (Brainstorm about the effects that your congregation might have on the world; then rank order these effects and discuss their relative merit.)
· How does your congregation’s mission statement relate to, and differentiate your congregation from, other faith communities and other Unitarian Universalist congregations?
Source: Boards That Make a Difference by John Carver

7.14: Mission Drift... by Marty Cauley (239 words)
     It happened again. It may have been a “good idea” or, even more likely, something you have “always done,” but you …realize that the ministry, activity, or task has absolutely nothing to do with the mission of your organization. …How did it happen?
     Mission drift occurs when we fail to consistently and constantly measure everything we do as a church or organization by the over-arching mission, vision, and values we have articulated. Before long it becomes a statement that is hung over the water fountain and printed on the stationary but has no real impact upon the culture and direction of the organization. To avoid this from happening to you I recommend three decision making measures to insure compatibility with your mission. In every case the ministry, activity, or task must relate to your mission, vision, and values:
Directly—the connection to the mission, vision, and values should be obvious. …
Passionately—it should generate spiritual and emotional energy and excitement. …
Responsibly—the outcome should justify the investments of time, money, and energy it will require to do it with excellence. …
     It seems I am constantly struggling with “mission drift.” Some days I feel like the “mission police” where I have to continually ask others to explain how their awesome idea relates to our central mission, our core values, and our vision…. So, I …continue to fight against “mission drift” because I remain: Consumed by the Call.
Source: http://www.martycauley.org/2011/02/mission-drift.html

7.15: What Is Mission? (296 words)
     The mission is a carefully defined, concise, and focused statement of what the congregation wants to mean to the community, and for what it wishes to be known. It is a statement of who you are and what you value, and it should be the
measuring stick for all the congregation does. The mission statement should
incorporate answers to the following questions:
· If this is our vision, where does this lead us in mission?
· What “must” we do?
· In what ways does our vision lead us in service toward others in the broader community?
     Every congregation has a mission—a way it lives out its life—but too often the
mission is hidden in the fabric of the congregation and the “way we do things here.” Healthy congregations consciously articulate their mission, and this mission paints a path of how to move from the present reality to the dreamed-of vision. The mission should use active, not passive, verbs and should be the guide for congregational life.
     The mission should relate a congregation to the community context by establishing the congregation’s sense of religious identity, relating this identity to the needs of those the congregation aims to serve. The mission should answer the question of who is to be served, what service is for those inside the congregation, and what service is offered to those in the wider community. To be effective, the mission must be owned by the congregation’s membership, committees, and staff.
      There is a difference between a mission and a mission statement. Until the mission is made real through the development of goals and objectives, it is merely a statement, a piece of paper. To be a mission fully lived, it requires specific, measurable, attainable, relevant, and time-bound goals and objectives.
Source: Vision, Mission, and Covenant: Creating a Future Together, New Congregation and Growth Resources Unitarian Universalist Association 2005

7.16: A Matrix of Mission Outcomes by Rev. Roy Phillips (292 words)
1. People recognize themselves and others as unique, precious, and powerful. This is the congregation’s stand in response to the tendencies in the wider culture to treat people as mere segments of mass forces. In the context of the congregation, a person senses that he or she is unique and precious; each is worthy deep down (is gifted in specific ways), and is called to be joyfully and expressively alive in his or her uniqueness. This outcome was identified as the congregation’s emphasis on the INDIVIDUAL
2. People deepen and develop spiritually. This represents the congregation’s continuing witness against the culture’s tendency toward banal and superficial experience. It is the stand that all of a person’s experiences and relationships—dark or bright—can be taken in, accepted, and allowed to have their impact in one’s becoming. In faith, the experiences of a person’s life can be received as part of a continuing stream of goads and opportunities for reflection and growth. This was identified as the effort to go INWARD. 
3. [bookmark: OLE_LINK22][bookmark: OLE_LINK23]People live out their gifts and values in action in the world (in the ministry). This is the congregation’s response to the widespread sense of hopelessness and resignation in the surrounding society. By participating in the congregation, people can come to view their lives as arenas in which to express their …gifts and values—alone in personal ministry and with others in shared ministry—for the exhilaration that comes with self-expression and co-creation…. This is reaching OUTWARD. 
4. People feel connected to their religious community. This is the congregation’s commitment to respond helpfully to the culture’s welter of impersonal interactions that frustrate the need to know whether or not one belongs. This is feeling oneself to be a part of COMMUNITY. 
Source: Letting Go: Transforming Congregations for Ministry by Roy Phillips 

7.17: The Non-Sense by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (150 words)
We are lovers, we say “Yes” to each other. “Yes” to life—to more and more of life—to its brevity, its grief, its disappointments. To its possibilities, its magnificence, its glory. We quarrel—because we glimpse further possibilities, the non-sense—and wish to lay claim to it. We remember death, and that life is brief, and that the time for love is now and more is possible. One more step toward the holy. It is to know the peace that passes understanding, and that there is no peace. It is to love others as they are, warts and all, and to believe that more is possible and to bespeak that wanting. It is to pray “Give us this day our daily bread….” And to know that we do not live by bread alone. It is to remember death, and to love life and to accept them both as holy.
Source: Berry Street Essay, 1993

     Vision
7:18: What Unitarian Universalists Want by Rev. Peter Morales (237 words)
     What really matters to Unitarian Universalists? What do we aspire to become? Is there a shared vision among us that can guide us for the next generation? 
     The short answer to that last question is, Yes. 
In 2010 we began a national conversation we called “Gathered Here.” 
     More than 1,000 UUs were involved. Here is my distilled version—my “elevator speech,” if you will—of the shared aspirations that form Unitarian Universalism’s core today: “We aspire to a faith in which our spirituality is deep, experiential, and relational, and which moves us to action.” The Gathered Here leadership team describes what they learned another way. We are at our best, they found, when we:
· Grow into our best selves and honor the divine in each person;
· Practice “spiritual justice”: justice-making grounded in faith and worship;
· Embrace fellow travelers within and beyond our faith, building community together;
· Invite people to share themselves and their gifts;
· Have such a strong sense of our religious purpose and identity that we must act on it;
· Covenant together to create sustained relationships across all ages and cultures;
· Transcend geographic, national, and language barriers; and
· Experience spiritual depth, individually and collectively.
     We want to feel our faith, share our faith, and live our faith. We want a religious path in which there are intimate and inevitable links among our spiritual experiences, our treatment of one another, and our actions together in the world. 
     (See the complete Gathered Here Report, October 2012 at https://www.uua.org/sites/live-new.uua.org/files/documents/gatheredhere/121010_board_rpt.pdf
Source: https://www.uuworld.org/articles/what-uus-want

7.19: Faithful Vision by Brooks Berndt (216 words)
     …The role of faith communities in the arena of public policy is to provide a moral squint that gives priority to core values such as justice, equity, and sustainability, a moral squint that gives priority to care for the health of humans and care for the health of all creation. In Proverbs, it says, ‘Where there is no vision, the people perish.’ In the matter of energy, where there is no vision, the people literally perish, because we know that coal pollution is tied to four of the top five causes of death in our country. Where there is no vision, infants and pregnant mothers suffer from mercury poisoning. Where there is no vision, the ozone layer perishes, snowcaps melt, and sea levels rise. Where there is no vision, the beauty of the wilderness perishes from view as we get more and more smog and haze. Where there is no vision, jobs get lost and those who reaped the profits quickly depart.
     …If the role of faith communities is both to make us aware of the danger of having no vision and to push for a vision rooted in our values, then [the] role … [of] legislators is to enact that vision, because with a vision, the people will flourish and all of creation will flourish.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27661

7.20: Your Vision for Eliminating Racism by Clyde Ford (243 words)
     Creating a personal vision of what eliminating racism means is an empowering tool that will support other steps you take. Your personal vision can express your hopes and desires about ending racism; it can also express your concerns and fears. Your personal vision about ending racism can take many forms…. [It] need not be long, but it should come from your deepest feelings and convictions about ending racism. Your personal vision statement is something you can come back to again and again.
A Sample Personal Vision of Ending Racism
     I honor the oneness of humankind. In our different colors of skin I see a rainbow of humanity. In our different ways of life I feel a harmony of experience. In our different native tongues I hear a symphony of expression. In our different manners of faith I experience many paths to the Divine.
     While I fully embrace my ethnic heritage, I wish not to be judged, or to judge others, by color of skin, way of life, native tongue, or faith. I have compassion for all who suffer under the ignorance and pain of racism and discrimination, and I commit myself to taking steps to bring this suffering to an end.
Ideas for a Personal Vision Statement
· List the three most important reasons you have for eliminating racism. Now fashion these reasons into three paragraphs.
· Write a prayer about ending racism reflecting the religious and spiritual tradition you come from. …
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28051

7.21: A Worthy Vision: The Peaceable Kingdom by Henri J. M. Nouwen (152 words)
     The marvelous vision of the peaceable Kingdom, in which all violence has been overcome and all men, women, and children live in loving unity with nature, calls for its realization in our day-to-day lives. Instead of being an escapist dream, it challenges us to anticipate what it promises. Every time we forgive our neighbor, every time we make a child smile, every time we show compassion to a suffering person, every time we arrange a bouquet of flowers, offer care to tame or wild animals, prevent pollution, create beauty in our homes and gardens, and work for peace and justice among peoples and nations we are making the vision come true.
     We must remind one another constantly of the vision. Whenever it comes alive in us, we will find new energy to live it out, right where we are. Instead of making us escape real life, this beautiful vision gets us involved.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13257

7.22: Composing A Vision by Mary Catherine Bateson (from her book, Composing a Life) (254 words)
    …We are in need of an understanding of global relationships that will be not only sustainable but also enriching; it must come to us as a positive challenge, a vision worth fulfilling, not a demand for retrenchment and austerity. …Projecting a new vision is artistic; it’s a task each of us pursues in composing our lives. One can write songs about sharing; it is hard to write songs about limits.
     Solutions to problems often depend on how they are defined. …Perhaps what we are learning today about the victims of homelessness will provide a clearer vision of the kind of support that every child or adult needs; perhaps celebrating diversity within the African diaspora will answer some of the questions about diversity in American society….
     The visions we construct will not be classic pioneer visions of struggle and self-reliance. Rather, they will involve an intricate elaboration of themes of complementarity…. All the forms of life we encounter …are similar to us and similarly in need of nurture, but there is also a larger whole to which all belong. The health of that larger whole is essential to the health of the parts. …The visions will be both like and unlike familiar religious visions: like, in that they involve the hesitation of reverence before acting to change, the attentive appreciation of the sacredness of what is; unlike, in that they are open. Instead of worshipping ancestors or deities conceived as parents, we must celebrate the mysterious sacredness of that which is still to be born.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/20577

7.23: Questing for a Vision by Angeles Arrien (136 words)
     Many myths from different cultures describe the process of questing for the purpose of attaining a goal, manifesting a new dream, or finding a lost treasure. Most familiar to Westerners are the Arthurian legends, particularly the quest for the Holy Grail. The biblical story of Christ’s journey into the wilderness for forty days and forty nights reveals the process of re-visioning, as does the Native American initiation tradition of Vision Quests. All cultures carry stories of sacred mountains, from Parnassus, the ancient mount of the Muse, to Japan’s Mount Fuji, considered by the Japanese people to be the point of contact between heaven and the underworld. Climbing a mountain, spending solitary time in a desert, and going into the heart of a forest are frequent mythic themes that describe the processes of searching, seeking, and questing.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/18257

7.24: Vision Quest by John Neafsey (253 words)
     Among the Native American cultures of the great plains…, it was common for members of the community to undertake a strenuous ritual known as the vision quest …to seek a guiding vision or dream for their lives.
     …Although the vision quest was usually undertaken by boys and men, visions were also sought by girls and women. The vision-seeker would approach the shaman … to discuss his or her particular need or purpose for seeking a vision, and for assistance with the ritual process of carrying out the quest. It was important to select an appropriate place …to seek and wait and pray for the vision. A sweat lodge ceremony was undertaken for purposes of spiritual purification and preparation prior to going off alone to the vision-questing place…. After the quest, the seeker reviewed the entire experience with the shaman so as not to miss any of its meanings or implications for his or her life. 
     During the vision quest, the seeker was instructed to pray …for guidance …from Wakan Tanka (the Lakota Sioux name for God, which translates into …the ‘Great Mystery’…). The seeker was urged to pay …attention to everything that he or she experienced during the vision quest so as not to miss any possible messages….
     In the Lakota language, the word for the vision quest ritual is hamblecheya, which translates into English as ‘crying for a vision’ or ‘lamenting for a dream.’ …Visions do not come easily. The vision must be earned by a humble person with a sincere heart….
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/15886

7.25: Toward a Vision of Beloved Community by Rev. Shirley Strong (254 words)
     …The term “Beloved Community” can be traced back to Josiah Royce (1855-1916), the 19th century American religious philosopher. …Royce characterized the Beloved Community as “a spiritual or divine community capable of achieving the highest good as well as the common good.”
     Royce believed that “Every proposed reform, every moral deed, is to be tested by whether and to what extent it contributes to the realization of the Beloved Community….”
     …Martin Luther King, Jr. built on Royce’s ideal…. He came to believe that in addition to the radical transformation of individuals, there was a need for a “deep restructuring of institutions if the Beloved Community was to be realized.” King did not believe that the realization of the Beloved Community would one day just automatically come to pass. Rather he saw it as an ideal that first must be envisioned, and then consciously and intentionally worked toward. It was King’s hope that in every succeeding generation, visionary people will commit their lives and resources to the achievement of such a community.
     The principles that form the core of King’s Beloved Community ideal include: The interrelatedness of all things; The solidarity of the human family; The equal moral status of the individual and the community; [and] The realization that each of us lives eternally “in the red” (that is, benefiting from the contributions of others). ...[W]e have lost [and must regain] our connection to spirituality, in the sense of being connected to something greater than ourselves—something whose inherent outcome is the creation of Beloved Community.
Source: https://chaplaincyinstitute.org/portfolio-items/toward-a-vision-of-beloved-community/

7.26: Write a Vision Statement by Peter Benson (240 words)
    Think of something bigger than you and your own ambitions. Vision isn’t about your personal success or achievements. Vision’s primary referent should be something that makes the world better. It should also dovetail with something for which you have deep passion and a sense that you can make a contribution to its actualization.
     I find a good way to do this is to complete the following sentence: I imagine a world [or nation, or community] where ____________________________.
    You should fill in this sentence three or four ways, put them on your computer, desk, refrigerator, or nightstand, and contemplate — quietly and thoughtfully — the one that really speaks to you.
     When I do this, I can easily generate candidates for my vision statement. Some of my possibilities are:
· I a world that falls in love with reading.
· I imagine a world without poverty.
· I imagine a nation with public schools that are great for all kids. …
· I imagine a city that welcomes immigrants and sees them as resources.
· I imagine a world where conflict is resolved peacefully.
· I imagine a nation that makes its children its top priority.”
     …Once you’ve written a handful of vision statements you care about, try to align your passion and capacity with the one where you can or are making a contribution. Don’t ignore the other ones on your list. Taken together, they provide an extraordinary portal into your soul and the things you stand for.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/19084

7.27: My Vision Statement by Joan Borysenko (178 words)
     A vision statement is the ideal life you want to manifest. It’s the target you’re taking aim at — the focus of your intention. Make sure your vision is detailed and covers all the important aspects of life, including love, work, purpose and meaning, emotions and feelings, spirituality, and finances. Here’s my vision statement: “My goal in this lifetime is to become spontaneous and free, awakened, and compassionate so I can become the change I hope to see in this world. My career involves writing books and articles and speaking on topics of health, healing, and spirituality. I assist individuals and corporations in realizing their full potential. I value my loving relationships with my husband, children, grandchildren, and close friends; and I maintain a rich, sustaining spiritual life. I’m committed to cultivating optimal health and being in nature as much as possible. The creation of beauty and harmony is important in every sphere. I see a future that is financially independent and philanthropic, with an active and balanced work life that continues until my time on Earth is up.”
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/19306

7.28: A Vision Beyond our Lifetime by Margaret Wheatley
     The journey of perseverance begins with fire, with passion for our cause, with hope to change things.
     As the journey continues, passion dissolves into weariness. The obstacles are larger than we expected. The insanity is more than we can bear. But still we travel on, one foot in front of the other.
     And then there comes a point when we realize that we will not see our work bear fruit before we die. And that’s o.k. We feel content that we have planted seeds for some future harvest. That we have met good people. That we have learned many things. That we have survived this far and lived to pass on the stories.
     We’re certainly not the first ones to have our dreams pushed so far into the future that we won’t live to see them. Consider Moses or Abraham or Martin Luther King. They each carried clear visions revealed to them by their God, but they also knew they would not live to see these promises fulfilled.
    What led them forward was faith, not hope. Faith in the truth of their visions that came from a source beyond petty needs for satisfaction and accomplishment.
     Perhaps holding true to the vision and not losing our way is enough for one lifetime.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/20324

7.29: Vision Personified by Kate Starr & Rev. Tamara Lebak (396 words)
     Vision lives in a two-story house with lots of windows and glass doors
that sits on a hill
overlooking the lights of the city on one side
and a dark, undeveloped landscape on the other.
Vision likes to be between what’s already been accomplished,
and the stuff of possibility.
     Every night before bed,
Vision kisses his wife Creation
and goes outside to gaze at the stars.
A retired astronomer,
the vastness of the nighttime sky
fills Vision with a sense of power and gratitude
for the abundance of the universe.
At the same time, the infinite can make him feel insignificant
(a good practice, as he tends to have a rather large ego).
During the day, Vision often joins Creation in her greenhouse.
He loves to watch things grow.
He uses a jeweler’s loupe to examine the flowers in detail
taking him ever farther down the rabbit hole to the galaxies within a single grain of pollen.
     To relax, Vision loves to fly fish.
Tying his own flies teaches him patience.
Being in nature keeps him grounded.
He tried yoga, but found it difficult to hold the positions for very long
and too much focus in the guided meditations often made him astral
project.
Although in college, Vision was a diver on the swim team,
these days he prefers to be carried along by the cool, green water
of the river where he fishes, not far from his home.
He still likes to dive deep below the surface,
but now he also likes to go with the flow.
     Vision knows he wasn’t a very good Dad
when his kids Hope and Calling were small.
Hope has abandonment issues, and
his son will most likely repeat the mistakes with his own children
if Calling continues to spend more time making plans
than being where he is.
     Vision’s eyesight isn’t as good as it used to be,
but he feels he has earned his bifocals as well as his gray hair.
He finds he spends more time at home now
reading (mostly historical fiction),
creating little pieces of improvisational jazz on the piano
watching the cardinals through his binoculars
and categorizing his kaleidoscope collection:
first by size, then by content, then shape.
     Sometimes, after dinner,
Creation puts on old records
and persuades Vision to dance.
He knows he’s not a very good dancer, but it makes her happy.
Source: Simple Gifts Journal, All Souls Unitarian Church, Tulsa, OK 

7.30: Blinders by Neal Shusterman (143 words)
In horse racing they put these slats on either side of the horse’s head, blocking the creature’s peripheral vision. They’re called blinders. They don’t actually blind the horse, but they allow the horse to see only what’s right in front of it; otherwise it might freak out and lose the race. People live with blinders too; but ours are invisible, and much more sophisticated. Most of the time we don’t even know they’re there. Maybe we need them, though, because if we took in everything all at once, we’d lose our minds. Or worse, our souls. We’d see, we’d hear, we’d feel so deeply that we might never resurface. So we make our decisions and base our lives on those decisions, never realizing we’re seeing only one-tenth of the whole. Then we cling to our narrow conclusions like our lives depend on it.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/1934354-bruiser

7.31: A Vision by Wendell Berry (223 words)
If we will have the wisdom to survive,
to stand like slow-growing trees
on a ruined place, renewing, enriching it,
if we will make our seasons welcome here,
asking not too much of earth or heaven,
then a long time after we are dead
the lives our lives prepare will live
there, their houses strongly placed
upon the valley sides, fields and gardens
rich in the windows. The river will run
clear, as we will never know it,
and over it, birdsong like a canopy.
On the levels of the hills will be
green meadows, stock bells in noon shade.
On the steeps where greed and ignorance cut down
the old forest, an old forest will stand,
its rich leaf-fall drifting on its roots.
The veins of forgotten springs will have opened.
Families will be singing in the fields.
In their voices they will hear a music
risen out of the ground. They will take
nothing from the ground they will not return,
whatever the grief at parting. Memory,
native to this valley, will spread over it
like a grove, and memory will grow
into legend, legend into song, song
into sacrament. The abundance of this place,
the songs of its people and its birds,
will be health and wisdom and indwelling
light. This is no paradisal dream.
Its hardship is its possibility.
Source: Clearing by Wendell Berry, 1977

7.32: 200 Visionaries Share Their Vision by Frederic and Mary Ann Brussat (360 words) 
     (Review of the book 100 Words: Two Hundred Visionaries Share Their Hope for the Future by William Murtha)
     After a near-death experience, [William] Murtha gave up his business career and decided to devote himself to being a meaning maker. He sent out a query to 200 visionaries to ascertain their thoughts on what it takes to make a positive impact on the world: “Please share empowering stories and thoughts that best encapsulate your insight, wisdom, and feelings on how we can move towards a more just, fulfilling, and peaceful world.”
     …Here are two examples:
     “The future well-being of humanity and the Earth is dependent on a new world view in which the care of the planet, the nourishment of the soul, and the nurturing of the human community are integrated and seen as a continuum. As the trinity of egalité, liberté, and fraternité, now we need a new trinity for the age of ecology which has wholeness, integrity, and cohesion. I propose the trinity of soil, soul, and society. Our reverence for the Earth, our care of the soul, and a just order in society represent a vision of sustainability, spirituality, and justice.” by Satish Kumar [Satish Kumar is an Indian British activist and editor. He has been a Jain monk, nuclear disarmament advocate, pacifist, and is the current editor of Resurgence & Ecologist magazine.]
     “You are a part of me, and I am a part of you. When one reaches out to another, then one transforms to two. But two is never separate from the one it was before. If anything two is the possibility of one becoming more. And if there were no counting, no numbers to create a wall, when we looked in the face of one, we would see the face of all. Can you imagine what our world would be like if we chose to see every thought, word, and action through this lens — including the other-than-human relatives that we share this Sacred Planet with? The future is being created now. by Julia Butterfly Hill [Julia Lorraine Hill is an American environmental activist and tax redirection advocate. She is best known for having lived in a 180-foot-tall, roughly 1500-year-old California redwood tree for 738 days between December 10, 1997 and December 18, 1999.]
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/view/19894/100-words

7.33: Awakening to Dreams by Gregg Levoy (235 words)
     Dreams bubble up from the unconscious, which seems to contain an image of the way we’re supposed to be, and works toward the expression of this potential the way a sculptor works toward releasing the statue held inside a rock. To ignore dreams is to hide the sculptor’s tools, to tear out pages from our own stories, to cut ourselves off from that place from which our own callings emanate. …
     Dreams point us toward what we need for growth, integration, expression, and the health of our relationships to person, place and thing. …They’re the imagination at work while we sleep. They’re meaning machines. … “Dreams don’t come true,” says author Tom Robbins. “They are true.” …
     Dreams tell us how we really feel about something, help us fine-tune our direction, show us our unfinished business, and remind us how much bigger our lives are than what we know consciously. In fact, dreams show us that consciousness itself is a scrabbling around at the hem of something so big it would short us out if we understood its true dimensions. … 
     Dreaming is about waking up. The unconscious often knows things about which we’re otherwise in the dark, things which in the broad daylight of consciousness remain invisible to us, just as the stars play to an empty house during the day when the sun is shining. Some things can only be seen when it’s dark.
Source: Callings: Finding and Following an Authentic Life by Gregg Levoy

7.34: Ten Mistakes to Avoid When Chasing Your Dream by Ann Davis (379 words)
     …I’ve learned some huge mistakes to avoid when chasing your dream.
1. Letting discouragement overwhelm you: Believe in yourself and the possibility of your dreams coming true, without letting discouragement rob you of the faith you have in yourself. …
2. Denying your current situation: If your current situation is not ideal, don’t live in denial. …Instead, accept the situation you’re in and then work toward changing it. …
3. Dwelling on the past: Holding on to a painful past will fill you with doubts when you’re trying to pursue your dreams. You won’t be able to handle obstacles that arise and you’ll spend your energy on worries and regrets. …So, let the past be gone but cling to the good memories….
4. Procrastinating: …Time wasted cannot be recovered. It’s just like a river; once you touch the water flowing past you, it will never flow back toward you again. Do what you’re supposed to do, when it’s supposed to be done.
5. Neglecting your body: Don’t ever forget to take care of your body. …If you don’t, you will get sick, mentally and physically, and this will prevent you from working toward your goal. …
6. Waiting for help to chase you: Knock on doors. Will doors be shut on you? Sure, more than you can count. …If doors close, go in through the window. If that means changing the course of your plan, please do so; change will not mean losing your dream.
7. Taking it personally when people judge you: …When people judge, it has more to do with their own fears and insecurities than you. …Turn a deaf ear to these judgments. Feel proud of the journey you’re taking.
8. Dwelling on the negative: It’s impossible to only focus on the positive, but dwelling on the negative all the time is like a bomb waiting to explode. …Releasing your negative feelings will leave you at peace and you will be able to focus on the positive even in tough times.
9. Comparing yourself to others: Comparison leads to jealousy and envy. …Turn the focus on what you have instead of what you don’t have and be grateful for it.
10. Trying to get approval for your dream: Your dream is a vehicle, and you’re the driver. Don’t let the passengers map the road for you.
Source: https://tinybuddha.com/blog/10-mistakes-to-avoid-when-chasing-your-dream/

7.35: Why Come to Church? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (211 words)
     The question is, ‘Why do we come to a church, generally, and to a Unitarian Universalist church, specifically?’ We do not come to escape religion, but to find a religion worthy of our struggle and yearning because we have learned that other religious traditions can neither engage nor satisfy our yearning. We come seeking to clarify our beliefs. We come trying to make sense of the thoughts and fears and hopes that awake us at four in the morning and that won’t let us go back to sleep. We come because we don’t have a religious language that allows us to put our experience into words and make sense of it. We come to make meaning, to give words to the inarticulate. 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1][bookmark: OLE_LINK2]     The Rev. Laurel Hallman, Minister Emerita of the First Unitarian Church of Dallas observed, People “…come to church to nourish their spiritual natures, to give voice to their hopes and their despair, to speak depth-to-depth with others, finding their natures beyond psychological language, and their purpose beyond political categories. They come to find meaning, purpose, and understanding in the religious language of the centuries, of necessity broken open yet one more time through association, through cognitive dissonance, through the naming of common yearnings and hopes as well as failures.” All of this can help us answer questions about mission and vision.
Source: Touchstones

7.36: Tragic World / Comic Vision by Rev. Will Saunders (276 words)
     …We live in a world of conflict, large and small, major and petty, at all levels of human interaction—from the national to the personal.
     …Those who live out of a tragic world view see life as a battlefield of contending forces: good against evil, right against wrong …or simply us against them. The tragic world view is dualistic by nature. The mere fact of human difference invites conflict. 
     …Alongside our most sacred concerns and deepest convictions is our easy tendency to transform intensity into intolerance, assertiveness into aggressiveness, and vitality into violence. 
     …What characterizes the comic vision? Playfulness, childlikeness, humility, flexibility, adaptability, geniality, friendliness, a willingness to compromise and collaborate. The comic vision is grounded in an appreciation for the muddiness of [the] human condition, even in its noblest aspirations, and the ambiguities of truth and goodness. People and events and situations are rarely divisible into neat categories of right and wrong, superior and inferior. That is much too simplistic. …Alfred North Whitehead, once said, “Seek simplicity, then distrust it.” Life is much more complex than our limited experience of it. And therefore, we all need a good dose of humility. …The comic vision topples our idols, punctures self-righteous causes and deflates pomposity. It calls into question our professions of self-importance and self-righteousness. It reminds us of our humanity, our finiteness, our fallibility, our foolishness. …In the comic world, we are able to embrace each other ...as bumbling lumps of humanity.
     The tragic vision is prevented from [this]…. Comedy is the great leveler. Kings become slaves; …Cinderella is fitted with a glass slipper. …[Let us] live by each other’s happiness—not by each other’s misery.
Source: no longer online

8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
     Youth
     Tapestry of Faith
No resources identified. See Junior High, Multigenerational, and Adult programs listed.
Adults
     Vision
8.1: Resistance and Transformation: An Adult Program on Unitarian Universalist Social Justice History
8.1.1: Workshop 7: Utopianism
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/resistance/workshop7
“Those of us who are alive in these times have a clear and evident mission. We have a compelling moral purpose that can direct our lives and our energies: We are about saving the world. So what is our part?” Marilyn Sewell, “Reclaiming the American Dream,” in A People So Bold
This workshop will:
· Introduce the premises of utopian and apocalyptic thought and identify strands of both in contemporary Unitarian Universalism
· Present the story of Brook Farm a 19th-century utopian community founded by Unitarians
· Examine the utility of utopian and apocalyptic approaches for Unitarian Universalist social justice work.

     Words & Deeds of Prophetic Women and Men
8.2: What We Choose: An Adult Program on Ethics for Unitarian Universalists
8.2.1: Workshop 2: Unchanging Truths
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/ethics/workshop2
Participants will:
· Learn about Kantian/deontological ethics
· Examine whether unchanging moral truth(s) exist which pertain to all people, at all times, and in all circumstances
· Identify unchanging or absolute ethical precepts in the seven Unitarian Universalist Principles and other commonly held Unitarian Universalist values
· Expand understanding of how ethical ideas and systems influence decisions and actions in their lives
· Consider the benefits and limits of a system of ethics grounded in Unitarian Universalist Principles.
8.2.2: Workshop 9: An Ethic of Risk
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/ethics/workshop9
Participants will:
· Learn the central elements of Welch’s ethic of risk
· Consider the challenges and possibilities offered by Welch’s ethic of risk
· Learn about labor organizer Dolores Huerta and explore ways in which her work demonstrates an ethic of risk
· Weigh an ethic of risk against other ethical frameworks explored in this program
· Reflect on how their religious, spiritual, and community life does and does not support them in choosing actions they regard as moral, and what changes they might make in that regard.
 
9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Beautiful Vision by Van Morrison (4:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Yq4VvE2s0V0
9.2: Fourteen Black Paintings by Peter Gabriel (4:32)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VckWkjTOTC4
9.3: Heaven Is in Your Mind by Three Dog Night (2:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Rx58LJ1LfuA
9.4: The Sound of Silence by Simon & Garfunkel (3:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RZYpzXjdtwg
9.5: When Will I Change by Best Coast (3:44)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TKg2F43tyv0
9.6: A Show of Hands by Rush (5:17)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nlUhIXZnFYw
9.7: Darkness Be My Friend by Bruce Dickinson (1:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tyFTCLiKecs
9.8: Aquarius/Let the Sunshine by The Fifth Dimension (4:49)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=06X5HYynP5E

10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
10.1: Start with Why by Simon Sinek (5:00)
People know what they do and how they do it, but the secret is knowing why you do it.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IPYeCltXpxw&t=17s 
(Here's the link to the Original Version of this amazing, inspiring and thought provoking talk by Simon Sinek: Start with why - how great leaders inspire action: http://youtu.be/u4ZoJKF_VuA)

10.2: Mission Statement by Doug Walker (4:34)
Sometimes when something happens you come home and hit the recorder and speak your words. These are my words for what I believe, what I share & who I am.
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/107111577

     TED Talks
       Mission
10.3: How to know your life purpose in 5 minutes by Adam Leipzig (10:33)
Leipzig shares five questions that help explore one’s life purpose.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vVsXO9brK7M

10.4: Don't find a job, find a mission by Celeste Headlee (16:38)
Celeste Headlee sees finding a career which will truly inspire you is much like dating - it takes time and lots of experiments. And the ideal job is no more realistic than the dream man or woman.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VVx6ntr5OqI

10.5: My Mission Statement by Samantha Johnson (12:15) 
In this honest and moving talk, Samantha Johnson, a finalist for "America's Got Talent" 2015; tells the story of pursuing her passion for music in her own terms. Inspired by her childhood dreams.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t-azpog0DsU

10.6: Why am I here? Discover Your Personal & Professional Mission by David Anderson (16:34)
Growing up we most likely all heard that we need to find our passion, follow our dreams and make a difference in the world. Yet the majority of us feels that we are not living up to our full potential, waiting for that life-changing opportunity to knock on our door. David shares his wisdom on how one can create passion rather than find it. With humor and practical wisdom, he reminds us that sometimes we even have to deal with the obstacles and disruptive events in our life to find the true success and get back on the track to change the world.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JaECsnWJAWA

10.7: Finding Your Personal Mission in Life by Philip Krinks (7:27)
Philip Krinks was happy and successful in his job as a management consultant. He was challenged and passionate about the work. But something was missing. Was this career being true to his personal mission? Krinks drew on a reflective walk in the country and embarked on a larger journey that led from a corporate job to a post as a Christian pastor. He charts that journey and offers insight and lessons on identifying one's path in life and work.
Video Link: https://www.ted.com/talks/philip_krinks_finding_your_personal_mission_in_life#t-439659

10.8: The Power of a Mission by James Andrews (13:13) 
By embracing and focusing on his architectural firm’s mission, he found a greater purpose. He learned the power of a mission to create change whose impact can be immeasurable.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RGspRiwXyw8
     Vision
10.9: Building Vision: How to Think about the Future by Matthew Mitchell (18:08)
How we think about the future is perhaps even more important than what we think about the future. By unitizing a method for visioning we can help build the future we want and need, rather than simply reacting to a future that happens to us. Matthew Mitchell has researched the future for nearly 20 years helping organizations, governments, institutions, and individuals invent better futures through policy, investment, and planning.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F1221vN7

10.10: Your Vision Statement Sucks by Cameron Herold (16.23)
Cameron Herold started his first business at seven and has been a relentless entrepreneur ever since. As the COO, Cameron led the company 1-800-GOT-JUNK? to increase its revenue from $2 million in 2000 to $105 million. …Cameron has been utilizing his success, experience and skills to consult, mentor, and inspire other entrepreneurs for over two decades.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GCgK5M3hY8Y

10.11: Creating Vision by Thaddeus Stegall (11:59)
His talk on Creating Vision: Patience, Wisdom, and a Preference for the People will explore the concept of vision, the power it holds, and what it requires of the visionary. He will share how vision creates humility by requiring patience; vision shapes the future by requiring wisdom; and most importantly how vision brings people together by requiring a preference for the people.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SE4BEPlUuDc
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