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Please attribute the authors of these resources in the Order of Service and in the service itself.

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources

Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

This sample order of service illustrates one way to break the sermon (aka talk, lecture, etc.) into two or three parts. One part would use one of the sermon excerpts provided below, while the other one or two parts would be based on the theme and written and delivered by members of your congregation. An alternative using two parts would be to use two of the sermon excerpts in this packet.

Announcements
Gathering Music

Opening Words
Hymn
Chalice Lighting (either spoken by worship leader or in unison by congregation)
Sung Response #123 Spirit of Life by Carolyn McDade (remain seated)

Spirit of Life, come unto me. Sing in my heart all the stirrings of compassion.

Blow in the wind, rise in the sea; move in the hand giving life the shape of justice.

Roots hold me close; wings set me free; Spirit of Life, come to me, come to me.

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

Meeting and Greeting (invite people to greet each other)
Music 
Exploration I 
Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the

congregation on the theme or use part of one of the sermons in section 11. 

(If you are just doing two explorations, eliminate this one.)

Sharing of Joys and Sorrows (with lighting of candles or another ritual)

(unison response) For the joys shared, we join you in celebration. For the sorrows and concerns spoken here, may you feel our sympathy and compassion. For all that remains unspoken, both joy and sorrow, may the caring of our community offer you both kindness and hope.

Readings from the Common Bowl (use ten quotes from the Touchstones journal read by two people alternating—don’t read the names of the authors of the quotes, but allow a few beats between them so people can absorb the words and the meaning.)

Exploration II             Use one of the sermon excerpts provided below (ten minutes/1,000 words)
Offering

Reading or Responsive Reading

Exploration III
Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again.

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Water! Earth! Air! Fire! by Rev. Peter S. Raible (85 words)
1.2: Let Us Sing a Song to the Eternal by Eric Williams (86 words)
1.3: Come, all you who seek truth by Rev. Dorothy Boroush (114 words)
1.4: For Five Thousand Years, Or More by Rev. Matthew Johnson (368 words)
1.5: Invocation for Difficult Times by Elena Westbrook (172 words)
1.6: Being Human Means We Are of This Earth by Sweethome Teacup (156 words)
1.7: All of Us Are Beautiful by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (106 words)
1.8: As surely as we belong to the universe by Rev. Margaret Keip (38 words)
1.9: Children of the earth and sky by Alice Berry (80 words)
1.10: Committed to Respond by Rev. Lynn Harrison (115 words)
1.11: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: There is Light by Eric Williams (103 words)
2.2: All Animal Chalice by Mark Causey (113 words)
2.3: For the Web of Life by Rev. Paul Sprecher (41 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #14 The Sun at High Noon

3.2: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.3: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.4: SLT #27 I Am That Great and Fiery Force

3.5: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken

3.6: SLT #42 Morning, So Fair to See
3.7: SLT #44 We Sing of Golden Mornings

3.8: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter

3.9: SLT #52 In Sweet Fields of Autumn

3.10: SLT #53 I Walk the Unfrequented Road

3.11: SLT #54 Now Light is Less

3.12: SLT #59 Almond Trees, Renewed in Bloom

3.13: SLT #60 In Time of Silver Rain

3.14: SLT #71 In the Spring with Plow and Harrow

3.15: SLT #73 Chant for the Seasons

3.16: SLT #74 On the Dusty Earth Drum

3.17: SLT #75 The Harp at Nature’s Advent

3.18: SLT #76 For Flowers That Bloom about Our Feet

3.19: SLT #81 The Wordless Mountains Bravely Still
3.20: SLT #82 The Land of Bursting Sunrise
3.21: SLT #91 Mother of All in Every Age

3.22: SLT #94 What Is This Life

3.23: SLT #155 Circle Round for Freedom

3.24: SLT #163 For the Earth Forever Turning

3.25: SLT #174 O Earth, You Are Surpassing Fair

3.26: SLT #175 We Celebrate the Web of Life 

3.27: SLT #203 All Creatures of the Earth and Sky

3.28: SLT #207 Earth Was Given as a Garden

3.29: SLT #301 Touch the Earth, Reach the Sky!

3.30: SLT #302 Children of the Human Race

3.31: SLT #303 We Are the Earth Upright and Proud

3.32: SLT #309 Earth id Our Homeland

3.33: SLT #310 The Earth is Home
3.34: SLT #317 We Are Not Our Own

3.35: SLT #328 I Sought the Wood in Summer

3.36: SLT #342 O Slowly, Slowly, The Return

3.37: SLT #353 Golden Break the Dawn

3.38: The Web of Life by Bruce Callander

      Singing the Journey 

3.39: SJT #1000 Morning Has Come

3.40: SJT #1001 Breaths

3.41: SJT #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.42: SJT #1005 Praise in Springtime

3.43: SJT #1011 Return Again

3.44: SJT #1052 The Oneness of Everything

3.45: SJT #1063 Winter Solstice Chant

3.46: SJT #1064 Blue Boat Home

3.47: SJT #1065 Alabanza

3.48: SJT #1066 O Brother Sun
3.49: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden

3.50: SJT #1068 Rising Green

3.51: SJT #1069 Ancient Mother

3.52: SJT #1070 Mother I Feel You

3.53: SJT #1071 On the Dusty Earth Drum

3.54: SJT #1073 The Earth is Our Mother

     Choral Music 

3.55: Everything She Touches by Joan Szymko
3.56: My Soul Is Awakened by Brad Burrill
3.57: Oh Earth by Evan Hammell
3.58: Stars Above and Earth Below by Rob Swenson
3.59: The Dark Around Us, Come by Giselle Wyers

     Popular Music

3.60: Morning Has Broken by Cat Stevens (3:16)

3.61: Gaia by James Taylor (5:31)

3.62: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)

3.63: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:55)

3.64: Human You by Peter Mayer (4:17)

3.65: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:13)

3.66: John’s Garden by Peter Mayer (5:31)

3.67: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)

3.68: Awake by Peter Mayer (3:59)

3.69: God is a River by Peter Mayer (3:58)

3.70: All the World is One by Peter Mayer (3:46)

3.71: Ordinary Day by Peter Mayer (4:12)

3.72: Church of the Earth by Peter Mayer (5:00)

3.73: The Garden by Peter Mayer (3:46)

3.74: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (4:30)

3.75: O Sun by Peter Mayer (3:20)

3.76: Ocean Mary by Peter Mayer (4:08)

3.77: Winter Woods by Peter Mayer (5:00)

3.78: Coming Home by Peter Mayer (3:48)

3.79: Earth Town Square by Peter Mayer (4:15)

3.80: Like a Mountain by Peter Mayer (4:40)

3.81: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:01)

3.82: Africa by Peter Mayer (6:23)

3.83: World of Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:23)

3.84: Camping by the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:34)

3.85: The String by Peter Mayer (4:37)

3.86: Hawk and Whale by Peter Mayer (5:08)

3.87: The Rainbow by Peter Mayer (3:58)

3.88: After the Gold Rush (Live at Farm Aid 1998) by Neil Young (4:02)

3.89: Mother Nature’s Son (Remastered 2009) by The Beatles (2:48)

3.90: Saltwater by Julian Lennon (1991) (4:08)

3.91: Song for a Dying Planet by Joe Walsh (1:54)

3.92: Mercy, Mercy Me (The Ecology) by Marvin Gaye (3:17)

3.93: Big Yellow Taxi by Counting Crows with Vanessa Carlton (3:46)

3.94: Coming Down (with Peter Gabriel “Down to Earth”) by The Soweto Gospel Choir (4:43)

3.95: Seventh Sunrise by Michael Card (4:18)

3.96: Creation by Burning Spear (2:12)

3.97: Never Turn Your Back On Mother Earth by the Sparks (2:09)

3.98: Last Great American Whale by Lou Reed (3:46)

3.99: Be the Rain by Neil Young & Crazy Horse (10:32)

3.100: S.O.S. (Mother Nature) by Will.I.Am (5:55)

3.101: Out in the Country by Three Dog Night (3:19) 

3.102: Earth Song by Sara Noxx & Project Pitchfork (6:56)

3.103: Wake Up America by Miley Cyrus (2:43)

3.104: Homeward Through The Haze by Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young (1974) (4:22)

3.105: Hungry Planet by The Byrds (5:01)

3.106: Missa Gaia – Earth Mass by PAUL WINTER Consort (1982) (1:14:55)

3.107: Earth Mass (Missa Gaia) (1:40:50)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Grandmother Spider, Brings the Light, a retelling of a story from the Cherokee (373 words)

5.0: Meditations

5.1: Crystal of Creation by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (100 words)
5.2: We Are Part of the Mystery by Rev. Andrew C. Backus (118 words)

5.3: The Healing Moment by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (278 words)

5.4: The Memory for Creation Rev. Burton D. Carley (151 words)

5.5: For the Earth and Its Creatures by Rev. Gary Kowalski (132 words)

5.6: Meditation for a Beautiful Day by Rev. Sara Campbell (210 words)

5.7: Guided Meditation for Potential by Martha Kirby Capo (457 words)
5.8: Pebble Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (483 words)
5.9: The Work of Creation by Rev. Israel Buffardi (356 words)
5.10: In this time of meditation by Rev. Martha Munson (153 words)
5.11: Let Us Make This Earth a Heaven by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (224 words)
5.12: Meditation on Planting by David Snedden (439 words)
5.13: Meditation on the Four Directions by Rev. Julia Hamilton (695 words)
5.14: The Last Leaf by Rev. David M. Horst (314 words)
5.15: This Is How We Are Called by Kimberly Beyer-Nelson (101 words)
5.16: We Thank You Sky for Your Blue by Rev. Gary Kowalski (75 words)
5.17: Wise Woman Redwood by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (55 words)
5.18: Fierce Urgency by Rev. Ashley Horan (211 words)
5.19: Grounding by Jess Reynolds (165 words)
5.20: This Is Our Home, But Not Just Ours by Rev. Laura Bogle (187 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: The Lord’s Prayer, revised by Rev. Fred F. Keip, Jr. (75 words)
6.2: Thy Glorious Creation by Rev. Robert R. Walsh (100 words)
6.3: The spiraling, infinite dance by Martha Kirby Capo (32 words)
6.4: A Thanksgiving for the Elements by Eric Williams (67 words)
6.5: Prayer of Leaves by Rev. Andrew M. Hill (59 words)
6.6: Earth Day Prayer: In the Spirit of Indigenous Traditions by Rev. Vern Barnet (402 words)
6.7: The church is a body by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (206 words)
6.8: Praise the sun, the moon, the stars by Rev. Kathy A. Huff (156 words)

6.9: Prayer in Time of Transition by Rev. Julianne Lepp (81 words)
6.10: Re-Creation by Rev. Stephen Shick (143 words)
6.11: Embracing the Double-Edged Universe by Kyle Johnson (216 words)
6.12: Imperfectly Divine by Rev. Alix Klingenberg (115 words)
6.13: Prayer to Mother Earth by Rev. Lucy Bunch (188 words)
6.14: Bring Us Close to the Earth by Rev. Lyn Cox (153 words)
6.15: Drops of God by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (233 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #445 The Womb of Stars by Joy Atkinson

7.2: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry

7.3: SLT #478 A Prayer of Sorrow from UN Environmental Sabbath Program

7.4: SLT #490 Wild Geese by Mary Oliver

7.5: SLT #515 We Lift Up Our Heart in Thanks by Richard M. Fewkes

7.6: SLT #517 I am the Beauty of the Green Earth by Starhawk 

7.7: SLT #518 Grandfather, Look at Our Brokenness from Ojibway Indians

7.8: SLT # 520 O Our Mother of the Earth from the Tewa Indians

7.9: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Robert T. Weston

7.10: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver

7.11: SLT #550 We Belong to the Earth by Chief Noah Sealth

7.12: SLT #551 Earth Teach Me from Ute Indians

7.13: Simply Cherish the Earth by Rev. William F. Schulz (225 words)
7.14: All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens by Rev. John Millspaugh (125 words)

7.15: A Day! by Rev. Naomi King (189 words)

7.16: Litany for Those Lost to Climate Change by Rev. Erica Baron (204 words) 

7.17: A Time for Transformation by Rev. Kate Walker (299 words)
8.0: Readings

8.1: Reading for four voices and unison response by Rev. Sydney A. Morris (401 words)

8.2: I pledge allegiance to the earth on which I stand by Rev. Vern Barnet (43 words)

8.3: The Wounding of Our World by Joanna Macy (446 words)

8.4: Beatitudes for a New Creation by James Conlon (145 words)

8.5: The Third Movement Begins by Joanna Macy (257 words)

8.6: Beatitudes for the Earth by Rev. Richard Gilbert (188 words)

8.7: I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life by Rev. Vern Barnet (90 words)

8.8: Psalm 104 adapted by Robyn Kermes (176 words)

8.9: Reflections from the River by Rev. Burton Carley (363 words)

8.10: Creation is a Wonder by Rev. Thomas E. Ahlburn (209 words)

8.11: Creation’s Seventh Sunrise by Michael Card (167 words)

8.12: It’s in the Details by Rev. William F. Schulz (246 words)

8.13: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (103 words)

8.14: Gratitude by Rev. Max Kapp (62 words)
8.15: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
8.16: Field at Table by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (106 words)
8.17: Earth by Rev. Marco Belletini (244 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)

9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)

9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)

9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)

9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)

9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)

9.7: The Power of Our Thoughts by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)
10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Participants of the Universe by Rev. Norman V. Naylor (37 words)

10.2: Let us sing the magic of imagination by Rev. Susan L. Van Dreser (90 words)
10.3: Benediction by Wangari Maathai (53 words)

10.4: The beauty of your ancient hands by Rev. Kenneth Patton (52 words)

10.5: Majesty of Creation by Rev. Stephan Papa (68 words)
10.6: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)
10.7: Be a Branch of the Tree of Life by Rev. Norman Naylor (69 words)
10.8: Four Element Blessing by Eric Williams (55 words)
10.9: Go in peace, speak the truth by Rev. Gary Kowalski (57 words)
10.10: May we never rest by Rev. John Cummins (52 words)
10.11: Cooperation for Human Creativity by Rev. Denise Cawley (26 words)
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: We Never Left the Garden by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Touchstones) (1,512 words)

11.2: How Wisdom Comes by Rev. Jay E. Abernathy, Jr. (excerpt, full text no longer online) (901 words)

11.3: The Spirit of Creativity by Rev. Barbara Wells ten Hove (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,413 words)

11.4: Breath of Life by Rev. Beth Chronister (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,112 words)

11.5: This Holy Ground by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Touchstones) (1,460 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Water! Earth! Air! Fire! by Rev. Peter S. Raible (85 words)
     Water! Earth! Air! Fire!

     Water: nurturer of life, sustainer of growth, basic to every living thing;

     Earth: where every seedling takes root; the ground of our being, our home and point of outlook; 

     Air: in every breath we acknowledge the atmosphere wherein we live; the elixir of our existence;

     Fire: thwarter of cold, light against the darkness, symbol of the burning human spirit.

     Water! Earth! Air! Fire! These signify the larger unity of all life and the glory of creation wherein our spirits are embraced.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5429.shtml
1.2: Let Us Sing a Song to the Eternal by Eric Williams (86 words)
Let us sing a song to the Eternal.
Let the earth and her children break forth in song.
Let the sky and its creatures in chorus reply. 
Let the sea and all that is within it sound out praise.
Let the storms raise their voices, the river clap their hands, and the mountains echo a verse from their rocky peaks.  
May we who are gathered here this morning sing with great rejoicing so that we can fulfill our part in the great choir of all Creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/let-us-sing-song-eternal
1.3: Come, all you who seek truth by Rev. Dorothy Boroush (114 words)
     Come, all you who seek truth, abide in love, and honor peace, enter into this house with thanksgiving; come into these gates with praise. Enter into this sacred space, all you who hunger for righteousness. Through these doors, all footsteps lead to the source of our being, where we shall be filled.

     For as we come together, as we congregate for holy purposes, two essences are required: First, the assemblage of the faithful—the numberless, nameless throng of seekers; Second, the ineffable presence—the numinous, infinite God.

     We invoke both entities; we beckon to the worshiper to join the consecrated rites; and we summon the Spirit of love, the eternal God of all creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5189.shtml
1.4: For Five Thousand Years, Or More by Rev. Matthew Johnson (368 words)
     For five thousand years, or more,
more than fifteen thousand generations,
human beings have been invoking spiritual power.
My predecessors, and yours,
have gathered together
to make sense of their lives
and their place in the cosmos.

     And they have spoken aloud,
and invited what they conceived as sacred and powerful to be with them.

     They called upon the spirits of air and earth, fire and water.
They called the bear and dear.
They asked for the raven to protect them.
They pleaded for the heroes of old to slay the monsters of their fears.
They sung songs they learned from their grandparents, and moved in the appointed ways, or in ways that were new, but felt like the right thing to do.

     And they imputed power to these spirits, and to the memories of those heroes.
They called them gods.
And they were invoked.  
Vishnu and Kali,
Elohim, Odin, and a hundred million others.
Every group of people,
everywhere:
they gathered to make sense of their lives and to make sense of their place in the cosmos, and they called these spirits to be present to them.

    And so do we.
We gather this morning
to make sense of ourselves and this universe in which we live, as best we are able.
And we call ourselves to worship together, and we invoke the power and wonder of life itself, that to which all those spirits of animals, and memories of heroes pointed the way.

     We invoke that power,
which is, we know, always around, always with us, but which we sometimes forget about.
We forget that we are part of the whole of creation.
We forget that we are stardust.
We forget that we are capable of miracles, first among them, that we can love.
We forget these things,
so we invoke the power of existence
so that we can remember.
So we can lift our eyes and open our ears to the true and beautiful.

     For five thousand years, or more,
we have done this.
In many tongues, in many ways,
we have done this.
And so we continue that ancient tradition, in our way and in our time, and so let us now worship together

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/for-five-thousand-years
1.5: Invocation for Difficult Times by Elena Westbrook (172 words)
     When all around us voices are raised in anger,
hatred spilling into the streets and sparking more hatred,
sometimes the best we can do
is to sink our hands into the soil.

     Let the fights over abstractions ebb away, flow like water into the earth. Fill your fingers with dirt that is itself the product of rocks worn to powder over millennia, leavened with particles of other lives—
lives of leaves and vegetables and other animals, once as warm and active as you are now. Everything dies and returns to its source, breaks down into the ingredients of some new life: bits of humus, squirming bacteria, a tiny egg.

     This is real: the sun warm on your back,
the soil cool under your bare feet,
a tiny new stem that will unfurl to grow a sweet red tomato,
and the hand of a friend gently helping you to rise.

     Even on our most difficult days, we can touch the soil and be grateful for the earth and the love that sustain us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/invocation-difficult-times
1.6: Being Human Means We Are of This Earth by Sweethome Teacup (156 words)
May we recognize and abandon the familiar attitudes and practices that do not serve the whole. We are who we are
and
we have the opportunity to be who we want to be,
to create a new inheritance for the future.
May our thoughts, words, and actions in our daily lives
assist in dismantling paradigms of oppression and suffering.
May we give thanks for our individual place in time and space,
to our families and our relationships that touch and change us.
May we give thanks to the wise teachers who help us remember how to be
and the chance to make it so.
Underneath and within these stories and histories is our humanity.
Being human means we are of this earth,
we are these waters, we are fire, and atmosphere, we are the Sun and the moon and the stars.
We are all that we see and the wisdom is revealed by looking in between.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/being-human-means-we-are-earth
1.7: All of Us Are Beautiful by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (106 words)
We come in a variety of colors, shapes, and sizes.
Some of us grow in bunches.
Some of us grow alone.
Some of us are cupped inward,
And some of us spread ourselves out wide.
Some of us are old and dried and tougher than we appear.
Some of us are still in bud.
Some of us grow low to the ground,
And some of us stretch toward the sun.
Some of us feel like weeds, sometimes.
Some of us carry seeds, sometimes.
Some of us are prickly, sometimes.
Some of us smell.
And all of us are beautiful.
What a bouquet of people we are!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/flower-communion
1.8: As surely as we belong to the universe by Rev. Margaret Keip (38 words)
As surely as we belong to the universe
we belong together.
We join here to transcend the isolated self,
to reconnect,
to know ourselves to be at home,
here on earth, under the stars,
linked with each other

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/25349.shtml
1.9: Children of the earth and sky by Alice Berry (80 words)
     Children of the earth and sky, we are nurtured, sustained, given warmth and light from above and below.

     Supported by earth’s strong, firm crust, we build our homes, till the fields, plant our gardens and orchards.

     When we turn from self and seek to be aware, we will find holy light in human faces, in blossom, birdsong, and sky.

     Then earth is truly our home, and we are one with all earth’s creatures,

     Parents of earth’s children yet to be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/27756.shtml
1.10: Committed to Respond by Rev. Lynn Harrison (115 words)
Committed to respond to the call of a wounded world…
We join together this day with loving hearts, hands and minds.
Embracing the interconnected web of water, air and earth…
We light a fire of sustaining hope, ever bright with love and justice.
May we bring forth this day new wisdom, strength and courage
To create a new world not of wealth, but well-being.
A world of new peace and abundance for all.
As we give thanks for this earth, our shared and singular home,
May we dedicate ourselves to its ongoing care.
Rising to the calls deep within us, and all around us…
May we respond today and always with courage and with love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/committed-respond
1.11: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)
We gather here to worship:
to seek the truth, to grow in love, to join in service;
to celebrate life’s beauty and find healing for its pain;
to honor our kinship with each other and with the earth;
to create a more compassionate world,
beginning with ourselves;
to wonder at the mystery that gave us birth;
to find courage for the journey’s end;
and to listen for the wisdom that guides us
in the quietness of this moment.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5440.shtml
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: There is Light by Eric Williams (103 words)
     In the beginning
There was light
Infinite and expansive
Flowing out from an unseen center.

     Throughout Creation
There is light
From the steady Sun
The glowing Moon
The flashing Meteor
The twinkling Stars
And the auroras dancing in the northern skies.

     Within each part of Creation
There is light
Slowed down and held close
By every cell and molecule
By each atom and element.

     Within you
There is light
The same light as the Source
The same radiance that is in all creatures.

     May this small flame
Be a constant reminder to you
Of your true nature
And your kinship with all beings.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/there-light 

2.2: All Animal Chalice by Mark Causey (113 words)
     We light this chalice, spark of the original fire of creation, to remind us that we all on this planet—the furred, the feathered, the finned, and the scaled, along with us featherless bipeds we are all made of the same star-stuff and all share a common destiny. We all share the same hopes of a life free from harm and suffering and the same aspirations of happiness, love, and flourishing—being able to express our own unique natures and capacities as best we may. We are just that many diverse perspectives from which the whole is seen and experienced. We are inextricably intertwined, interconnected and interdependent. And it is good.

Blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/all-animal-chalice
2.3: For the Web of Life by Rev. Paul Sprecher (41 words)

     We light this chalice for the web of life which sustains us,
For the sacred circle of life in which we have our being,
For the Earth, the Sky, Above and Below, and
For our Mother Earth, and for the Mystery.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/web-life
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #14 The Sun at High Noon
3.2: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.3: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.4: SLT #27 I Am That Great and Fiery Force
3.5: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken
3.6: SLT #42 Morning, So Fair to See
3.7: SLT #44 We Sing of Golden Mornings
3.8: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter

3.9: SLT #52 In Sweet Fields of Autumn
3.10: SLT #53 I Walk the Unfrequented Road
3.11: SLT #54 Now Light is Less
3.12: SLT #59 Almond Trees, Renewed in Bloom
3.13: SLT #60 In Time of Silver Rain
3.14: SLT #71 In the Spring with Plow and Harrow
3.15: SLT #73 Chant for the Seasons
3.16: SLT #74 On the Dusty Earth Drum
3.17: SLT #75 The Harp at Nature’s Advent
3.18: SLT #76 For Flowers That Bloom about Our Feet

3.19: SLT #81 The Wordless Mountains Bravely Still
3.20: SLT #82 The Land of Bursting Sunrise
3.21: SLT #91 Mother of All in Every Age

3.22: SLT #94 What Is This Life
3.23: SLT #155 Circle Round for Freedom

3.24: SLT #163 For the Earth Forever Turning

3.25: SLT #174 O Earth, You Are Surpassing Fair
3.26: SLT #175 We Celebrate the Web of Life 

3.27: SLT #203 All Creatures of the Earth and Sky

3.28: SLT #207 Earth Was Given as a Garden
3.29: SLT #301 Touch the Earth, Reach the Sky!

3.30: SLT #302 Children of the Human Race

3.31: SLT #303 We Are the Earth Upright and Proud

3.32: SLT #309 Earth id Our Homeland
3.33: SLT #310 The Earth is Home
3.34: SLT #317 We Are Not Our Own

3.35: SLT #328 I Sought the Wood in Summer
3.36: SLT #342 O Slowly, Slowly, The Return
3.37: SLT #353 Golden Break the Dawn
3.38: The Web of Life by Bruce Callander

Tune: L. v Beethoven Theme from 9th Symphony (Ode to Joy)
Sing of joy and gladness now

And evermore to Nature’s song

Open up our heart’s desire

With love that lasts our whole life long 
May the knowledge of our kinship

Spread throughout the universe,

Helping us to live our lives

In harmony with all the Earth.

All the sky is bright and glorious

All the Earth is filled with light,

When we see the Sun before us

Rising to dispel the night.

All the fears that once beset us

Fade before the rising dawn.

New-found joy comes now to let us

Join anew Creation’s song!

Sing of seas and sing of mountains!

Sing of forests and of plains!

All the universe before us

Sparkles with the falling rains!

Barren deserts, living oceans,

Teeming cities, countryside

Joined with us in joyful singing,

Celebrate the web of life!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/music/289945.shtml
      Singing the Journey 

3.39: SJT #1000 Morning Has Come
3.40: SJT #1001 Breaths
3.41: SJT #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.42: SJT #1005 Praise in Springtime
3.43: SJT #1011 Return Again
3.44: SJT #1052 The Oneness of Everything

3.45: SJT #1063 Winter Solstice Chant
3.46: SJT #1064 Blue Boat Home
3.47: SJT #1065 Alabanza
3.48: SJT #1066 O Brother Sun
3.49: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.50: SJT #1068 Rising Green
3.51: SJT #1069 Ancient Mother
3.52: SJT #1070 Mother I Feel You
3.53: SJT #1071 On the Dusty Earth Drum
3.54: SJT #1073 The Earth is Our Mother
     Choral Music 

3.55: Everything She Touches by Joan Szymko
(voicing: SAA) (level: medium) (length: 4:40) (piano)
The composer’s creativity never ceases to amaze. She discovered the Wiccan text for this piece when researching the triple goddess, Brigid, for a Celtic ritual Imbolc (Candlemas) choral presentation. Wicca relies heavily on ancient Celtic symbols, beliefs and celebrations) Her notes explain: The Goddess Triad archetype is found in many ancient Indo-European cultures, as well as in some mythologies of Africa and Asia.

Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=738
3.56: My Soul Is Awakened by Brad Burrill
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:00) (a cappella)
The poem by Anne Bronte is about the impact of the wind:
My soul is awakened, my spirit is soaring
And carried aloft on the wings of the breeze;
For above and around me the wild wind is roaring,
Arousing to rapture the earth and the seas.
The piece begins with the choir singing on nonsense syllables to imitate the flowing wind.
A joyful, upbeat piece, this will be fun to sing, and an interesting addition to a program.

Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=711
3.57: Oh Earth by Evan Hammell
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 2:59) (a cappella)
Oh earth, oh dewy mother, breathe on us
Something of all thy beauty and thy might,”
So begins this dramatic musical tribute to earth. Audiences will love this piece.
A programming idea: open AND close with this, letting it come around again

Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1515
3.58: Stars Above and Earth Below by Rob Swenson
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: ?) (Piano)
The imaginative Sarah Teasdale poem comes to vivid life via this creative musical setting.

Text by Sarah Teasdale

ONE by one, like leaves from a tree,
All my faiths have forsaken me;
But the stars above my head
Burn in white and delicate red,
And beneath my feet the earth
Brings the sturdy grass to birth.
I who was content to be
But a silken-singing tree,
But a rustle of delight
In the wistful heart of night,
I have lost the leaves that knew
Touch of rain and weight of dew.
Blinded by a leafy crown
I looked neither up nor down—
But the little leaves that die
Have left me room to see the sky;
Now for the first time I know
Stars above and earth below.

Source: https://sbmp.com/STM.php?CatalogNumber=1614
3.59: The Dark Around Us, Come by Giselle Wyers
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 6:45) (piano)
     This setting of Wendell Berry’s evocative poem “The Dark Around Us Come” can be sung as a stand-alone piece, or as the completion of a set of pieces Giselle Wyers calls “Three Hymns for the Earth”: 1: “The Dark Around Us Come, 2: I Go Among Trees, and 3: “The Waking”.
     In this poem, Berry describes an imaginary tribunal of all the elements and creatures of the earth, including humans: “light, leaf, foot, hand, and wing”. These living creatures meet in darkness- a darkness of spirit, or the literal darkness of a shadowed forest, to attempt reconciliation. Wendell Berry seems to suggest that humankind must come to “know” all of the earth and join in harmony with the planet as “One household high and low” so that “all the earth shall sing.” This piece embodies the sorrow of our failings to reconcile with the earth, but ends with a poignant hope and optimism, as is reflected in Berry’s simple yet radiant text. The composer hopes by singing this work, we will find a way towards “rejoicing mind and eye, rejoining known and knower.”
Text by Wendell Berry

The dark around us, come, Let us meet here together,
Members one of another, Here in our holy room,
Here on our little floor, Here in the daylit sky,
Rejoicing mind and eye,
Rejoining known and knower,
Light, leaf, foot, hand, and wing,
Such order as we know,
One household, high and low,
And all the earth shall sing.
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1528
     Popular Music

3.60: Morning Has Broken by Cat Stevens (3:16)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e0TInLOJuUM
3.61: Gaia by James Taylor (5:31)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ynttgx6lNL4
3.62: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WhsXl1_rEwI
3.63: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:55)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KiypaURysz4
3.64: Human You by Peter Mayer (4:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UMypU9Mn54A
3.65: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:13)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADl_q5u9dlU
3.66: John’s Garden by Peter Mayer (5:31)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tKgbmnPfZpo
3.67: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ksd0ACUvGdo
3.68: Awake by Peter Mayer (3:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q1dkIBNOBPo
3.69: God is a River by Peter Mayer (3:58)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=X5a6zK6Sn4o
3.70: All the World is One by Peter Mayer (3:46)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=D-ESaQz2IxI
3.71: Ordinary Day by Peter Mayer (4:12)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=I4Bxb1bxXCE
3.72: Church of the Earth by Peter Mayer (5:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3SDiFxcLmDs
3.73: The Garden by Peter Mayer (3:46)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7iKXFAGRc1w
3.74: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (4:30)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7r0gc715Uq4
3.75: O Sun by Peter Mayer (3:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H6U1yhpN7hE
3.76: Ocean Mary by Peter Mayer (4:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kVny6DpdGuw
3.77: Winter Woods by Peter Mayer (5:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nowLqfjOrVk
3.78: Coming Home by Peter Mayer (3:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i0JEjtl-U1w
3.79: Earth Town Square by Peter Mayer (4:15)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YeMrVQ9xHHA
3.80: Like a Mountain by Peter Mayer (4:40)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vbuyweye1gU
3.81: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:01)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1rQMMDpwjCs
3.82: Africa by Peter Mayer (6:23)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3-01F9XWqt4
3.83: World of Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:23)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=feSvUWtqof8
3.84: Camping by the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:34)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y7WTfQo4DoU
3.85: The String by Peter Mayer (4:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6Pn7nZ3zX-8
3.86: Hawk and Whale by Peter Mayer (5:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GpbpN6kCXKA
3.87: The Rainbow by Peter Mayer (3:58)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4HX7qwoMX-4
3.88: After the Gold Rush (Live at Farm Aid 1998) by Neil Young (4:02)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NOMaqe0LOmo
3.89: Mother Nature’s Son (Remastered 2009) by The Beatles (2:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TMMiXjwhODU
3.90: Saltwater by Julian Lennon (1991) (4:08)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ql1EnjVYrZM
3.91: Song for a Dying Planet by Joe Walsh (1:54)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZRcqkHwuqaM
3.92: Mercy, Mercy Me (The Ecology) by Marvin Gaye (3:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NtlV0j0uGaA
3.93: Big Yellow Taxi by Counting Crows with Vanessa Carlton (3:46)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tvtJPs8IDgU
3.94: Coming Down (with Peter Gabriel “Down to Earth”) by The Soweto Gospel Choir (4:43)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sVfp--syPX8
3.95: Seventh Sunrise by Michael Card (4:18)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YhlXLzmKgYY
3.96: Creation by Burning Spear (2:12)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6UaFB_m9X2A
3.97: Never Turn Your Back On Mother Earth by the Sparks (2:09)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=haf5s0b--zw
3.98: Last Great American Whale by Lou Reed (3:46)

Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xTlsSXNT2bg
3.99: Be the Rain by Neil Young & Crazy Horse (10:32)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PzSr0GpUeEk
3.100: S.O.S. (Mother Nature) by Will.I.Am (5:55)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xMdQBRjDOD0
3.101: Out in the Country by Three Dog Night (3:19) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s3gGn6t8Bog
3.102: Earth Song by Sara Noxx & Project Pitchfork (6:56)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j5v5p4RAh-s
3.103: Wake Up America by Miley Cyrus (2:43)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YNEZp8BWGEU
3.104: Homeward Through The Haze by Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young (1974) (4:22)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OY5uZPVKves
3.105: Hungry Planet by The Byrds (5:01)

Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NEK5a08T8Gs
3.106: Missa Gaia – Earth Mass by PAUL WINTER Consort (1982) (1:14:55)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bYGTZp-tqLo&t=1012s
3.107: Earth Mass (Missa Gaia) (1:40:50)

     The Earth Mass (Missa Gaia) is a child of the space age, born out of those adventures that enabled humans to view, for the first time in history, our planet home. This grand embrace began when the astronauts of Apollo 8, on Christmas Eve 1968, sent from the moon the “Earthrise” photo. The Earth Mass was created by the Paul Winter Consort in 1981, soon after they became artists-in-residence at the world’s largest cathedral, New York’s St. John the Divine, as an ecological, ecumenical celebration of “Mother Earth” (Missa Gaia in Greek). The performance in this DVD took place at St. Luke’s Episcopal Church in Portland, Maine, with a chorus of 175, during the 50th anniversary year of this milestone for humanity.

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3gouFKmOmQg
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Grandmother Spider, Brings the Light, a retelling of a story from the Cherokee (373 words)

     When the earth was first made, it was very dark, and the animals were afraid. One day Bear said, “I have seen light on the other side of the world, but the people will not share. Perhaps we could steal some for ourselves.”
     The others thought this was a splendid idea, and started to discuss who should go…. “I’ll go,” said fox.

     Fox went, and stole a piece of light in his mouth, but it was so hot it burned his mouth and he dropped it, and the fox still has a black mouth to this day.

     Possum tried next. He wrapped the light in his tail, and tried to drag it back, but it was too hot, and he dropped it. That is why no possum has fur on its tail.

     Crow said, “Let me try!” And he went off to steal the light, but when he got close, it singed all of his feathers, and he turned black. He was so afraid, he ran away.

     Finally, Grandmother Spider said, “I will go.” When she reached the light, she was surprised by how hot it was. She thought of a plan, and began to spin and spin with her silky web. Soon she had enough for a bag. She approached the light, and quick as a flash, tucked the light into her bag.

     When she got back, the animals were triumphant! “Hooray for Grandmother Spider!” They all shouted.

     Grandmother Spider was happy to give them the light. “We should hang the light in the sky, so all can be warmed by it,” she said. The other animals thought that too was a good idea, but how to get it in the sky?

     “I will go,” said Vulture. He took the bag of light, and put it on his head. It was hot, but he could stand it. He flew higher and higher, and the bag got hotter and hotter. He climbed higher, and his feathers turned black. Still higher, and the feathers on his head burned off! Still higher, and his head turned red. At the last possible second, he threw the light into the sky as hard as he could, and the Sun hung bright and beautiful, warming all the land.

   Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1/spider 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: Crystal of Creation by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (100 words)
     If there is a heaven, it is right here, right now,
in this particular arrangement of nature,
this happening of earth, moon, and star,
this constellation of instants,
this laden moment,
this flash of recognition,
this particle of time.

     If there is a god, it is all around us, everywhere,
in every blinking eye,
in every pulsing possibility,
in every ugliness, every beauty,
in every wholeness, every part.

     If there is an axiom in the universe
it is life,
it is love,
it is death,
it is hatred,
it is wanting and needing to be
in this crystal of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5483.shtml
5.2: We Are Part of the Mystery by Rev. Andrew C. Backus (118 words)
     Spirit of life -- mysterious power in all creation -- we stand before you now as countless others have stood asking that you make yourself known to us. 

     Let us find you in the glories and wonders of the world and in moments of great joy and ecstasy. 

     But most of all, let us find you in the commonplace: in that which we touch everyday. Let us find you in the familiar: in those whom we touch everyday. Let us find you in ourselves: at the center of our being. 

     Teach us in the careless, casual moments when we do not ask to be taught. And let us know that we are, indeed, part of the mystery. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/we-are-part-of-the-mystery
5.3: The Healing Moment by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (278 words)
     Each day I am newly reminded of my unworthiness—a dozen thoughts misspoken; another day when the good I do falls short of the good that I could do; myriad small interchanges; moments of sharing that strain to the breaking point my desire to be generous, helpful, and kind; months of careful work lost by a moment’s impatience, a careless word.

     But when I am here at the edge of creation, breaking with the small tide over the sand, the need to do good rolls away; the question of what is right diminishes to insignificance and is easily borne away by the tiny waves. Here, where no words are spoken, none are misspoken.

     I am with the broken stubble of the marsh grass that holds on through the wrecking wind and the burning flood. I am with the grains that mold themselves around everything, accepting even so unworthy a foot as mine, holding and shaping it until it feels that it belongs. I stand somewhere between truth and vision, and what I don’t know ceases to embarrass me, because what I do know is that the water feels gentle like a lover’s touch, and the sand welcomes it.

     What I have done or failed to do has left no noticeable mark on creation. What I do or don’t do is of no moment now. Now I am here and grateful to be touched, calmed, and healed by the immense pattern of the universe. And when I die, it will be an honor for my blood to return to the sea and my bones to become the sand. Reassured, I am called back to my life, to another day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/healing-moment
5.4: The Memory for Creation Rev. Burton D. Carley (151 words)
     I do not know if the seasons remember their history or if the days and nights by which we count time remember their own passing. 

     I do not know if the oak tree remembers its planting or if the pine remembers its slow climb toward sun and stars. 

     I do not know if the squirrel remembers last fall’s gathering or if the bluejay remembers the meaning of snow. 

     I do not know if the air remembers …[the past] or if the night remembers the moon. 

     I do not know if the earth remembers the flowers from last spring or if the evergreen remembers that it shall stay so. 

     Perhaps that is the reason for our births—to be the memory for creation. 

     Perhaps salvation is something very different than anyone ever expected. Perhaps this will be the only question we will have to answer: “What can you tell me about …[creation]?”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5479.shtml
5.5: For the Earth and Its Creatures by Rev. Gary Kowalski (132 words)
We give thanks for the earth and its creatures 
    and are grateful from A to Z: 

For alligators, apricots, acorns and apple trees; 
For bumblebees, bananas, blueberries and beagles; 
Coconuts, crawdads, cornfields and coffee; 
Daisies, elephants, and flying fish; 
For groundhog, glaciers and grasslands; 
Hippos and hazelnuts, icicles and iguanas; 
For juniper, jackrabbits and junebugs; 
Kudzo and kangaroos, lightning bugs and licorice; 
For mountains and milkweed and mistletoe; 
Narwhals and nasturtiums, otters and ocelots; 
For peonies and persimmons and polar bears; 
Quahogs and Queen Anne’s Lace; 
For raspberries and roses; 
Salmon and sassafras, tornadoes and tulipwood; 
Urchins and valleys and waterfalls; 
Yaks and yams and yogurt. 
We are grateful, good Earth, not least of all, 
For zinnias, zucchini, and zebras, 
And for the alphabet of wonderful things 
    that are simple as ABC.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/grateful-for-creatures-a-to-z
5.6: Meditation for a Beautiful Day by Rev. Sara Campbell (210 words)
     Ah, how beautiful is this day. How crisp and clean the air. How clear the sky. How full of life the teeming earth. And we are alive! Yes, we feel the beat of our own hearts, the pulsing of life in our veins, the rhythm of our breathing. We come into the silence of this time with gratitude for this day.

     We come also with our needs. Our gratitude stirs us to praise and sing our thanksgiving. Our loneliness draws us into the company of others. Our restlessness draws us into these moments of quiet. Our longing for the spirit brings us before the mystery of the holy. Our desire to heal our own wounds and the wounds of our world brings us here to renew our strength and hope.

     And we come into this space because we have gifts to share: words of healing and encouragement for those who are burdened; songs of praise and hope; smiles of comfort and affection; deeds of love and kindness.

     Each of us comes to dip into the well that nourishes our hungry spirits. Each of us comes with our own cup of goodness to pour into the well. We drink together. May we be strengthened in our bonds of love and peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5477.shtml
5.7: Guided Meditation for Potential by Martha Kirby Capo (457 words)
     I invite you now into a time of meditation. You may wish to adjust your position: your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs, your eyelids relaxed and half-closed, your breathing soft and easy.

[Silence]
     The day has been muted and grey, the sun hidden behind a scrim of clouds so diffused they seem like the underside of a gauze canvas draped across the sky. The air, neither cold nor warm, is damp against your skin. You find yourself near a grove of pine trees: loblollies and larches, hemlocks and Austrian pines standing off to the side, slightly removed from the path you’re on, the direction you’re heading. The someplace else you’re supposed to be. [Short silence] Step off the path for a few minutes. Find a spot under one of the trees and settle in.

[Silence]
     Notice the patterns in the bark of the branches. Furrowed and flaky, bark peels away incrementally from the limbs, like a chrysalis rupturing as new life expands and cracks its protective shell. The needles, dark green and stiff in mid-stretch, are each tipped with a fat bead of moisture, drops of water not yet dense enough to free fall to the earth. As your gaze softens and sharpens, you notice droplets of water are also clinging to the underside of the branches. How long, you wonder, has it taken this tree to collect the water from the damp air around it?

[Silence]
     The air is still, still enough to hear the water collecting on the trees. Still enough for you to hear the infinitesimally small sound of a wafer of bark lifting another micron of itself away from the trunk. [Short silence] Inside you there is a chrysalis ready to expand and crack open, sheltering possibilities and potential, glistening with promises. Soften and sharpen your gaze. What do you see? What is the newness that has taken root in you? How will you nurture it?

[Silence]
     In the distance, you hear the wind as it sighs toward your tree. In an instant, you are showered with crystalline beads of water twirling free from their embrace of the tree. The branches lightly flex themselves and settle back into place, open, receptive to whatever may next collect along their ridges and grooves. A nuthatch, intently focused and goal oriented, flits to a spot high on the tree trunk and starts nosing around. A small shard of bark peels off, falling at your feet. [Silence]
     Now, take a deep breath. Take another, and open your eyes, your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs.

[Short silence]
Note: since this meditation’s depth arises from its frequent silences -- about 30-60 seconds each -- make sure you allow enough time so that you can guide it without rushing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/guided-meditation-potential
5.8: Pebble Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (483 words)
     I invite you now into a time of meditation. You may wish to adjust your position: your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs, your eyelids relaxed and half-closed, your breathing soft and easy.
SILENCE (60 seconds)
BEGIN AUDIO (ocean waves)
     In these next several minutes I ask you to give yourself the gift of . . . time. Time for your spirit to lay down its burden; time for your thoughts to ease away from each other, creating pockets of silence between the noise of their passing; time for your body to simply rest. Time to rest, an infant safe and warm in the womb of our Mother Earth, listening only to the soothing, regular sound of her timeless pulse connecting each of us to All That Is. Time to simply be.
SILENCE (60 seconds)
     You sit at the foaming edge of land and liquid, watching the rhythms of the waves, watching the water transmit the energy of the winds traveling over it, watching that energy crest across the barrier of the sand and pebbles. Some pebbles, larger than others, only shift gently in place as the water sluices around them. Others, smaller, more agile, seem to chase the backwash as the water ebbs away, only to be returned-more or less-to where they began.
SILENCE (90 seconds)
     Sometimes, we are boulders at the water’s edge, absorbing the water’s energy in stoic strength, standing solid and unmovable, defiant and unyielding as the water churns around us. (PAUSE) Sometimes, we are rocks: stubborn, slow to be moved, sluggish in our response to the tides pushing and pulling us. (PAUSE) Sometimes, we are pebbles tumbling helter-skelter, higglety-pigglety-pop, overwhelmed and unable to resist the breaking waves and sucking backwashes that we just can’t seem to get away from. (PAUSE) And sometimes, we are sand, with an infinite capacity to accept and absorb and transmit the energies breaking against us, able to allow those energies to pass through us, through the pockets of silence, of space, of peace within us. (PAUSE)
     What are you today? The boulder? The rock? The pebble? The sand? All of these? What is the energy that is swirling around you? How is that changing you? How is that energy changed by your interaction with it?
SILENCE (at least 5 minutes)
     In every breath, in every curving muscle and ligament, in every pulse and rhythm you experience, there is a story of you. Of who you were, of who you are now, of who you will choose to be. Of how you choose to be connected to All That Is. A story that is still being written--by you.
END AUDIO
     Now, take a deep breath. Take another, and open your eyes, your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs.
SILENCE (30 seconds)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/pebble-meditation-0
5.9: The Work of Creation by Rev. Israel Buffardi (356 words)
     I invite you now to join me in the spirit of meditation and imagination.

     Find a comfortable position in your seat and close your eyes.

     Take a deep breath and try to find the restorative power of air and water in the breath.

     We must breathe to live, but our bodies also need water to survive. Our bodies are more than half water! The air we breathe contains tiny droplets of water vapor. Can you feel them in your breath, flowing in and out of your body, like waves gently rolling in and out from the shore?

     Take in a deep breath with me now.

     Now notice your feet on the floor. Feel your connection to this meetinghouse and its old stone foundation grounded in the earth, connecting us to the generations who have gathered here before us. Ancestors whose presence lingers in this sacred space. What dreams and visions did they pursue here?

     Now imagine these ancestors calling on us to create a new community at the start of a new year. What sort of a community will we create?

     Ancient Hebrew tradition says that before the Earth was created, the world was a wild ocean full of dangerous sea monsters. Our world may sometimes feel like a wild ocean. We may feel like we are fighting against impossibly strong sea monsters.

     But the waters are as mighty and powerful as the sea monsters, and that power runs in and through us, with each breath…in and out.

     As we breathe, may we feel the rhythm of our breath, like the powerful waves crashing on the shores, turning and tumbling the largest boulders into the tiniest grains of sand.

     As we breathe in, may we feel the restorative power of air and water nourishing the cells of our bodies, giving us the power to pursue our wildest dreams for our community and our world.

     And as you breathe, notice the sounds… in like the whistle of the mighty ocean…out like the crashing of the powerful waves….

     Let us breathe and make those sounds together now as we find our strength to begin the work of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/work-creation
5.10: In this time of meditation by Rev. Martha Munson (153 words)
“For a time, I rest in the grace of the world and am free.” Wendell Berry

     In this time of meditation, may you rest in the grace of the world and be free.

     In weakness, may you sense the strength of the eternal hills, and rest in the grace of the world.

     In failure, may you be upheld like the buoyancy of water, and rest in the grace of the world.

     In limitation, may you remember that the choices may be as great as the expanse of the sky, and rest in the grace of the world.

     In insecurity, may you feel the solid earth beneath your feet, and rest in the grace of the world.

     In despair, may you hear the joy in birds’ singing, and rest in the grace of the world.

     In fear, may you feel the warmth of the sun, and rest in the grace of the world.

     “For a time, I rest in the grace of the world and am free.” So be it.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5860.shtml
5.11: Let Us Make This Earth a Heaven by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (224 words)
Let us make this earth a heaven, right here, right now.
Who knows what exis​tences death will bring?
Let us create a heaven here on earth
where love and truth and justice reign.
Let us welcome all at our Pearly Gates, our Freedom Table,
amid singing and great rejoicing,
black, white, yellow, red, and all our lovely colors,
straight, gay, transgendered, bisexual, and all the ways
of loving each other’s bodies.
Blind, deaf, mute, healthy, sick, variously-abled,
Young, old, fat, thin, ​gentle, cranky, joyous, sorrowing.
Let no one feel excluded, let no one feel alone.
May the rich let loose their wealth to rain upon the poor.
May the poor share their riches with those too used to money.
May we come to venerate the Earth, our mother,
and tend her with wisdom and compassion.
May we make our earth an Eden, a paradise.
May no one wish to leave her.
May hate and warfare cease to clash in causes
too old and tired to name; religion, nationalism,
the false god of gold, deep-rooted ethnic hatreds.
May these all disperse and wane, may we see each others’ true selves.
May we all dwell together in peace and joy and understanding.
Let us make a heaven here on earth, before it is too late.
Let us make this earth a heaven, for each others’ sake.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/let-us-make-earth-heaven
5.12: Meditation on Planting by David Snedden (439 words)
     EARTH, clay from which we are made and to which we will return. Soil, rich and aromatic, crumbling in my fingers, dark under my nails. This, cleansing dirt, the natural filter for aquifers, holds life. Once weathered rock and dissolved mineral, now joined with humus, decaying material feeding hungry fungus and bacteria… you are living, made of living organisms and giving us life. Forgive us for treating you… like dirt. Overlooked as we walk over you without a second look. Littered with our discarded cartons and plastic bags. Forgive us our seeping toxins from clever industrial innovations.
Forgive us and accept these seeds…
     SEEDS, promise of future life, may you germinate, and live into your full potential. Let your roots feel and follow the Earth’s gravity down and let your green shoots break through to the surface and feel the light. Future plant, thank you. Thank you for converting sunlight into chemical energy that allows life to flourish. Thank you literally for the food we eat.
Thank you and accept this water…
     WATER, fundamental compound, we are only a part of your journey… little puddles making mud, cumulonimbus clouds above, glaciers melting over us tower, sprinkling in a springtime shower, the unimaginable expanse of an ocean’s depths, vapor in our dying breath. You are in all of us, in every cell of our being. Water, continue to flow, continue to allow life to grow, continue to quench our thirst, continuing your cycle through the Earth… Transpiration and evaporation, condensation and precipitation. Continue to filter and trickle into streams, finally reaching the sea, only to continue your journey again….
Into the air…
     AIR, solution of gases, invisible but felt, held and heard. We feel you as the air pressure changes and the tree’s leaves dance in your wind. We hold you in anticipation… you are our life breath, flowing in and out of us all, oxygen in and carbon dioxide out. Inhale…. exhale. Flowing back and forth, between plant and person, algae and animal. We hear you, Air. You are the conveyance for our encouraging words and uplifting music as your waves vibrate. You surround us and expand throughout our atmosphere, beyond the stratosphere.
Toward our sun…
     SUN, little, yellow star, great source of life’s energy. Bringer of light and warmth, Harbinger of the new day as we see you again after another rotation on our axis. Roiling radiant plasma, your solar rays give us hope. Hope for a new tomorrow, hope for warmth after a long winter, hope for light when the future seems dark and so hard to see. Brilliant, giant sun, shine down on our little Earth…

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-planting
5.13: Meditation on the Four Directions by Rev. Julia Hamilton (695 words)
     In the pagan tradition, which is grounded in a respect and reverence for the natural world, calling upon the four directions is the usual way to begin any ceremony. Each direction is associated with an element of the natural world, and represents some part of our human nature as well. The directions are not seen as separate and isolated, but rather as part of the interdependent system that makes up the world. Here on our altar, we have the symbolic elements for each direction, and we will travel through the meanings associated with each direction before entering into a time of meditation.
     We begin in the East, toward the rising sun. The element of the east is air, represented on our altar by a feather. Air and breath give us life. It is the direction of inspiration – the word that literally means to take in air. The east is associated with the mind, with knowledge and learning and intellectual curiosity. Imagine the birds, turning and wheeling in the air, imagine the breeze blowing through your hair. Turning toward the east, we look for a fresh start, an invigorating breath, a new idea. When you are feeling stuck in a rut, beholden to a routine, or if the wind has gone out of your sails, look eastward.
     We move around the wheel to the south. The element of the south is fire, and in the southern place on our altar the flame of our chalice burns bright. Fire is a transformative force, it is heat and light and powerful change. In the Northern Hemisphere, it makes sense that we associate the south, towards the equator, with the warmth of the sun and the heat of the flame. We see birds move south, butterflies move south, whales move south, seeking warmer places when the weather gets cold. When our internal weather gets cold, turning south is a metaphor for turning toward warmth and daylight, seeking out the changes that will warm us up, get our blood moving, call us out of our winters, out of hibernation, into action.
     Continuing around the circle, we arrive in the west. The element of the west is water, and here on our altar we have some of the water collected at our Ingathering services each September. We add to this water each year, symbolizing the way we come together in our community as individual drops join into a mighty river. In the west, we are drawn into the experience of our emotions. It is a direction that calls us to self-reflection and self-understanding. Our emotions move in us like water, flowing through our lives, sometimes calm and sometimes turbulent, but always flowing. When we dam up our feelings, just like when we dam up a river, the pressure builds until it finds an outlet. If you are seeking to get in touch with your inner life, with your emotions, turn towards the west.
     We move now to the North. The element of the North is earth, represented here by some dirt from our very own garden. There is stability here, the ground of our being. The north represents the place that holds us, that allows us time and space to heal and grow, to feel nurtured and respected. It is also the place of embodiment, of connecting with our physical self, with the concrete, tangible world around us. The north calls to you if you are seeking balance, the deep wisdom that lives in your bones, a place of rest and recovery.

(Note: the above could be read by multiple voices)
     We have moved through these four directions, given them shape and meaning:
East: Air, breath and inspiration.
South: Fire, transformation and action.
West: Water, feeling and reflection.
North: Earth, balance and wisdom.
     Now, I invite you to turn toward the direction that calls to you today. You can stay in your seat, you can stand, you can turn your head or your whole body, but orient yourself toward the one of the directions, the element that speaks to you and your life right now, and when I ring the bowl gong, we will enter into two minutes of silent meditation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-four-directions
5.14: The Last Leaf by Rev. David M. Horst (314 words)
     Once, many grey autumns ago, I came upon a tree. The tree, a poplar, had dropped all of its leaves but for one, just one. Exactly one leaf remained near the topmost part of the tree, fluttering in the breeze like a little reddish-brown flag. All of the other leaves lay about the ground or had blown away.

     I stopped and looked and marveled at the sight. I wondered what the odds might be that I was the one person who happened to arrive at that one tree at that one moment when but one leaf remained. What were the odds?
     I felt an instant kinship with the one leaf. I admired its stubbornness. I spoke quietly to it, “Hang on. Never give up. Don’t let go!”
     I gazed at the last leaf for a time, though I did not stay to witness its falling. I did not want to witness its falling. The leaf was not ready to let go and drop silently to the ground, and neither was I—though I knew we both would, in time, let go.

     I praised the last leaf on that autumn day many years ago, when I was still young. I walked on and slowly, imperceptibly, a sense of calm came over me. A sense of acceptance. A sense of peace.

     The exuberance of summer is gone. Grand plans and high hopes give way to chilly reality. We loved as best we could, we’ve reaped as much as we could, we’ve traveled life’s journey as far as we could. We count our blessings and our losses. All leaves must fall.

     The circle of the year comes round. Our hemisphere tilts away from the sun. Green turns to gold. Life returns to the soil. Animals retreat. The nights grow long. The natural world lies fallow. The season of letting go comes as it always comes. Winter begins.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/last-leaf
5.15: This Is How We Are Called by Kimberly Beyer-Nelson (101 words)
     In the hours before the birds
stream airborne
with chiming voice,
a silent breath rests in the pines,
and upholds the surface of the lake
as if it were a fragile bubble
in the very hand of God.

     And I think,
this is how we are called.

     To cup our hands and hold
this peace,
even when the sirens begin,
even when sorrow cries out, old and gnarled,
even when words grow fangs and rend.

     Cupped hands
gently open,
supporting peace
like the golden hollow of a singing bowl,
like the towering rim of mountains
cradling
this slumbering and mist-draped valley.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/called
5.16: We Thank You Sky for Your Blue by Rev. Gary Kowalski (75 words)
     We thank you sky for your blue,
Also, breeze, for what you do:
Everything simple,
Undivided,
And too ordinary to be tried as true.
     The sound of rain when we’re warm inside,
Purple shadows on the mountainside,
Help us to notice,
Open our eyes,
Give us grateful hearts,
And unclinging minds.
     That we might be at one
And at peace when our story’s told:
As much a part of nature
As the beauty we behold.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/we-thank-you-sky-your-blue
5.17: Wise Woman Redwood by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (55 words)
I lean against wise woman redwood,
press my cheek to her scaly side and cry,
whisper how I wish to be a tree,
so I would no longer have to see
what humans do to one another.
Her wooden reedy voice replies,
“Yes, but then you’d listen to earth lament
what humans do to her.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/200294.shtml
5.18: Fierce Urgency by Rev. Ashley Horan (211 words)
     My four-year-old daughter has taught me this lesson:
when a child wants to derail Business As Usual—
to curb the hubris of adults who dare believe
in schedules and plans and productivity—
one fierce little body and one clear, piercing voice,
strategically applied to the right pressure point,
will change the course of the day’s events.

     My comrades in organizing have taught me this lesson:
when a silenced people want to be heard—
to raise from dry bones a living, breathing dream
of new ways of moving, being, incarnating freedom—
one small, tenacious group whose hearts beat in rhythm,
rising shoulder to shoulder against the inevitable,
will bend the arc from impossibility to hope. 

     Our young climate leaders are teaching us this lesson:
when the grownups and the old movements are too slow—
as the sea levels rise and the hurricanes rage and
the migrants flee and the corporations profit—
one generation, both young and silenced, 
refusing to accept an inheritance of doom,
will take toward the streets and move us toward life.

     Blessings upon them as they teach us,
                organize us,
                          beckon us in
                                      and call us out. 

     May their fierce urgency and uncompromising clarity
Show us the path toward healing, and freedom, and hope.

     Blessed be, Ashé, and Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/fierce-urgency
5.19: Grounding by Jess Reynolds (165 words)
     On my worst days, it is gravity I am most grateful for: the way the earth pulls at me from her core, yearns for me, keeps me pressed tightly against her surface. When my own core is hollowed out, when I have no more mass than a leaf dead on the branch, still this is enough for the earth to find me. She reaches for what little I have and says, stay.

     Every meditation I have ever done begins by asking me to ground myself. This is not so much an action as it is inaction. Surrender. A voluntary abandonment of my own edges and tidy packaging.

     Sit with me now. Press the soles of your feet back into the ground you sprang from. Feel the weight of your body and know that it is glorious. You are born of soil and sun, and all the heaviness of the earth is a call to you. The earth is reaching for you. Reach back. Reach back.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/grounding
5.20: This Is Our Home, But Not Just Ours by Rev. Laura Bogle (187 words)
     We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just ours.
This land we live on, this water we drink, this air we breathe;
These old mountains that hold us steady to our ground;
These forests that give us their healing green, these flowers that give us their beauty and fragrance, these fields that give us our daily bread, these stars that show us our place.
The wilderness and the tame backyards, all of it our home.
We remember the ancestors who have lived on this land, and who have shaped it:

[Note: please amend to reflect the indigenous people of your own geographical setting:] 
     The Cherokee, the settlers, the mountaineers, the farmers, the hunters, the immigrants, the artists, the families, the explorers, the business-people, the engineers, the builders, the scientists, the teachers, the workers, the leaders.

     We inherit their choices.
We honor the animals and creatures that have made their home in this land, the ones here now, and the ones that used to be here.
We envision the future generations who will live on this land, and let their voices fill our hearts.
We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just ours.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/our-home-not-just-ours
6.0: Prayers

6.1: The Lord’s Prayer, revised by Rev. Fred F. Keip, Jr. (75 words)
     Indwelling God, who art infused throughout all existence, we hallow thee with many names. Thy Kingdom is within the human heart. We accept life for all that it can be, on earth as throughout all creation. May we continue to draw sustenance from this earth, and may we receive forgiveness equal to our own. May we ever move from separation toward union, to live in grace, with love in our hearts, forever and ever. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5589.shtml
6.2: Thy Glorious Creation by Rev. Robert R. Walsh (100 words)
     Eternal God, source of all created things, we would give substance to our thankfulness by resolving to make right use of the gifts we have received from thy bounty.

     With thy gift of the senses we would fashion and preserve a world of beauty for all. With thy gift of reason, we would engage in a responsible search for truth. With thy gift of compassion, we would build a world of justice and mercy. And with thy gift of being we would walk together in peace.

     Thus, in gratitude, may we become faithful servants of thy glorious ongoing creation. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanksgiving-prayer
6.3: The spiraling, infinite dance by Martha Kirby Capo (32 words)
As we enter this sacred silence
May our truest selves transcend
The dissonance of daily distractions
As we join the spiraling, infinite dance
Pulsing unseen throughout all creation.
So may it be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/sites/live-new.uua.org/files/documents/stew-dev/assnsunday/2009/worship_packet.pdf (p 17)
6.4: A Thanksgiving for the Elements by Eric Williams (67 words)
     The strength of the Earth is the stones
And the same is the source of our bones.

     The Water flows across the ground
And within our blood.  

     The Air blows around the world
And brings us our breath.

      The Fire streams forth from the Sun without ceasing 

And sustains our lives.  

     By these elements
We are formed.

     By our voices
The beauty of the Creation is sung.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanksgiving-elements
6.5: Prayer of Leaves by Rev. Andrew M. Hill (59 words)
     Trees of Earth
let bud your leaves
let them open wide
let them gently fall
in annual cycle.

     Let fallen leaves make [a] soft bed …and may leafy humus make renewal of our humanity.

     Forgive us our inhumanity and
may your dark branches break forth into bud and leaf to Creation’s praise
again, and
again, and
again,
forever. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5822.shtml
6.6: Earth Day Prayer: In the Spirit of Indigenous Traditions by Rev. Vern Barnet (402 words)
     Infinite Spirit, sometimes called Grandfather, Grandmother —
Father Sky, Earth Mother, Creator:

     We gather to praise your creation,
to honor the swimmers and crawlers,
the four-leggeds and the winged ones;
we give thanks for the beauty and glory of creation
and open our hearts to new ways to understand
our place in the universe—not the center or focus,
but a humble and balanced place,
where every step we take becomes a prayer,
where every word we say
makes harmony with the vast, vibrating cosmos,
and where we know we are singing the song of life.

     We pray to know more deeply that we are in the Garden
where every plant and animal and speck of dust
is a living prayer.
Without our brothers and sisters
of the plant and animal and mineral kingdoms,
the human family would end.
So we want to bless them, as they bless us.

     We pray for humility— 
not to humble ourselves before presidents or priests,
but before the ants and trees— 
for if we cannot be in true relation to the ant,
we shall be outcasts of the garden.

     Let us cast the pollution from our eyes
so we can see the glory and live with thanksgiving.

     Great Spirit, let us remember
it is not how we talk but how we walk.
When we say we love animals, let us protect them.
When we say we that we love the plant people,
let us honor them by living lightly on the earth.
When we say we love the minerals,
let us use them only in necessity,
and remember their rightful places.
Oil belongs in the ground,
not in the air through our wasteful machines.

     Wondrous trees, breathing life into the atmosphere:
your gifts of fire and shelter, fruit,
and sailing are precious to us.
And in many ways you offer us leaves of knowledge.

     May the vision of mutual interrelatedness,
cosmic interdependence,
the seamless process of generations,
not end in cough-filled skies blotting the sun,
but rather may clear air, healthy forrests,
wholesome water, expansive prairie, and pungent earth
nourish paths for all creatures
through mountain and valley, and the salt sea,
and through a protective atmosphere,
as we rejoice in the inhabitants.

     Hear and empower our mantra: reduce, reuse, recycle.

     With thanks for the surprise and mystery of it all,
we pray in the name of the Creator,
the Processes and Presences, and all our relations.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5590.shtml
6.7: The church is a body by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (206 words)
     The church is a body. 
May this body breathe and be together in the spirit of hope 
May it feel held by comfort. 
Those who seek consolation, may they find it in the solace of this moment. 

     The church is a body. 
It is as strong as all the men and women who have ever gathered within its walls. 
It is the power of all they dreamed and all that they have done. 

     The church is a body. 
It is as vulnerable as the most newborn and untried of its members. 
It is ancient, and it is ever new. 

     The church is a story. 
It is the story of lives that are interwoven, 
brought together in this place and this time 
for the simple purpose of caring for one another, 
and helping one another along the arduous path from birth to death.

     The church is a vision. 
It is a vision of unity amid diversity,
It is a vision of reverence for all of creation, 
It is a vision that beckons us beyond the concerns of our own skins.

     In the silence, may we abide as one body in the spirit of faith, hope and love that is the story and the vision of this church.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5543.shtml
6.8: Praise the sun, the moon, the stars by Rev. Kathy A. Huff (156 words)
Praise the sun, the moon, the stars, 
Praise the ant, the tree, the shining leaf. 
Praise every child large and small, 
Praise the one within us all. 
Praise the swimmers, crawlers, and creepers. 
Praise the flower and the winding weed, 
Praise each blade of grass and every dewdrop. 
Praise dark moist earth. 
Praise rock, sand, and shoal. 
Praise wind -- nature’s breath. 
Praise those with fin, fur, and finger, 
Praise the winged ones, the tiny ones, 
and all the ones that live unseen. 
Praise brightest morning and darkest night. 
Praise the prickly and the unpopular. 
Praise the crow’s cry and the beggar’s sigh. 
Praise the dancers, the doers and the dreamers. 
Praise those that give, those who love, and those who heal. 
Praise to wanderers, weavers and seekers. 
Praise sounds of thunder, crashing waves, 
and shouts for justice. 
Praise silence. 
Praise spirit. 
Praise all colors. 
Praise all acts of compassion. 
Praise all. Praise all. Praise all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5895.shtml
6.9: Prayer in Time of Transition by Rev. Julianne Lepp (81 words)
Dear Goddess, Mother, and Source
Your womb is all of creation
Your love is mother’s milk
Please grant us support during this transition
Please help us move through this next stage
Please carry us in arms of support, grace, and love
So that we may bring new life to this ministry
So that we may grow as a community
So that we may birth a whole new way of being together.
We ask this in your Holy, and Sacred name. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/154951.shtml
6.10: Re-Creation by Rev. Stephen Shick (143 words)
     Spirit of Life, God of Love, who are we to know how you moved over the waters when all was new? We were not there when you parted them and formed dry land. We didn’t hear you cry with joy when earth gave birth to life, or when love began to grow in the human heart. Your longing for hope created this vast diversity of beings with whom we now share our days.

     Spirit of perpetual creation and re-creation, help us to see past our pride to what we have done. Help us accept responsibility for destroying the gifts of clean water and air, of woodlands and grasslands, of creatures that fly through the air and swim through the seas and walk, creep, and crawl on dry land. Help us to gather the seeds of humility and join you in renewing the earth.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/re-creation
6.11: Embracing the Double-Edged Universe by Kyle Johnson (216 words)
     Mystery of the Universe –
You who some think of not as a being among other beings,
But as the very Ground of Being Itself –
Thank you for this day,
For another sunrise,
Another chance for us to witness the wonder of Creation.

     We know that yours is a Creation that is truly double-edged –
A “yin-yang” Universe –
For it is indeed one in which the life giving flame can also burn.
But it is also one in which the dark, cold, misting rain
Gives re-birth to spring.
And it is one in which, paradoxically, our acquaintance with pain and sorrow can help us better appreciate pleasure and joy.

     Help us, then, to have the courage and strength to embrace it All,
To embrace what is.

Help us – we, who are similarly double-edged,
Whose love for those closest to us
Can so easily provoke our own tribal instincts and prejudices;
Whose own pain, rather than fostering empathy and compassion,
May turn us inward,
to dig moats, to build walls, rather than bridges.

     So, help us to embrace this double-edged, yin-yang Universe
with courage and strength,
But above all, help us to do so in a spirit of love and compassion –
For this, it seems, is our eternal challenge,
As it is also the wellspring of our eternal salvation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/embracing-double-edged-universe
6.12: Imperfectly Divine by Rev. Alix Klingenberg (115 words)
Spirit of Life, Earth and Sea and Sky,
Place of deep longing in my heart
Find your way from silence to voice
Give me strength and courage to speak truth through my life
For I am a creature of the Universe, small but infinite
A momentary body in the sea of life, and also the sea itself
I am a gathered bit of energy, and one who gathers
A creation and a creator
Let me not hold too tightly to one form and lose the other
For we are not form but process, ever-changing and ever-renewing
Help us see that we are neither the beginning nor the end,
but something perfectly natural and imperfectly divine.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/imperfectly-divine
6.13: Prayer to Mother Earth by Rev. Lucy Bunch (188 words)
     We pray to you, Mother Earth, with gratitude
For your holding and sustaining love
For the air, water, and soil that feed us
For the mountains and rivers and oceans that calm our spirits
For loving and supporting all beings and all creation. 

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, with humility 
Help us to remember our place in the great web of life 
Help us to remember that we are but a part of this great web, 
and that we must do our part for all life.

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, for forgiveness 
For our ignorance and willful disregard of the damage we have done to you, to the air and the waters, 
and the soil and the life of this beautiful planet. 

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, for fortitude
to uphold our part in reversing the damage we have caused, 
for fortitude to make and sustain a commitment to do our part to heal the planet. 

Mother Earth, in gratitude and humility, we ask that you hold us and sustain us, 
as we strive to live in connection with you and all life. Amen 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-mother-earth
6.14: Bring Us Close to the Earth by Rev. Lyn Cox (153 words)
Spirit of Life,
Ground of our being,
Root of unified mystery
Growing into myriad branches of expression,
Bring us together now.
Bring us close to the earth,
Ear to the whispering grass,
Quietly,
Attentively,
Waiting with slow breaths,
Listening for the very stones to cry out
With their rocky stories of
Tectonic plates meeting and parting meeting
Their mineral memories of
Hadean days, molten rocks flowing and joining
Their ancient legends of
Stars born out of the collapse of other stars
Help us to re-member.
Help us to piece together
Our one-ness with matter,
Our one-ness that matters.
With one more deep breath,
May we rise, star-stuff walking and rolling
Across the surface of an impossible blue-green planet.
May we join together to heal what is divided.
May we find wholeness within, without, among, between.
Eternal Source, Seed of the Universe, help us to grow peace.
So be it. Blessed be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-union
6.15: Drops of God by Rev. Dr. Tess Baumberger (233 words)
     God, God is water sleeping
in high-piled clouds.
She is gentle drink of rain,
pooling lake, rounding pond,
angry flooding river.
She is frothy horse-maned geyser.
She is glacier on mountains and polar ice cap,
and breath-taking crystalline ideas of snowflakes.
She is frost-dance on trees.
And we, we are drops of God,
her tears of joy or sorrow,
ice crystals
and raindrops
in the ocean of her.

God, God is air wallowing
all about us,
She is thin blue atmosphere embracing
our planet, gentle breeze.
She is wind and fiercesome gale
centrifugal force of tornado and hurricane,
flurry of duststorm.
She is breath, spirit, life.
She is thought, intellect, vision and voice.
And we, we are breaths of God,
steady and soft,
changeable and destructive.
We are her laughter and her sighs,
atomic movements,
(sardines schooling)
in the firmament of her.

     God, God is fire burning,
day and night.
She is sting of passion,
blinking candle,
heat that cooks our food.
She is fury forest fire
and flow of lava which destroys and creates, transforms.
She is home fire and house fire.
She is giving light of sun and
solemn mirror-face of moon,
and tiny hopes of stars.
And we, we are little licking flames
flickering in her heart,
in the conflagratory furnace of her.

     God, God is power of earth,
in and under us.
She is steady, staying,
fertile loam, body, matter, tree.
She is crumbling limestone and shifting sand,
multi-colored marble.
She is rugged boulder and water-smoothed agate,
she is gold and diamond, gemstone.
She is tectonic plates and their motion,
mountains rising over us,
rumble-snap of earthquake,
tantrum of volcano.
She is turning of our day,
root of being.
And we, we are pebbles
and sand grains,
and tiny landmarks,
in the endless terrain of her.

     God, God is journal of time marching
through eternity.
She is waking of seasons, phases of moon,
movements of stars.
She is grandmother, mother, daughter.
She is transcending spiral of ages
whose every turn encompasses the rest,
history a mere babe balanced on her hip.
She is spinning of universes
and ancestress of infinence.
She is memory, she is presence, she is dream.
And we, we are brief instants,
intersections, nanoseconds,
flashing gold-hoped moments in the eons of her.

     God, God is.
And we, we are.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/drops-god
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #445 The Womb of Stars by Joy Atkinson

7.2: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry

7.3: SLT #478 A Prayer of Sorrow from UN Environmental Sabbath Program

7.4: SLT #490 Wild Geese by Mary Oliver

7.5: SLT #515 We Lift Up Our Heart in Thanks by Richard M. Fewkes

7.6: SLT #517 I am the Beauty of the Green Earth by Starhawk 

7.7: SLT #518 Grandfather, Look at Our Brokenness from Ojibway Indians

7.8: SLT # 520 O Our Mother of the Earth from the Tewa Indians

7.9: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Robert T. Weston

7.10: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver

7.11: SLT #550 We Belong to the Earth by Chief Noah Sealth

7.12: SLT #551 Earth Teach Me from Ute Indians

7.13: Simply Cherish the Earth by Rev. William F. Schulz (225 words)
Regardless of our differences, there are a host of affirmations that we embrace as the basis for our faith. Whatever we think the holy may be, Creation itself is holy.

We make no distinctions between the natural and the supernatural, the secular and the sacred. We simply cherish the earth and all its creatures, the stars in all their glory.
Life’s gifts are available to everyone, not just the chosen or the saved.

Only human artifice or blind ill fortune can separate us from the source of our blessings.
That which is Divine, Precious, or Profound is made evident not in the miraculous or otherworldly, but in the simple and the everyday.

We look not to the heavens or an afterlife for our meaning, but to the exuberance of this life’s unfolding.
Human beings themselves are responsible for the planet and its future.

Social and environmental justice is a religious obligation. The future is never fated.
Every one of us is held in Creation’s hand. We share its burdens and its radiance. Hence strangers need not be enemies.

The earth is our cherished home; all its inhabitants our companions.
Though death confronts is all, we love life all the more, perhaps because we loose it.

An honorable and impassioned life may not deny death its due, but it can surely deny it of its victory.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/183749.shtml
7.14: All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens by Rev. John Millspaugh (125 words)
All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens,

     Believing we are traversing the whole of creation.
With spirits of discovery, let us uncover the mysteries nested in our routines,

     With the eagerness of children, let us seek out the secrets unfolding in our peripheral vision.
Let us behold each fellow creature with reverence;

     Let us greet each day with praise and thanksgiving.
For life is a gift of incomprehensible magnitude;

     Our lives are voyages with unknowable destinations.
Along the way, let us meet, kiss, challenge, and support one another,

     Let us fashion a network of mutuality and extend it into the larger world.
In these ways, we forge lives of goodness and beauty;

     In these ways, we know the life of prayer.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5909.shtml
7.15: A Day! by Rev. Naomi King (189 words)
Litany Response: “A Day!”
Do we really apprehend what a day is? Do we feel its importance? Do we know its capacity?

A day!
It has risen upon us from the great depth of eternity, girt round with wonder; emerging from the womb of darkness; a new creation of Life and Light spoken into being by the word of God.

A day!
In itself one entire and perfect sphere of space and time, filled and emptied of the sun.

A day!
Every past generation is represented in it—it is the flowering of all history.

A day!
And in so much it is richer and better than all other days which have preceded it.

A day!
And we have been recreated to new opportunities with new powers;

A day!
Called to this utmost promontory of actual time, this centre of all converging life.

A day!
And it is for to-day’s work we have been endowed—its is for this that we are pressed and surrounded with these facilities.

A day!
The sum of our entire being is concentrated here and to-day is all the time we absolutely have. Celebrate today.

A day!
Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/184316.shtml
7.16: Litany for Those Lost to Climate Change by Rev. Erica Baron (204 words) 
Leader: [if applicable: In addition to our own beloved dead], we take the time to acknowledge all those already lost as the world feels the effects of global warming and climate change. Thousands of people, as well as animals and plants, die every year from the effects of global climate change. As we acknowledge these lost, we shall respond, “We remember you.”
Leader: To all those people lost to extreme heat waves
All: We remember you.

Leader: To all those people lost to floods, hurricanes, mudslides, and other disasters caused by changing weather patterns
All: We remember you.

Leader: To all those people lost to hunger as crop patterns change
All: We remember you.

Leader: To all those people lost to drought as weather patterns change

All: We remember you.

Leader: To all those people lost to disease as the environment shifts
All: We remember you.

Leader: To all those animals, siblings of flesh and blood, breath and bone, whose lives have been lost as global climates change
All: We remember you.

Leader: To all those plant spirits, siblings of the green world, whose lives have been lost as global climates change
All: We remember you.

Leader: To all those species lost forever as global climate changes
All: We remember you.

Leader: We remember you, and we commit ourselves to restoring balance. So, may it be.
All: So, may it be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/litany-those-lost-climate-change
7.17: A Time for Transformation by Rev. Kate Walker (299 words)
Leader: For our earth, our ancient mother, blue-green planet of the galaxy, harbinger of lives beyond measure, we honor you with our humble presence, we bow with humility and gratitude.

All: We pledge to transform our lives.

Leader: For the plants that have sustained our bodies; wheat, corn, peas, tomatoes, peppers and soybeans. For the live species providing rich protein; fishes, poultry, pigs and beef, we offer our thanks for the circle of life.

All: We pledge to transform our lives.

Leader: For the waters that give us daily life, from ocean depth to rocky cliffs, from Arctic ice to beaches and small streams, from lofty cloud to precious cup at our lips, we remember our dependence.

All: We pledge to transform our lives.

Leader: For the mountains rising to challenge our greatest aspirations, for the deserts transformed in a torrent of rain, for the forests thick with trunks marked by rings of wisdom, for roots interconnected web, for the new life within the heart of a seed, our souls respond in awe.

All: We pledge to transform our lives.

Leader: For the millions of species microscopic in the soils under our feet, to the pads, paws, and multi-toed, for the feathers and scales, for miniscule eyes open only under the moon’s soft guidance, and for the lichens and mosses pushing onto the leaves and rocks, we honor your existence.

All: We pledge to transform our lives.

Leader: For all of us descendants of the first primates, for those who sleep under the same blessed skies, for those who breath the same oxygen feeding our heart, for those who need love as much as I, and for those who yearn for the ease of compassion’s release, we remember we are not alone.

All: Called by love for the interconnected web of existence, and I pledge to transform my life and yours.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/time-transformation
8.0: Readings

8.1: Reading for four voices and unison response by Rev. Sydney A. Morris (401 words)
(From the East:)
Brothers and sisters in creation, we covenant this day
with you and with All creation yet to be;
With every living creature
and All that contains and sustains you;
With All that is on the earth
and with the earth itself;
With All that lives in the waters
and with the waters themselves;
With All that flies in the skies
and with the sky itself;
We establish this covenant,
that All our powers will be used
to prevent your destruction.

     All: In wilderness is the preservation of the world.

(From the South:)
Brothers and sisters in creation, we covenant this day
with you and with All creation yet to be;
With All of humanity that has come before
and will come after us in future generations;
With the human heart as it opens time and time again
to the wondrousness of love;
With each new child
and the promise that sparkles in their eyes; 
With the shining stars of hope and love
in the eyes of those around us;
We have felt the joy of living,
and we covenant that our love will be dedicated to others
that they may also feel such joy.

     All: In love is the preservation of the world.

(From the West:)
Brothers and sisters in creation, we covenant this day
with you and with All creation yet to be;
With the great unity of All sentient beings,
and All that exists;
With the unending cycles of birth and growth,
death and rebirth,
of which we are a part;
With the peaceful knowledge brought us
though sages and children
of our belonging and our grace;
With the universal weaving of destiny and creation,
weaving patterns of magnificence and music;
We covenant to remember our membership in the family universal,
and to be with one another in the spirit of connectedness.

     All: In wisdom is the preservation of the world.

(From the North:)
Brothers and sisters in creation, we covenant this day
with you and with All creation yet to be;
With the cry of despair which reaches our ears
from the furthest corners of the earth;
With the last breath of the starving child
and the tortured woman and the hunted man;
With hopes dashed and dreams drowned we covenant:
We will not forget you,
nor let the torch of your most cherished vision be extinguished forever;
We will remember and we will continue to fight on.

     All: In justice is the preservation of the world.

First verse, England, author unknown
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5892.shtml
8.2: I pledge allegiance to the earth on which I stand by Rev. Vern Barnet (43 words)
     I pledge allegiance to the earth on which I stand,
and to the environment of which I am a part,
one planet in a Process, with soil, water and air like one body,
indivisible, with resources to be cherished and protected by all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5833.shtml
8.3: The Wounding of Our World by Joanna Macy (446 words)
     Our planet is in trouble. It is hard to go anywhere without being confronted by the wounding of our world, the tearing of the very fabric of life. I return this day from Germany, where I lived in the 1950s amidst the clear waters, rich green fields, and woodlands of Bavaria. Now there is an environmental plague there called waldsterben, the ‘dying of the trees,’ and the Black Forest is reckoned to be about 50% dead from industrial and automobile pollution.

     South of the Black Forest rise the headwaters of the Rhine, which flows on down through Basel, across Europe, and into the North Sea. A 1986 fire at the Sandoz chemical plant in Basel washed 30,000 tons of mercury and dioxin-forming chemicals into that once great, life-bearing artery of Europe. Millions of fish floated belly-up and the deaths of seals as far away as the North Sea have been traced to the accident. Along this majestic river, requiems were held. On its many bridges, people gathered, banging on pots, pans, and anything that could make a noise, and cried, ‘Der Rhein ist tot.’...

     In the face of what is happening, how do we avoid feeling overwhelmed and just giving up, turning to the many diversions and demands of our consumer societies? ...

     It is essential that we develop our inner resources. We have to learn to look at things as they are, painful and overwhelming as that may be, for no healing can begin until we are fully present to our world. I do not say it WILL end, but it CAN end. This very possibility changes everything for us ...

     Among the inner resources that we seek for sustaining our action and our sanity are what the Germans call weltbild., the way we view our world and our relationship to it. Let us reflect together on our basic posture vis a vis our world and how we may come to see it in ways that empower us to act.

     By ‘our world,’ I mean the place we find ourselves, the scene upon which we play our lives. It is sending us signals of distress that have become so continual as to appear almost ordinary. We know about the loss of cropland and the spreading of hunger, the toxins in the air we breathe and the water we drink, and the die-off of fellow species; we know about our nuclear and so-called conventional weapons that are deployed and poised on hair-trigger alert and the conflicts that ignite in practically every corner of the world. These warning signals tell us that we live in a world that can end, at least as a home for conscious life. 

Source: World as Love, World as Self by Joanna Macy
8.4: Beatitudes for a New Creation by James Conlon (145 words)
Blessed are the hopeful, they hold a promise of tomorrow.

Blessed are the courageous, they embrace the challenge of today.

Blessed are the forgiving, they are free of the burden of the past.

Blessed are the people of prolonged engagement, they will create a better world for the

children.

Blessed are the disappointed, they will rise and anticipate a better day.

Blessed are the self-forgetful, they will engage in a compassionate embrace.

Blessed are the flowers, bursting forth in the spring.

Blessed are the children, celebrating spontaneity and new life.

Blessed are the contemplatives, they will embrace the universe as one.

Blessed are the liberators, they will set all the captives free.

Blessed are the creation-centered people, they will appreciate the beauty of the earth.

Blessed are the engaged mystics, they will ignite a fire on the earth and unite the stars

and the street.

Source: Prayers for Hope and Comfort: Reflections, Meditations, and Inspirations by Maggie Oman Shannon
8.5: The Third Movement Begins by Joanna Macy (257 words)
     In the first movement, our infancy as a species, we felt no separation from the natural world around us. Trees, rocks, and plants surrounded us with a living presence as intimate and pulsing as our own bodies. In that primal intimacy, which anthropologists call “participation mystique,” we were as one with our world as a child in the mother’s womb.

     Then self-consciousness arose and gave us distance on our world. We needed that distance in order to make decisions and strategies, in order to measure, judge and to monitor our judgments. With the emergence of free-will, the fall out of the Garden of Eden, the second movement began — the lonely and heroic journey of the ego. Nowadays, yearning to reclaim a sense of wholeness, some of us tend to disparage that movement of separation from nature, but it brought us great gains for which we can be grateful. The distanced and observing eye brought us tools of science, and a priceless view of the vast, orderly intricacy of our world. The recognition of our individuality brought us trial by jury and the Bill of Rights. 

     Now, harvesting these gains, we are ready to return. The third movement begins. Having gained distance and sophistication of perception, we can turn and recognize who we have been all along. Now it can dawn on us: we are our world knowing itself. We can relinquish our separateness. We can come home again — and participate in our world in a richer, more responsible and poignantly beautiful way than before, in our infancy.
Source: World as Lover, World as Self by Joanna Macy
8.6: Beatitudes for the Earth by Rev. Richard Gilbert (188 words)
     Blessed are the heavens,
for they declare the power of creation.
Blessed is the earth, our beloved home,
for she is a planet of plenitude.

     Blessed are the waters thereon,
for they gave rise to living things.
Blessed is the land,
for it is the source of life abundant.

     Blessed is the air we breathe,
for it fires us to life and love.
Blessed are the beasts of the field,
for they are glorious to behold.

     Blessed are the birds of the air,
for they carve a graceful arc in the sky.
Blessed are the mountains and the seas and the valleys,
for their variety makes rich our habitat.

     Blessed are the fields of grain, the orchards of fruit,
for they give sustenance, asking nothing in return.
Blessed are the dwellers on earth,
for they cherish the privilege of living upon it.

     Blessed are they who protect the earth and all her creatures,
from the plants of the field to the trees of the forest,
for their reward shall be harmony with the web of existence.
Rejoice, and be glad,
for the earth and her people are one.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5910.shtml
8.7: I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life by Rev. Vern Barnet (90 words)
     I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life:
the fields and streams, the mountains and seas,
the forests and deserts, the air and soil,
all species and reserves, habitats and environments;
one world, one creation, one home, indivisible for all,
affected by pollution anywhere, depleted by any waste,
endangered by greedy consumption, degradation by faithlessness;
preserved by recycling, conservation, and reverence,
the great gift renewed for all generations to come.
protected, preserved by reducing, reusing, recycling.
With conservation and reverence,
the great gift renewed for all generations to come.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/4084.shtml
8.8: Psalm 104 adapted by Robyn Kermes (176 words)
     Contemplating the intricate wonderful web of creation,
I am touched by the sacred
to the depths of my soul.
     The wind whispers to all the earth of the ever changing changeless;
Fire and flame are the instruments of transformation.
Each element working together in the Dance of Life.
     Clear, cold springs gush forth in the valleys,
They burble up in the hidden places between the hills,
Giving drink to all the animals who live there.
     The earth effortlessly brings forth food,
Wine to gladden the human heart, Oil to make the face shine,
And bread to strengthen the body’s limbs.
     The circle of the season is marked by the moons ebb and flow;
The sun knows its times for setting,
Completing the circle of the day.
     Darkness comes round and it is night,
When all the animals of the forest come creeping out.
When the sun rises, they withdraw and rest.
     May we learn to live in harmony
with the energies and Rhythms embedded into the Earth,
That we may appreciate the glory of creation forever.
Source: https://eastshore.org/event/earth-day-listen-your-mother-rev-arthur-g-severance
8.9: Reflections from the River by Rev. Burton Carley (363 words)
     Since the economy is in a kind of black hole, I was interested to read that researchers using NASA’s Spitzer Space Telescope have traced the building blocks of the universe back one more step and it leads to the massive black holes in space. We know that the Earth did not spring out of thin air but is essentially recycled matter and higher elements. The story of Genesis gets it right in the sense that we truly come from dust—space dust. But where did that dust come from?

     Many galaxies have a black hole at their center and the researchers for the first time were able to see how a supermassive black hole in a galaxy 8 billion light years from ours was shooting out winds carrying dust composed of complex elements. The theory is that black holes suck in simple gases at high velocity where they collide and are superheated, fusing together to form complex molecule and grains of dust. Thrust back into space the dust eventually collects and forms stars and planets with the chemical compounds from which life can form.

     From chaos come the building blocks for creation. It is something good to remember when spiritual storms are brewing inside our lives and also outside in the economic environment. And how do we endure chaotic times? It seems counter intuitive but it is through praise that we bear our transformations. The poet Rainer Maria Rilke understood this so well in the following poem translated by Albert Ernest Flemming:

O tell us poet, what it is you do?
—I praise.
But in the midst of deadly turmoil, what
Helps you endure, and how do you survive?
—I praise.
And that which nameless is, anonymous,
How do you, poet, still call out to them?
—I praise.
Who grants you your right to pose in any guise,
Wear any mask, and still remain sincere?
—I praise.
And that the stillness and the violence—
Like the star and storm—know and acknowledge you?
—because I praise.

     We survive our deepest struggles because the human spirit rose from the dust with the possibility of joy and praise. It is why we come to church.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/179420.shtml
8.10: Creation is a Wonder by Rev. Thomas E. Ahlburn (209 words)
     This world is no mere play of shadows.  It is our home, a triumph over chaos. We belong to a community of creatures. Bright orange butterflies of the sun, faint silvered moths of the moon, turn with us to light, and rush again freely into darkness.

     Life is charged with electric clearness, mirthful as ringing music. We are flowing and moving on the earth, wheeling with the stars. At dawn the sun, a red arc flaming upward like a fire rising, clears the horizon’s rim, turning from red to yellow and from yellow to brightest gold.

     Each day is lived in the presence of things and creatures that should make us cry aloud with great joy. We live in a world made up of islands and continents, with much space in between, uncharted and unknown.

     There is much that will not yield to human inquiry.  And all, no matter what they find, leave the wondrous still wondrous. At the edge of our astonishment we are always confronted by an unprobed mystery.

     Not out of this world but in this world we are, in and of this world of skies and seas and fellow creatures. And we shall never know why. The creation is finally mysterious:  it is a wonder

Source: https://www.phoenixuu.org/wp-content/uploads/2016/02/Wonder-November-2013.pdf (p. 6)
8.11: Creation’s Seventh Sunrise by Michael Card (167 words)
     Creation’s seventh sunrise
We stand before the burning bush of time
The six days were good
But the seventh He called holy
Creation’s seventh sunrise
     We wake and go to work six days a week
To struggle with the strain and stress
But the Lords’ provided for the care of our souls
A day of rejoice and rest
     Creation’s seventh sunrise
We stand before the burning bush of time
The six days were good
But the seventh He called holy
Creation’s seventh sunrise
     Come see a sanctuary made of time
Come speak forgotten words of prayer
It calls us, “Come away from your dissonant days” 
“Come out and breathe the garden air.” (leave your worries there) 
     Creation’s seventh sunrise
We stand before the burning bush of time
The six days were good
But the seventh He called holy
Creation’s seventh sunrise
     And the promise of that rest still stands
To all who would be free
And though we might be bound by time
We can taste Eternity” 
Source: https://www.lyricsfreak.com/m/michael+card/seventh+sunrise_21029250.html
8.12: It’s in the Details by Rev. William F. Schulz (246 words)
     …hundreds of years ago Saint Lawrence asked, “whom should I adore, the Creator of the Creation?” Most Western religions have answered back, “Adore the Creator” and supplied an image (Zeus, Jehovah, Christ) to be adored. But (Schultz writes) our answer is far different. Whom should we adore? The Creation surely, for whatever there be of the Creator will be made manifest in Her handiwork. 

     “God,” said Mies van der Rohe, “Dwells in the details.” The Divine for us —whatever it in essence be—is not confined to a transcendent realm, its ramparts guarded by the scholarly elite. Events and occasions on the contrary, the Holy is made manifest to every one of us—not just those who can recite the catechism—in the transactions of the Everyday. 

     It lies curled, in other words, in the very bosom of our experience. 

     This is a fundamental departure from religions’ preoccupation with abstraction. It is not a distant, mysterious God to whom we make appeal or even the old vagaries of Progress, Evolution Creativity or History. The gods and goddesses— or if you prefer, the most precious and profound—are accessible to us in the taste of honey and the touch of stone. And this in turn is why we love the earth, honor the human body, and bless the stars. Religion is not just a matter of Things Unseen. For us the Holy is not hidden but shows its face in the blush of the world’s embrace.   
Source: Green Sound, edited by William Lace
8.13: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (103 words)
When despair for the world grows in me
and I wake in the night at the least sound
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,
I go and lie down where the wood drake
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.
I come into the peace of wild things 
who do not tax their lives with forethought
of grief. I come into the presence of still water.
And I feel above me the day-blind stars
waiting with their light. For a time
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.

Source: SLT #483
8.14: Gratitude by Rev. Max Kapp (62 words)
Often, I have felt that I must praise my world

For what my eyes have seen these many years,

And what my heart has loved.

And often I have tried to start my lines:

‘Dear Earth,’ I say,

And then I pause

To look once more.

Soon I am bemused

And far away in wonder.

So, I never get beyond “Dear Earth.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/58050.shtml
8.15: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
     I heard the Second Brandenburg Concerto played in honor of Bach’s 300th birthday, and I was swept away. I remembered a story about the people who send messages into outer space. Someone suggested sending a piece by Bach. The reply was “But that would be bragging.”
     Some say we get what we deserve in life, but I don’t believe it. We certainly don’t deserve Bach. What have I done to deserve the Second Brandenburg Concerto? I have not been kind enough; I have not done enough justice; I have not loved my neighbor, or myself, sufficiently; I have not praised God enough to have earned a gift like this.

     Life is a gift we have not earned and for which we cannot pay. There is no necessity that there be a universe, no inevitability about a world moving toward life and then self-consciousness. There might have been…nothing at all.

     Since we have not earned Bach—or crocuses or lovers—the best we can do is express our gratitude for the undeserved gifts, and do our share of the work of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/more-we-deserve
8.16: Field at Table by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (106 words)
When I begin to bless this food
and close my eyes I lose myself
first just in green: how
do leaves grow themselves this
green and how do they
grow at all to be so large and
how do they make themselves from
soil which in itself is only brown and
sunlight helps and water but
how is the end of this, green? How
can I bless this food? It blesses me
Thank you, I say, for this bowl
which also is field, this green
which is meal before
I eat. Thank you, I say,
that this green becomes me.
Thank you for mysteries, this life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/field-table
8.17: Earth by Rev. Marco Belletini (244 words)
This is our earth.
It falls through heaven like a pearl
in a glass of plum wine.
There are no other earths that I know of.
There are no other skies that we have mapped.
This is our earth.
The Oneness who gave birth to it
remains nameless.
There was no midwife then
to bring us word of the birth-cry.
We only rejoice that it is.
This is our earth.
Ice caps its head. Glaciers clasp its feet.
Warm wind, like the breath of a lover, breathes around its breast.
Mountains thrust up to the clouds, bringing joy.
Storms blow across its shores, bringing fear.
Silvery fish capture sunlight and bring it down
into the deep, as on shore, valleys spread
with ripening fruit. Cities teem with the
poor and disenfranchised in the shadow of
golden towers. Children live and also die.
Highways throb. Monks sit in silence. Mothers
work. Crickets chirp. Teachers plan. Engineers
design. Fathers write letters.
People marry
with and without the blessings of law.
People cry.
They laugh, and brood, and worry and wait.
This is our earth.
There are no other earths.
Before its wonder, philosophers fall silent.
Before its mystery,
poets admit their words are shadow, not light.
And all the great names religious teachers have left to us—
Ishtar, Shekinah, Terra Mater, Suchness, Wakan
Tanka, Gaia—
suddenly refuse to announce themselves.
And so we too fall silent,
entering the time where words end
and reality begins.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/earth
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)

We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again.

Source: SLT #456
9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)

The Chalice is now extinguished, but its light lives on in the minds and hearts and souls of each one of you. Carry that flame with you as you leave this place and share it with those you know, with those you love, and most especially, with those you have yet to meet.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/carry-flame
9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)

We extinguish the chalice here that it might glow gently in our hearts.

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6049.shtml
9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)

We extinguish this chalice flame,
daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,
that freedom, reason and justice
will one day prevail in this nation and across the earth.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/daring-vision
9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)

     When we take fire from our chalice, it does not become less.
It becomes more.
     And so we extinguish our chalice, but we take its light and warmth with us,
multiplying their power by all of our lives, and sharing it with the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/it-becomes-more
9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)

It is our work, shared with each other in covenant,
That creates and sustains this beloved community.
We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on
in the directions we have chosen today.
The light of this faith lives on in us, together,
in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.
Amen and Blessed Be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/work-we-share
9.7: The Power of Our Thoughts by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)
     We extinguish this flame, a mere wisp of matter in process, almost as insubstantial as the thought of it.

     Yet our civilization has harnessed the power of such a flame to drive and shape a new world.

     So, may it be with the power of our thoughts, that in truth and love they may drive and shape a new world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6050.shtml
10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Participants of the Universe by Rev. Norman V. Naylor (37 words)
     Reminded that we are part and participants of the Universe, let us go forth from the quiet of this hour encouraged to strive toward faithfulness to the best in ourselves, in others, and in the whole creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6036.shtml
10.2: Let us sing the magic of imagination by Rev. Susan L. Van Dreser (90 words)
     Let us sing the magic of imagination by which we know one another and learn the lives of eras gone by.

     Let us sing the magic of creation by which we build the world of our soul and teach its wisdom to others, young and old.

     Let us sing the magic of our lives together, holding and shaping by the movement of breath from heart to lung all new life that is to come.

     Go now with singing. Go now with magic in your fingertips. Touch this world with life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6020.shtml
10.3: Benediction by Wangari Maathai (53 words)
     We are called to assist the earth,
to heal her wounds and in the process, heal our own-
indeed, to embrace the whole creation
in all its diversity, beauty, and wonder.
     Let us all find our way to do our part.
Let us love our mother the earth; let us listen to her.

Source: Nobel Peace Prize Acceptance speech by Wangari Maathai
10.4: The beauty of your ancient hands by Rev. Kenneth Patton (52 words)
     In far off times others will put their carvings beside yours,

     And light candles where yours long ago burned away.

     In their celebrations there will be a lingering of your questions and solicitations.

     The rafters and pillars will remember your dreams,

     And your children will discover the beauty of your ancient hands.

Source: no longer online
10.5: Majesty of Creation by Rev. Stephan Papa (68 words)
     If we would but allow the majesty of creation to be, it would bless us.

     If we would incorporate the myriad aspects of creation instead of trying to incarcerate them, the war would end.

     If we could accept ourselves, maybe then we would accept others.

     If all these questions add up to confusion, all these answers add up to one affirmation—Love life and it will bless you.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6009.shtml
10.6: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)
     Like the cosmic dust following after a great Perseid meteor, we are the living remnants of time and all that has come to pass in its wake—briefly shining lights on the way to eternity. We are only visible to the naked eye for an instant. Take this moment to shine like the start dust you are. May the light of our time on earth shine to bless the world and each other. Shine. Shine. Shine.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/shine
10.7: Be a Branch of the Tree of Life by Rev. Norman Naylor (69 words)
     Our eyes and minds turn now toward the ordinary.

     Leaving this space made sacred by our presence, take with you at least some seed of understanding, hope and courage and drop it into the confusion of the world.

     Nourish the seed that it might grow as a tree of life-giving shelter to the weary and hope to the despairing.

     Be yourself a branch of the tree of life. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6032.shtml
10.8: Four Element Blessing by Eric Williams (55 words)
May the firmness of the earth be yours.
May the flow of the water be yours.
May the freedom of the air be yours.
May the fierceness of the fire be yours.
May all of the gifts of this life,
The Below and the Above,
Be with you now and remain with you always.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/294189.shtml
10.9: Go in peace, speak the truth by Rev. Gary Kowalski (57 words)
     Go in peace, speak the truth, give thanks each day.

Respect the earth and her creatures,
for they are alive like you.

     Care for your body; it is a wondrous gift.

     Live simply. Be of service.

     Be guided by your faith and not your fear.

     Go lightly on your path. Walk in a sacred manner.

Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5975.shtml
10.10: May we never rest by Rev. John Cummins (52 words)
     May we never rest until every child of earth in every generation is free from all prisons of the mind and of the body and of the spirit; until the earth and the hills and the seas shall dance, and the universe itself resound with the joyful cry: “Behold! I am!”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6028.shtml
10.11: Cooperation for Human Creativity by Rev. Denise Cawley (26 words)
Love our Earth.
Take action to consume less, 
use less energy, respect water;
And be cooperative, collaborative 
and creative community – 
like the moss and the mushrooms.
Our children’s lives depend on us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/cooperation-human-creativity
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: We Never Left the Garden by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Touchstones) (1,512 words)
     When was the last time that you went walking barefoot in the grass, or picked up a dandelion blossom gone from yellow to white to blow the seeds into the air, or dangled your feet in a cold mountain stream, or walked on a sandy beach, or stopped to gaze at a full-moon, a star-studded sky, or a rapturous sunset? When was the last time that you listened for birdsong, or lay on the ground gazing upward at the clouds to see what Rorschach images they were forming for your amusement and your amazement? When was the last time that you dug in the earth, or picked up a stone or a pebble and really looked at it, or rescued an earthworm from the rain-drenched sidewalk that it might find its way back into the cool earth? When was the last time that you touched the earth, so that the earth might touch you? What do you know about the sacred circle of life, or living in harmony with the rhythms of nature?

     Unitarian Universalist minister Marni Harmony wrote, “I say that it touches us that our blood is sea water and our tears are salt, that the seed of our bodies is scarcely different from the same cells in seaweed, and that the stuff of our bones is like coral.” Is she right? Do those correspondences touch you? 

     Chief Seattle said, “This we know: the earth does not belong to us, we belong to the earth. All things are connected like the blood that unites us all. We did not weave the web of life, we are merely a strand in it. Whatever we do to the web, we do to ourselves.” His words echo through our seventh principle, which calls us to affirm and promote “respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are part.”
     Not only did creation not end, in truth, we still reside within the Garden of Eden for how else can we describe this blue green gem of a planet without using the word paradise.

     It is telling that some of the utopian movements in America sought to create a kind of Eden. The Pilgrims envisioned America as a New Eden. George Ripley, a Unitarian minister and literary critic founded the Brook Farm Community west of Boston in 1841. He hoped that it would become an agricultural Garden of Eden. Adin Ballou, a Universalist minister who later became a Unitarian minister, founded the Hopedale Community on a farm west of Milford, Massachusetts in 1842. Ballou wrote, “The earth, so long a slaughter-field, shall yet an Eden bloom…”
     Thoreau only visited Brook Farm once and never joined, regarding it as little more than a boarding house. Thoreau’s sojourn at Walden inspired some later utopian experiments. The image of the Garden of Eden as an idyllic place persisted. Singer-songwriter Joni Mitchell wrote in her 1969 song, Woodstock, “We are stardust. We are golden. And we got to get ourselves back to the garden” Thoreau wrote in his journal, “Celebrate not the Garden of Eden, but your own. (October 22, 1857).” In a way, Walden was Thoreau’s Eden.

      We know that Thoreau lived in that cabin on Walden Pond for 26 months. We also know that he began keeping a journal in 1837 at the age of twenty at the suggestion of Ralph Waldo Emerson. The journaling continued for 24 years and eventually he penned 2,000,000 words in his journal. How many more words he expressed in conversation with others like Emerson? And how many more words comprised his thoughts while in solitude?

     It is true that Thoreau began writing what would become Walden while he was living in the woods, yet is as true that he began writing the book when he wrote those first words in his journal. His made his first entry in his journal on October 22, 1837. It was thought to be a response to a remark by Emerson: “What are you doing now?” he asked, “Do you keep a journal?” — So I make my first entry to-day.

     Mary Oliver declined to go on a day trip to Walden Pond at the invitation of some of her friends. Instead she wrote the poem, “Going to Walden,” noting “It isn’t very far as highways lie./ I might be back by nightfall, having seen/ The rough pines, and the stones, and the clear water/ Friends argue that I might be wiser for it./ They do not hear that far-off Yankee whisper:/ How dull we grow from hurrying here and there!/ Many have gone, and think me half a fool/ To miss a day away in the cool country./ Maybe. But in a book I read and cherish,/ Going to Walden is not so easy a thing/ As a green visit. It is the slow and difficult/ Trick of living, and finding it where you are.” 

     Oliver’s sentiment about “the slow and difficult trick of living” is echoed by Kentucky farmer and writer Wendell Berry in his poem Work Song Part II, A Vision. Berry writes, “If we will have the wisdom to survive, /to stand like slow growing trees /on a ruined place, renewing, enriching it... /then a long time after we are dead /the lives our lives prepare will live /here, their houses strongly placed /upon the valley sides... /The river will run /clear, as we will never know it... /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... /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 reality.”
     Berry offers a different vision of what is possible. Even though he states that his vision is not a dream of paradise, many people reading his poem will conclude that its utopian aspirations make it, by definition, unrealistic. Berry, however, cast his vision between two caveats, articulated respectively in the first and last lines of the poem. He begins provisionally by saying, “if we will have the wisdom to survive.” And he ends provisionally by concluding that the hardship of bringing this vision into being will be its reality. His vision for the future is possible, but challenging to create. It will require an evolution in human consciousness in which we rediscover our radical dependence upon the earth and the earth’s radical dependence upon us. Our survival depends upon fundamental changes in how we live, as well as wisdom rather than cunning or power or wealth or denial of reality.

     Mary Oliver wrote in her poem, When Death Comes, “When it’s over, I want to say all my life/ I was a bride married to amazement. / I was the bridegroom, taking the world into my arms.” As I think about my own life, I know that I began taking the earth into my arms when I was very young and have remained perpetually amazed. I remember the joy of rolling down a grass covered hill. I remember picking violets and dandelions, lovely bouquets for my mother. I remember the birds feeding in my grandmother’s back yard, and her perpetual war with the starlings that were so greedy, pushing aside the smaller birds. I remember the delicate African violets that my great-grandmother grew in her basement. I remember the worn-out woods near my grandmother’s house, the legacy of coal mining, where I often went to seek solitude. I remember the Allegheny River in Pittsburgh that created in me a love of rivers. I have been companioned by trees, birds, flowers, rivers, and so much more. My experiences in nature and the resulting memories have accumulated over a lifetime. From a young age, I knew that I was part of the earth as much as I was a part of my family and of every community to which I have belonged. And what of you? Where is Walden for you, and where is Eden? Is the earth your home? Is she your mother? Is she your alpha and omega, your origin and your destiny? Does she merit your reverence? I hope that she does. The seventh principle is not a platitude; it is a radical call to action grounded in profound respect.

     Johanna Macy writes, “Each of us can be the catalyst or ‘tipping point’ by which new forms of behavior spread. There are as many different ways of being responsive as there are different gifts we possess.” May our respect for the interdependent web of existence of which we are a part honor the earth. May our respect deepen into something so profound that the earth becomes sacred to us. May this deep respect transform our actions so that our very living becomes a touch that caresses the earth.

11.2: How Wisdom Comes by Rev. Jay E. Abernathy, Jr. (excerpt, full text no longer online) (901 words)
     I recently attended a conference that turned out to be more like a retreat. But not a silent or solitary retreat. There were over a hundred and twenty of us present—mostly ministers and religious educators. And we were gathered to spend four days learning about Native American spirituality.

     …Socrates drew students even though he said he had nothing to teach—that he was only a midwife for wisdom, and the most ignorant man in the city of Athens. Our leaders at the conference I attended were equally unpretentious.

     One was a woman from the Tewa People of Tesuque Pueblo, in New Mexico, a pre-school teacher. The other was a chief of the Winnebago of Wisconsin, where our retreat took place. Dislodged long ago, and moved more than once, they are now confined to a small reservation near Omaha, Nebraska.

     They were sent to us by an inter-tribal group—the Traditional Council of Elders and Youth. We had to be judged receptive. As one of the Council’s leaders, Chief Oren Lyons, Faithkeeper of the turtle Clan of the Onondaga Nation and spokesman for the Six Nations Iroquois Confederacy puts it, “You think we send our Wisdomkeepers to just anyone? We guard them like pure spring water. If what you seek from us is secrets, mysteries...I can tell you right now, there are no secrets. There’s no mystery. There’s only common sense.”
     Or perhaps better put, the uncommon sense to sense the uncommon in the common, the holy in the ordinary. And isn’t it this sense which we too often have lost? Lost not only to the detriment of our individual souls, but to the detriment of the planet—our Mother, the Earth.

     … “Think not forever of yourselves, O Chiefs, nor of your own generation. Think of continuing generations of our families, think of our grandchildren and of those yet unborn, whose faces are coming from beneath the ground.” This wisdom, spoken a thousand years ago, came from the traditional founder of the Iroquois Confederacy, called ‘the Peacemaker.’
     But for the last half of the intervening millennium, we who dominate this continent have scorned its original inhabitants. We have seen ourselves as ‘civilized’, them as ‘savage.’ Ourselves as knowledgeable, them as ignorant. Ourselves as successful, them as defeated. And dominant illusions can even keep nightmares seeming true.

     I am no sentimentalist about these matters. Neither are the Wisdomkeepers of the indigenous people. They are familiar with irony, and forthright about their motives. “We have been subjected to physical and cultural genocide,” said Reuben Snake. “The Grandfathers and Grandmothers are dying out. Some of us have to go out to them, record their words, take their photographs, learn their songs and their stories, then pass them onto those of you in the dominant culture who may have ears to hear and hearts to understand.”
     … “These days people seek knowledge,” said the Tewa woman who was one of our leaders, “not wisdom. Knowledge is of the past; wisdom is of the future.” She was no grandmother; she was younger than I. And at first that bothered me. But it also served to remind me that wisdom is not necessarily a function of years. There are plenty of old fools who miss the knowledge or experience, power or prestige, and racing past wisdom.

     Not Delores. She spoke slowly, sometimes referring to what she was telling us about her people as “information.” At first the pace tried my patience. Then I began to see how what I seek, I too often want instantly and easily—insight without responsibility, spirituality with duties—while this woman knew better. She would laugh and say she identified with her elan animal, the Turtle, as she goes about her work—tending to future generations at the Pueblo, helping preserve the language and stories, but also carrying them out, to people like us.

     “Beware of instant medicine men,” said Reuben. “Those who exploit, who have no real power. Real power comes from the Creator. It comes in the form of wisdom. Its strength is not power-over, but power-with. It works with people and with the Creation. It refuses to exploit either people or the Earth. For these are our times and our responsibilities. Every human being has a sacred duty to give thanks, and to protect the welfare of our Mother Earth, from whom all life comes. In order to do this, we must recognize the enemy. Not in others. The one within us. We must begin with ourselves...”
     “Let us live in peace and harmony to keep the land and all life in balance,” added Delores. “Only prayer and meditation can do that. The native peoples of this land have suffered much. Have suffered nothing less than a great crucifixion.” So has the land. But as I came away from prayer and meditation with them, I knew more deeply than ever that the Great Spirit within both abides, and can yet give wisdom. 

     …Let us be wise enough to see how foolish we often are. Let us be open even to that Spirit which sometimes stops and shames us in our foolishness—listen to its promptings, taking time to hear its warnings, to be awakened by its reminder that even the soul that seems dead within us can yet be revived, simply by acknowledging the soul in others, and Soul of this world itself. Let us do so even now. …

11.3: The Spirit of Creativity by Rev. Barbara Wells ten Hove (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,413 words)
     While I believe it is true that no one can take your creativity away from you, there are those who sure try. Take this, for example. I was in seventh grade art class. We were working with clay. I don’t exactly remember what the assignment was, I just remember that I was having fun, creating–if I recall correctly–a tiny gas station out of the red clay. Suddenly the vice-principal, who was wandering through our classroom for some reason, sat down next to me. He looked at my little bits of clay and asked me what was I doing. I explained about my gas station. “That’s the dumbest idea I’ve ever heard,” he said. “You clearly don’t have much talent, do you?” I felt as if I’d been punched. I can still feel the anger and the shame that I felt in my seventh grade heart. I knew I wasn’t much good at art. I never could draw, but I liked working with clay. Somehow the three dimensional aspect made it easier for me. But after that day I never made anything. My creative spark was effectively doused.

     I was lucky in that I had other areas in which I could be creative. I sang in the school choir and was a stalwart member of the school’s drama group. Yet I wonder what creative opportunities were lost to me because an insensitive adult took it upon himself to quash my artistic pursuits. For nearly …years now I have resisted most attempts to create art with my hands. Whenever I try to do so I become that seventh grader again: I feel ashamed and no good. Since I “have no talent,” I must not make a fool of myself with my silly amateur attempts at sculpture or drawing. No one will like them anyway.

     What that man did to me (and others have perhaps done to you, I expect) was not only insensitive and cruel. I think he committed a crime against my spirit. ...The creative spark that leads to art of all kinds is not simply talent or skill. …That spark of creativity is holy and …it is one of the most important elements of our humanness. …The human spirit is blessed with extraordinary creativity and it is through this creativity that some of the best elements of humanity emerge. …When we take the risk to open ourselves to deeper and more challenging creativity, we become better and more spiritually centered people.

     …Art and religion are powerfully connected. One source that helped me to understand this connection was a book written …by the writer Chaim Potok, called My Name is Asher Lev. Like so many of Potok’s novels, this book invites us into a world unfamiliar to most of us, the world of very conservative, religious Jews called Hasids. Asher Lev is a Hasidic Jew, born in Brooklyn shortly after the Second World War and the Holocaust. His father is a traveler, who moves around the world trying to save Jews from the fate of the six million. It is serious business. When Asher Lev is born, it is assumed he will follow in his father’s footsteps. But instead, Asher discovers in himself the gift of art. Not just talent or skill, Asher Lev is blessed (or cursed) with an extraordinary gift to draw and paint–at a level not unlike the young Mozart’s gift of music. This gift was unasked for and in many ways undesired. His artistic ability made him suspect in the conservative religious community where he was born and raised, a community which did not appreciate this remarkable ability he had.

     Yet Asher Lev could not deny the call to his art. He knew his father didn’t understand it. He felt his mother’s pain as she tried to encourage him without angering her husband. He bore the taunts of his classmates. He did so because he could not deny the powerful force that was his artistic creativity. When, for a short period, he gave up his art, it almost killed him. Only when he answered the call could he become whole, and grow into his humanness. But it did not come without a cost.

      Asher Lev the artist, the creator, was torn asunder by the power of his artistic gift. He discovered how truly difficult it was in his world, in our world, to understand and answer the call of creativity, particularly when everyone around you insists that what you are doing is wrong, maybe even evil. For here is where his story becomes something truly heart-rending. When he has finally matured in his art, he begins to paint the story of his family and their suffering. Asher Lev, Hasidic Jew, found that he had to use the crucifixion as a metaphor in a series of paintings that featured the faces of his mother and father. For a Jew to use such a symbol was anathema. Yet Asher Lev knew he must answer the call to his truest self, and this true self insisted on the crucifixion, one of the most powerful symbols of suffering, as a metaphor. And in answering this call to his true self, he alienated those he loved the best–his mother and father. His call to creativity was fraught with pain as well as joy. Yet he found in answering it a connection to the life force that both creates and destroys. In other words, he began to truly understand God through his creativity.

      At the end of the book, he finds he has to leave his religious community, at least for a while. Chaim Potok writes, in the voice of Asher Lev, “I looked at my right hand, the hand with which I painted. There was power in that hand. Power to create and destroy…there was in that hand the demonic and the divine at the same time. The demonic and divine were two aspects of the same force. Creation was demonic and divine. Creativity was demonic and divine. Art was demonic and divine… I was demonic and divine. Asher Lev paints good pictures and hurts people he loves.”
     He then hears the voice of God reply, “Then be a great painter, Asher Lev; that will be the only justification for all the pain you will cause…. Journey with me, my Asher. Paint the anguish of all the world. Let people see the pain.”
     Asher Lev does so, even though to answer the call of his art is excruciating. Asher Lev discovers that through his call to creativity he becomes fully human, and also fully connected to the divine. He learns that authentic art is not always beautiful or easy. He learned that his spirit could only be whole when he lived his creativity.

     …Creativity, as Asher Lev discovered, is not always something that moves easily through us. Creativity requires a willingness to take risks.

     …Creativity is an essential way to understand our spirituality. …Matthew Fox, a former Dominican father …left the Catholic Church to become an Episcopal priest. He wrote a book …called Original Blessing, in which he writes that we are co-creators with God, and that it is in the creative process that we can touch holiness and become one with the divine. He challenges us to throw out our pre-conceived notions of art–that the artist must be talented and/or professional–and instead seek to discover the artist, the creator that lives in each of us.

     …The act of creation–whether a painting, a poem, a dance, a sermon, a lesson plan, or even a government report!–this act of creating is one of the most spiritual things we can do. Why is this? Because our spirituality is, I believe, that part of our being which is continually evolving and growing in response to the world around us and the world within us. If we stifle our creativity, we run the risk of smothering our spirits. Spirit needs the lively interaction of creative hearts and hands and minds to keep it alive and growing. People can actually die when deprived of beauty. And I have seen the spiritual death that occurs when people lose (or have forced out of them) the ability to be creative.

     …What we create in our individual lives matters and what we create here matters, too. May we be blessed with an abundance of creativity, and use it to make this world just a little more beautiful, a little more exciting, a little more whole.

11.4: Breath of Life by Rev. Beth Chronister (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,112 words)
     In the beginning... Darkness. In the beginning... Formlessness. In the beginning... Void. And then—hovering over this nothing-ness: Ruach Elohim... the breath of God moving across the face of the deep and sparking the first lights of...

· Transformation.

· Animation.

· Divine Imagination.

· Spirit illumination.

· And Life Proclamation.

     This is the dramatic and poetic description of the dark before the dawn of creation as Described in the first book of the Hebrew Bible. It is one of two distinct creation stories in the first chapters of Genesis. They are stories that offer explanations about who we are and how we came to be in relationship to the earth, each other, and to God. You know both of the stories, though they may have become conflated into one creation myth along the Sunday school path

     The first creation story is the one that has maintained the cadence of oral tradition. The plot is driven by a sequence of seven days and each day ends with the repeated rhythmic phrase— “And God saw that it was good.” The story opens in dark nothingness. A scene soon transformed by the breath of God moving over the faceless deep and the simple Divine utterance— “Let there be light.” This sets in motion a process that unfolds the night and the day, the sky and the sea, the plants and the animals. A creative catalyst moment that culminates in the creation of humankind. Genesis 1:26: Then God said, “Let us make humankind in our image, according to our likeliness.” At which point, God blesses creation by noting, it was very good. 

     The second creation myth in the Hebrew Bible is not remembered for its structural plot of seven days. Instead, this story is known more for its setting, the Garden of Eden and its characters, Adam, Eve, God, a serpent, and a fateful tree.

     Biblical scholars believe that the first and second chapters of Genesis offer distinct accounts of creation because they are rooted in different areas, cultures, and histories of Israel. The story of the seven days is believed to have been developed during the Babylonian exile, after the destruction of the temple, in 6th century BCE. The story of Eden is traced to in the southern territory of Judah. This story is estimated to be even older. Its origins are dated to the 10th century BCE, 3,000 years ago. In the current setting of the 24-hour news cycle, the longevity of these two myths is pretty incredible.

     It is very interesting that the people who compiled the Torah chose to include both accounts of creation. This canonical choice provides an important clue into the initial intentions of the creators for how the books were intended to be interacted with. To include both stories is an invitation to interpretation. These stories were never offered as historic fact, but instead, were passed on as a resource in the pursuit of meaning. The symbols, poetry, teachings are there to help guide communities in exploring their identity and discovering their place within the cosmos.

     As our community enters into these creation myths to seek what we might learn there, we should not dismiss the powerful, yet subtle, presence of Ruach Elohim in Genesis 1:1. This is the original Hebrew name that describes the force which hovers over the face of the deep and disturbs the nothingness. Elohim is one of the various names for God in Hebrew. And Ruach, appears at different times in the Torah as wind, breath, or Spirit. Thus, the catalyst of creation in the first chapter of Genesis, Ruach Elohim, can be correctly translated as the mighty wind of God, the Spirit of God, or the Breath of God.

     Ruach, wind, breath, spirit. Three possible translations. Each is alluring and each holds insight into the fuller meaning of Ruach Elohim. Wind, breath, Spirit—all are present in the world in ways that are both common, and yet deeply mysterious. Common, as each is imbued throughout creation. Mysterious, as Ruach truly is a word that tries to grasp at what is ungraspable. For who among us can contain the wind? Who could adequately describe either the first or last breath? And who could possibly conceptualize the Spirit?

     As a word, Ruach can only point to the unseen power and presence. That what moves softly and profoundly in our lives, like the inhalation and exhalation of breath through body, changing everything, animating life itself, yet remaining indescribable. Ruach Elohim, moving over the faceless depths, bringing life and transforming everything. As breath marks the moment of birth, the breath of God enters into the beginning and creates the first sparks of life and light. All of creation is linked through this act of breathing. It is celebrated in the first inhalation of living things. It is present in the miraculous exchange of carbon dioxide and oxygen between plants and animals. And it is deeply felt in the translating of breath into loving speech, prayer, or meditation. Ruach Elohim moves in and out of our lives, reminding us to be aware that each time we breathe, we are a part of this glorious and Divine interdependent web of life.

     As wind shapes landscapes over time, and blows through our social movements as the winds of change, the wind of God blows over, around, and against those places which cry out for transformation. Those formless voids and shadowing depths that exist in our individual and collective lives. Those places which resist change and refuse transformation. Places like hate, harm, disparity, destruction, and fear. They too can be moved and made new by those winds which bring illumination and inspiration on its gusts and gales. Ruach Elohim blows over, around, against and within, changing and moving landscapes and possibilities, birthing anew life potentials in this never-ending process of creation, bringing new light and new hope to the formless voids and shadowy depths. May we all learn to lean into the winds of changes as co-creators of our lives and our world.

     And finally, Ruach Elohim as the Spirit of God. Much like breath and wind, Spirit and spirituality cannot to be contained by mere words, for words are simply inadequate in touching that which dances on the edge of mystery. Spirit and spirituality are entered through experience, felt at times like the soft breath of a sleeping baby, and at other times like the gusty wind on the plains. It can move our lives like it did in Genesis 1:1, unsettling our waters, bringing light to our shadowy depths, and acting as a force of creation, transformation, illumination, and expansion. Ruach Elohim, wind, breath, spirit. Moving in our lives and in all of creation. Blessed Be.

11.5: This Holy Ground by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Touchstones) (1,460 words)
     I’m not sure what his motivation was. Perhaps it was the belief that the world as it is was not perfect or the sense that if a world like this was going to be created, there had to be a set of blueprints in another realm to pattern the world after. Perhaps it was the concern that our senses were limited and limiting, so that we could not really know the world. None-the-less, Plato’s theory of forms postulated that the abstract forms or ideas of things possessed the highest and most fundamental kind of reality. The things of this world were mere shadows of those perfect forms. In Christianity, this was expressed in the dualisms of body and soul, the natural and the supernatural where soul and the supernatural were considered far superior to and more valuable than the world of matter. Unitarian Universalist singer-songwriter Peter Mayer captures the consequence of this view of reality when he refers to “a world half there, heaven’s second-rate hand me down.” The denigration of this world and this life in favor of an imagined future paradise has served neither humanity nor the world well. We would do well to emulate Thoreau’s attitude. It is said that as he lay on his deathbed someone asked, “Are you ready for the next world?” Thoreau responded, “One world at a time.” 

     If Plato provided us with an unfortunate misdirection, so did the Genesis account of creation. Genesis is a remarkable, imaginative account of how the world began and is as compelling, if not more so, than many of the other creation myths that have been told since the beginning of human time to make sense of how we came to be. Perhaps Genesis would have held less sway if people had understood that it was actually a Mesopotamian creation myth reworked to explain and defend the unique nature of the God of Israel. As allegory, Genesis is brilliant especially in trying to account for how human beings came to possess knowledge. In the interpretive frame of the story, we owe Eve our profound gratitude for having the courage to eat the fruit of the tree of knowledge. In that act, she did indeed give birth to humanity. 

     The problem occurred when people continued to take this myth literally, despite the revelations of science, and ascribed to it authority far beyond what was sensible or credible. This happened, ironically but understandably, in response to the emergence of a new Genesis account in which the storytellers were astronomers, physicians, anthropologists, archeologists, paleontologists, biologists, physicists, cosmologists, chemists, geologists, and other scientists. Their cosmological narrative is a story that began 13.7 billion years ago with the event called the Big Bang. The best available evidence suggests that the planet earth came into being 4.54 billion years ago, not in the year 4004 BCE as proposed by 17th century Church of Ireland Archbishop James Ussher. 

     God’s handiwork in Genesis, version 1.0 simply lacks the elegance, scale, diversity, complexity, experimentation, imagination, and mystery of Genesis, version 2.0. This new story, this story of the universe, should be a continuing source of utter amazement and awe. As cosmologist Brian Swimme said, “You take hydrogen gas, and you leave it alone, and it turns into rosebushes, giraffes, and humans.” 

     Growing up in Western Pennsylvania, I was influenced by remnants of Pennsylvania Dutch in phrases like “read up the house,” which meant to “make the house ready.” One phrase that I have long valued comes from the Pennsylvania Dutch phrase, “Das wundert mich,” meaning, “It wonders me.” This has been my lifelong response to the world: “It wonders me.” I was like the child of which Walt Whitman wrote: “There was a child went forth every day;/ And the first object he look’d upon, that object he became;/ And that object became part of him for the day, or a certain part of/ the day, or for many years, or stretching cycles of years./ The early lilacs became part of this child,/ And grass, and white and red morning-glories, and white and red clover….” In turn I became violets, fireflies, ladybugs, and more. I became sunflowers, a willow tree, and the crayfish in the creek that ran beside that tree. I became the osage orange, the buckeye, and the catalpa tree, which I knew by the name “Indian Toby.” I became the Allegheny River and the Monongahela River, and every river that I have ever crossed. In this regard I am like Langston Hughes who wrote, “I’ve known rivers:/ I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the/ flow of human blood in human veins./ My soul has grown deep like the rivers.” How has the world caused your soul to grow deep? I mean the world of honking geese flying overhead, aspen groves shimmering in the autumn sunset, the towering Rocky Mountains, and the prairie that is like an inland ocean. It is so easy to take the world for granted. Better to take it with reverence and gratitude.

     The problem, however, is that most human beings still have a flat world faith, one that regards human beings at the pinnacle of both creation and evolution. Shakespeare’s Prince Hamlet extolled humanity when he said, “What a piece of work is a man, how noble in reason, how infinite in faculties, in form and moving how express and admirable, in action how like an angel, in apprehension how like a god! the beauty of the world, the paragon of animals….” Do we think that we are more important or more elegant or more amazing than the humpback whale, the snow leopard, or the praying mantis? To be sure, we are collectively as a species more powerful, but with power comes profound obligation.

     The poet Mary Oliver wrote, “Who made the world?/ Who made the swan, and the black bear?/ Who made the grasshopper?/ This grasshopper, I mean-/ the one who has flung herself out of the grass,/ the one who is eating sugar out of my hand,…” She continues, “I don’t know exactly what a prayer is./ I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down/ into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass,/ how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields,/ which is what I have been doing all day./ Tell me, what else should I have done?”
      If you fall down into the grass, what do you see? Scientists believe that the greatest and most diverse amount of life, bio-mass as they call it, resides in the top 8 to 12 inches of soil that covers our planet’s landmass. Recalling the Genesis account, what does it mean that Adam was made from dust or that, in Hebrew the etymology of the word “adam” is related to “adamah,” which means soil? Likewise, the word human is derived from a proto-Indo-European word (dhghem) that means “earth.” This is not linguistic sleight of hand, but a reminder that the earth is our mother existentially and evolutionarily. And yet, the relationship of our species to the earth is characterized more by entitlement than gratitude. That will only change to the extent that we develop an attitude of reverence for the earth.

     If we want to cultivate an attitude of reverence for creation, we would do well to pay attention to poets, including singer-songwriters like Peter Mayer, a Unitarian Universalist who lives in Stillwater, Minnesota. Seven of the eleven songs on his album Earth Town Square, convey his reverence for the earth. In the song, The Play, he writes “When I try to grasp the simple fact of this existence / And think of all the fantasies and fairytales and wishes / None strike me as more unlikely or magnificent than this is.” I suspect that somewhere along the road, Mayer had a religious conversion that brought him from the Catholicism of his youth to Unitarian Universalism, that brought him to a profound love for creation, where, as he says, “everything is holy now.” 

     Mayer’s attitude is one of gratitude for the earth. Like Thoreau he takes one world at a time. It is notable that Unitarian Universalist ministers Rebecca Parker and John Buehrens begin their book A House for Hope, which is subtitled The Promise of Progressive Religion for the Twenty-first Century, with the image of a garden. Parker writes, “This earth—and none other—is a garden of beauty, a place of life.” It is also that upon which we are utterly dependent for the air we breathe, the water we drink, the food we eat, and so much more. Take none of it for granted. Take all of it with the commitment to become a steward of the earth because “everything is holy now.” 

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
“In a time of destruction, create something.”   Maxine Hong Kingston
“To cherish what remains of the Earth and to foster its renewal is our only legitimate hope of survival.”   Wendell Berry

“Those who dwell among the beauties and mysteries of the earth are never alone or weary of life.”   Rachel Carson

“You cannot help but learn more as you take the world into your hands. Take it up reverently, for it is an old piece of clay, with millions of thumbprints on it.”   John Updike

“We do not inherit the earth from our ancestors; we borrow it from our children.”   Native American Proverb

“Responsibility is what awaits outside the Eden of Creativity.”   Nadine Gordimer

“Because we all share this small planet earth, we have to learn to live in harmony and peace with each other and with nature. That is not just a dream, but a necessity.”   Dalai Lama

“Creativity requires a state of grace. So many things are required for it to succeed.”   Magda Szabó 

“I would feel more optimistic about a bright future for man if he spent less time proving that he can outwit Nature and more time tasting her sweetness and respecting her seniority.”   E.B. White 

“There is hope if people will begin to awaken that spiritual part of themselves, that heartfelt knowledge that we are caretakers of this planet.”   Brooke Medicine Eagle

“To be of the Earth is to know / the restlessness of being a seed / the darkness of being planted / the struggle toward the light / the pain of growth into the light / the joy of bursting and bearing fruit / the love of being food for someone / the scattering of your seeds / the decay of the seasons / the mystery of death and / the miracle of birth.”   John Soos

“The world is holy. We are holy. All life is holy. Daily prayers are delivered on the lips of breaking waves, the whisperings of grasses, the shimmering of leaves.”   Terry Tempest Williams 

“Creativity is an act of defiance.”   Twyla Tharp
“With the moon walk, the religious myth that sustained these notions could no longer be held. With our view of earthrise, we could see that the earth and the heavens were no longer divided but that the earth is in the heavens.”   Joseph Campbell

“…We must learn to acknowledge that the creation is full of mystery; we will never entirely understand it. We must abandon arrogance and stand in awe. We must recover the sense of the majesty of creation, and the ability to be worshipful in its presence. …It is only on the condition of humility and reverence before the world that our species will be able to remain in it.”   Wendell Berry

“Leave nothing but footprints, Take nothing but pictures, Kill nothing but time.”   Unknown

“There is no ownership. There is only stewardship.”   LeeAnn Taylor

“What keeps life fascinating is the constant creativity of the soul.”   Deepak Chopra
“What’s the use of a fine house if you haven’t got a tolerable planet to put it on?”   Henry David Thoreau
“A friend of mine once sent me a post card with a picture of the entire planet Earth taken from space. On the back it said, ‘Wish you were here.”   Steven Wright

“The creative adult is the child who has survived.”   Ursula K. Le Guin

“We are all butterflies. Earth is our chrysalis.”   LeeAnn Taylor

“You are a guest of nature—behave.”   Friedensreich Hundert Wasser

“Creativity requires the courage to let go of certainties.”   Erich Fromm
“Someday, I hope that we will all be patriots of our planet and not just of our respective nations.”   Zoe Weil
“The love of wilderness is more than a hunger for what is always beyond reach; it is also an expression of loyalty to the earth, the earth which bore us and sustains us, the only paradise we shall ever know, the only paradise we ever need, if only we had the eyes to see.”  Edward Abbey

“Creativity keeps the world alive.”   Nayyirah Waheed

“It suddenly struck me that that tiny pea, pretty and blue, was the Earth. I put up my thumb and shut one eye, and my thumb blotted out the planet Earth. I didn’t feel like a giant. I felt very, very small.”   Neil Armstrong

“But unless we are creators, we are not fully alive. What do I mean by creators? Not only artists, whose acts of creation are the obvious ones of working with paint or clay or words. Creativity is a way of living life, no matter our vocation or how we earn our living.”   Madeleine L’Engle
“How can we be so arrogant? The planet is, was, and always will be stronger than us. We can’t destroy it; if we overstep the mark, the planet will simply erase us from its surface and carry on existing. Why don’t they start talking about not letting the planet destroy us?”  Paulo Coelho
“Solitude is the soil in which genius is planted, creativity grows, and legends bloom; faith in oneself is the rain that cultivates a hero to endure the storm, and bare the genesis of a new world, a new forest.”   Mike Norton 
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