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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: Motherless Child by Rev. Amy Bowden Freedman (108 words)

1.2: Blessing by Rev. Dori J. Somers (211 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: May We Be Keepers of Thy Flame by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (89 words)

2.2: The Chalice is a Symbol by Rev. Debra Faulk (64 words)

2.3: We Kindle this Flame by Rev. Philip Randall Giles (46 words)

2.4: The Light for Everyone Who Comes into the World by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (112 words)
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #6 Just As Long As I Have Breath

3.2: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love

3.3: SLT #34 Though I May Speak with Bravest Fire

3.4: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life 
3.5: SLT #93 To Mercy, Pity, Peace and Love
3.6: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere

3.7: SLT #127 Can I See Another’s Woe?

3.8: SLT #129 Let Love Continue Long

3.9: SLT #131 Love Will Guide Us 
3.10: SLT #299 Make Channels for the Streams of Love

3.11: SLT #325 Love Makes a Bridge

      Singing the Journey 

3.12: SJT #1000 Morning Has Come

3.13: SJT #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.14: SJT #1008 When Our Heart is in a Holy Place 

3.15: SJT #1012 When I Am Frightened
3.16: SJT #1021 Lean On Me

3.17: SJT #1026 If Every Woman in the World

3.18: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

3.19: SJT #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness

3.20: SJT #1058 Be Ours a Religion

     Choral Music 

3.21: Echoes of Kindness by Ruth Elaine Schram & Linda Marcus
3.22: Loving Kindness (An Eastern Blessing) by Howard Goodall
3.23: Humble and Kind by Lori McKenna/arr. Ed Lojeski 

3.24: We Can Be Kind by David Friedman/arr. Kirby Shaw 

     Popular Music

3.25: Humble and Kind by Tim McGraw (two versions)

3.26: Be Kind Song by Joe Reilly with children (3:31)

3.27: Kind and Generous by Natalie Merchant (3:58)

3.28: Lean on Me by (1) Bill Withers, (2) Playing for Change & (3) Hall of Fame

3.29: I Was Here by Beyoncé (United Nations World Humanitarian Day Performance Video) (4:33)

3.30: Here I Am by Dolly Parton and Sia (3:02)

3.31: Stand by You by Rachel Platten (with lyrics) (3:39)

3.32: A Random Act of Senseless Kindness by South Sixty Five (Official Video) (4:30)

3.33: Conviction of the Heart by Kenny Loggins (4:38)

3.34: Kill Em With Kindness by Selena Gomez (3:01)

3.35: Count on me by Bruno Mars with lyrics (3:17)

3.36: Bridge over Troubled Water by Simon & Garfunkel (from The Concert in Central Park) (4:40)

3.37: Anytime You Need a Friend by Mariah Carey (3:46)

3.38: Just Like You by Keb’ Mo’ (3:18)

3.39: You´ve Got A Friend in Me by Lyle Lovett & His Large Band with Randy Newman (3:16)

3.40: The Power of One Change the World by Israel Houghton (5:49)

3.41: Give a Little Kindness by Orange Kids Music (3:11)

3.42: The Power of One by Teddy Pendergrass (5:17)

3.43: We Build by Nichole Nordeman (5:08)

3.44: Try A Little Kindness—two versions: (1) Glen Campbell and (2) Brad Paisley

3.45: Treat People with Kindness by Harry Styles (3:18)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: The Noble Ibex, adapted by Touchstones (529 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Lovingkindness Meditation (196 words)

5.2: A Metta Meditation (126 words)
5.3: A Metta Meditation by Peter Carlson (141 words)
5.4: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (155 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: At this quiet time by Rev. Edward Atkinson (182 words)

6.2: May I Be Kind by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (15 words)

6.3: Thou who knows the secrets hidden within all hearts by Rev. Jerry Goddard (222 words)

6.4: Ibrahim’s Prayer by Rev. Jan Taddeo (339 words)

6.5: Each Breath by Rev. Leaf Seligman (183 words)
6.6: For All That Is Our Life by Rev. Liz Weber (189 words)
6.7: God of Life and Beauty by Rev. Lucinda S. Duncan (83 words)
6.8: Prayer for Animal Friends by Kim K. Crawford Harvie (118 words)
6.9: To Be the Angel by Rev. Paul Oakley (141 words)
6.10: Your Healing Balm by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (47 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #596 Boundless Goodwill from the Metta Sutta

7.2: SLT #597 Love Versus Hate from the Dhammapada

7.3: SLT #598 Without Hate from the Buddhist Tradition

7.4: SLT #638 Love I Corinthians 13

7.5: SLT #661 The Heart Knoweth by Ralph Waldo Emerson

7.6: We open our hearts with love by Rev. Naomi King (237 words)

8.0: Readings

8.1: The Buddha’s Words on Kindness (Metta Sutta) (248 words)

8.2: On Being Nice by Sue Patton Thoele (140 words)

8.3: Kindness by Naomi Shihab Nye (237 words)

8.4: Monarchs and Mysteries by Rev. Jane Mauldin (332 words)

8.5: The Fine Art of the Good Guest by Jeffrey A. Lockwood (270 words)

8.6: The Practice of Kindness by Daphne Rose Kingma (213 words)
8.7: Performing Acts of Kindness by Rabbi Harold Kushner (255 words)

8.8: Practicing Kindness by Frederick Buechner (281 words)

8.9: What I Learned From My Mother by Julia Kasdorf (192 words)
8.10: Mr. Rogers by Rev. Megan Lynes (206 words)

8.11: The Tie Tack by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (slightly adapted) (482 words)

8.12: The Kindness of Strangers by Bernie O’Connell (584 words)
8.15: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)

8.16: Hope, Not Nearly There by Rev. David Breeden (86 words)
8.17: The Innkeeper by Anne Dilenschneider (355 words)
8.18: Amplified a Thousandfold by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (368 words)
8.19: Blessed by a Stranger by Erika A. Hewitt (354 words)
8.20: Love’s Pronoun Is Plural by Rev. Elea Kemler (527 words)
8.21: Someone Loved by Someone Else by Kat Liu (376 words)
8.22: The Kindness of Others by Rayla D. Mattson (476 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: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Unison Benediction by May Sarton (100 words)
10.2: Blessed with Questions by Rev. Ma Theresa Gustilo Gallardo (43 words)
10.3: Go in peace. Live simply by Rev. Marco Belletini (106 words)

10.4: Go in peace, speak the truth by Rev. Gary Kowalski (56 words)
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: The Tender Gravity of Kindness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (673 words)
11.2: Kindness as Spiritual Practice by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,019 words)
11.3: Hardwired for Kindness by Rev. Kim K. Crawford Harvie (source: http://www.ascboston.org/worship/text/080504.pdf) (1,253 words)
11.4: My Religion is Kindness by Rev. Lynn Strauss (excerpt, full text at http://www.uucr.org/sites/default/files/sermons/transcripts/20120226_my_religion_is_kindness.pdf) (1,517 words)
11.5: Seeking Clarity about Kindness by Rev. Michael Schuler (excerpt, full text no longer available on-line) (1,463 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Motherless Child by Rev. Amy Bowden Freedman (108 words)

     Sometimes I feel like a motherless child...

Here may you find
a warm greeting
a kind word
a gentle touch

     Sometimes I feel like I have no friend...

Here may you find
a community of support
a pulse of liberation
a vision of hope

     Sometimes I feel I am almost gone...

Here may you find
a song to sing
a moment of silence
a hand to hold

     Even when you are a long way from home...

may these walls give you shelter
may this community break through your loneliness
And may you feel the embrace of a larger Spirit of Life and Love.

Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/26977.shtml
1.2: Blessing by Rev. Dori J. Somers (211 words)

We, all of us, build houses for our dreams..
The masonry and lumber, glass and tiles,
A solid form, wherein we see our hopes,
A shelter and protection for our growth.

This house shall be a dwelling place
For courage, for integrity, for love
Engendered, nourished by a family
That speaks of “we” and means all humankind.

These walls shall represent the privacy
And dignity of individuals,
The open doors, a welcome to all people,
All ages, and all generations.

The windows shall keep light of inquiry
Illumining from outside and within.
May all words spoken here be born of love
And energy rekindle in the hearts
Of those who dreamed this house--
         who plied the tools
And paid the price to actualize the dream.

May dreaming never cease for those within
Who know the world to be a troubled place,
But dare to struggle with imperfectness
Toward that brighter hope, that better day.

Let memories add warmth...a heritage,
A quilted patchwork stitched with history
Of kindliness, of daring for the good,
Of funny moments, jokes and smiles and tears.

This is a precious place, as every home
That shelters those who love and strive and share.
Its blessing is in lives that meet within...
In living, learning, caring, sheltered here.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/house-our-dreams
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: May We Be Keepers of Thy Flame by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (89 words)

O flaming chalice, symbol of a free faith,
Burn with the holy oil of helpfulness and service.
Spread warmth and light and hope;
Warm hearts grown cold with indifference;
Light dark places with justice; rekindle hope in despair.
May we bring fuel for thy fire of love.
May the oil of loving kindness flow from us to thy leaping flame.
May hands of service shelter thee,
That no winds of hate may extinguish thy brightness.
May thy light and warmth be eternal.
May we be keepers of thy flame.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/may-we-be-keepers-thy-flame
2.2: The Chalice is a Symbol by Rev. Debra Faulk (64 words)

A chalice lit in our midst is a symbol of our liberal faith,

A faith built on the foundation of freedom, reason and tolerance

A faith sustained by acts of kindness and justice

A faith that visions a world flourishing, with equality for all her people

A faith that demands the living out of goodness

A faith that requires thoughtfulness

A faith of wholeness

This tiny flame is the symbol of the spark of all this within each of us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-symbol
2.3: We Kindle this Flame by Rev. Philip Randall Giles (46 words)

We kindle this flame as a symbol of the light
we would keep glowing in our lives:
of appreciation for those who differ,
loving kindness for those who suffer,
esteem for all who remind us of our heritage and calling
as agents of the Most High.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-kindle-flame
2.4: The Light for Everyone Who Comes into the World by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (112 words)
     Reverently I offer this symbol of our hope and high intent.
Reverently I bequeath this flame to you.
This is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world.
Bear this light to others, one by one.
Let the flame go from life to life till all is lit with its warmth.

     Tell that the light means wisdom
Tell that the light means kindness
Tell that the light means understanding
Tell that the light means tolerance
Tell that the light means sacrifice
Tell that the light is a vision of a fairer world.

     Tell that this is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-light-chalice-lighting
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #6 Just As Long As I Have Breath

3.2: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love

3.3: SLT #34 Though I May Speak with Bravest Fire

3.4: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life 
3.5: SLT #93 To Mercy, Pity, Peace and Love
3.6: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere

3.7: SLT #127 Can I See Another’s Woe?

3.8: SLT #129 Let Love Continue Long

3.9: SLT #131 Love Will Guide Us 
3.10: SLT #299 Make Channels for the Streams of Love

3.11: SLT #325 Love Makes a Bridge

      Singing the Journey 

3.12: SJT #1000 Morning Has Come

3.13: SJT #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.14: SJT #1008 When Our Heart is in a Holy Place 

3.15: SJT #1012 When I Am Frightened
3.16: SJT #1021 Lean On Me

3.17: SJT #1026 If Every Woman in the World

3.18: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

3.19: SJT #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness

3.20: SJT #1058 Be Ours a Religion

     Choral Music 

3.21: Echoes of Kindness by Ruth Elaine Schram & Linda Marcus
(voicing: two-part) (level: medium) (length: NA) (piano)
“‘Echoes of kindness go on and on, like the whisper of memories in a beautiful song...” In this delightful original, skillful use of echo-singing reinforces the text message about the lasting effects that our words and deeds have on everyone around us.”
Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Echoes-of-Kindness/10275819.item#/submi
Audio: https://www.jwpepper.com/sheet-music/media-player.jsp?&productID=10275819&type=audio
3.22: Loving Kindness (An Eastern Blessing) by Howard Goodall
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 5:03) (piano)
“Dedicated to the sacrifice and courage of health workers during the 2020 COVID-19 pandemic, composer Goodall has set tender music to selected anonymous texts and a quote from Mahatma Gandhi. The harmonic rhythm is slow and comforting, a charming rhythmic motif is present throughout (reminiscent of the Indian musical concept of tala). Accessible vocal parts and a beautiful piano accompaniment. Sopranos divide briefly.”
Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Loving-Kindness/11316663.item#/submit
Video: https://www.jwpepper.com/sheet-music/media-player.jsp?&productID=11316663&type=video
3.23: Humble and Kind by Lori McKenna/arr. Ed Lojeski 

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:40) (piano)
“This award-winning song recorded by Tim McGraw offers a touching and universal message about a child going out into the world…. concert. …Positive lyrics with good advice for growing up….” 

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Humble-and-Kind/10668284.item#/
Audio: https://www.jwpepper.com/sheet-music/media-player.jsp?&productID=10882441&type=audio
3.24: We Can Be Kind by David Friedman/arr. Kirby Shaw 

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 4:47) (piano)
Suggests that the difficulties we face can be eased by kindness.

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/We-Can-Be-Kind/3296272.item#/
Audio: https://www.jwpepper.com/sheet-music/media-player.jsp?&productID=3296272&type=audio
     Popular Music

3.25: Humble and Kind by Tim McGraw (two versions)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=awzNHuGqoMc (4:29)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Bb_qGChk0GI (4:19)

3.26: Be Kind Song by Joe Reilly with children (3:31)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zc4JLltnYsY
3.27: Kind and Generous by Natalie Merchant (3:58)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uAwyIad93-c
3.28: Lean on Me by (1) Bill Withers, (2) Playing for Change & (3) Hall of Fame

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=f7P8wusL1Z0 Bill Withers (4:29)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LiouJsnYytI Playing for Change (4:33)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2YapAxPfRyI Hall of Fame (4:31)

3.29: I Was Here by Beyoncé (United Nations World Humanitarian Day Performance Video) (4:33)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i41qWJ6QjPI (

3.30: Here I Am by Dolly Parton and Sia (3:02)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MPg0V7M1J9g
3.31: Stand by You by Rachel Platten (with lyrics) (3:39)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-urmcz2RSwI 

3.32: A Random Act of Senseless Kindness by South Sixty Five (Official Video) (4:30)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cgoMSvw9h7M
3.33: Conviction of the Heart by Kenny Loggins (4:38)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rQZbB5CUXFI
3.34: Kill Em With Kindness by Selena Gomez (3:01)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1_EHOeD79hc
3.35: Count on me by Bruno Mars with lyrics (3:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=h9O5_Q-oLrs
3.36: Bridge over Troubled Water by Simon & Garfunkel (from The Concert in Central Park) (4:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WrcwRt6J32o
3.37: Anytime You Need a Friend by Mariah Carey (3:46)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wDLFjWM9GrQ
3.38: Just Like You by Keb’ Mo’ (3:18)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qT4ndqEnwto
3.39: You´ve Got A Friend in Me by Lyle Lovett & His Large Band with Randy Newman (3:16)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LakoLGTZCNg
3.40: The Power of One Change the World by Israel Houghton (5:49)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZNBj1CmPLdA
3.41: Give a Little Kindness by Orange Kids Music (3:11)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1FXaoEEvcr4
3.42: The Power of One by Teddy Pendergrass (5:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_6T3jQ-ipHg
3.43: We Build by Nichole Nordeman (5:08)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sG3KSZuq64I
3.44: Try A Little Kindness—two versions: (1) Glen Campbell and (2) Brad Paisley

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JX7NNMKBPsw (5:16) Glen Campbell

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KKyPBJKTccc  (3:12) Brad Paisley

3.45: Treat People with Kindness by Harry Styles (3:18)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Pi2Gy7DG75g
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: The Noble Ibex, adapted by Touchstones (529 words)
     Once upon a time, the Buddha was born as an ibex, a magnificent and beautiful wild goat. The tranquil forest in which he lived was far from civilization, but because of its great beauty, hunting parties would at times make long journeys to reach it. On one such occasion, a king and his friends arrived to go hunting.

     The next morning, they set out on horseback. The king saw the splendid ibex and dashed away in chase, leaving the group far behind. When the ibex heard the pounding of hooves, he turned and saw the king with bow drawn with an arrow. Although the ibex could have fought the king’s attack, he chose to avoid violence and began running. The ibex came to a familiar, small, deep chasm, and leapt over it effortlessly. When the king’s horse approached the same rocky cliff, it stopped abruptly and refused to jump, throwing the king headlong into the chasm.

     After a while, the ibex heard no hoof beats in pursuit. He stopped and looked back to see the rider-less horse at the chasm’s edge. He realized what had happened to the king and a sudden welling of kindness overcame him. Realizing that the king must be injured, the ibex returned to the chasm edge and saw the king far below, moaning and writhing in pain. The Former Buddha gently inquired, “I hope your majesty has no serious wounds? Might the pain of your injuries be diminishing by now?”
     The king looked up at the ibex in utter astonishment. He felt a dreadful pang of remorse for his behavior towards this noble animal.

     “You see, your Excellency,” comforted the Ibex, “I am no wild beast to be hunted for sport. I am just a peaceful creature living in this beautiful forest.”
     “Oh!” blurted the king. “It is I who acted as a beast, not you! Can you ever forgive me?” he asked. “My physical pain right now,” continued the king, “is far less than the pain I feel for having threatened a noble creature as yourself.”
     “Sire,” responded the ibex, “I can rescue you if you’ll trust me. If you mount me as you would your horse, I will leap out of the chasm with you on my back.” 

     With the king on his back, the ibex leapt in a great arc onto the cliff rim where the king found his waiting horse, but he was so overtaken by the goodness of the ibex that he could not leave. “What can I do to repay you?” asked the king. 

     “There is one great favor I would ask of you.”
     “Anything,” said the king.

     “I ask that you give up hunting for sport. A true king,” proclaimed the ibex, “will gain his people’s love by showing great goodness, not by showing power.”
     The king returned to his palace, and the ibex disappeared into the shelter of the forest. The king lived by the wise words of the noble ibex, the Former Buddha. He forbade hunting and protected his people, but no longer waged war. His kingdom flourished. He was greatly loved and respected by his people as the gentlest and wisest of all kings.

Source: Kindness: A Treasury of Buddhist Wisdom for Children and Parents, collected and adapted by Sarah Conover.
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Lovingkindness Meditation (196 words)

May I be well, safe, and peaceful. 

May I be free from the suffering of fear, anger, and ill will.
May I find forgiveness for the harm we bring to one another. 
May I cultivate lovingkindness, compassion, and joy. 
May I live in peace and harmony with all beings. 

May you be well, safe, and peaceful.
May you be free from the suffering of fear, anger and ill will.
May you find forgiveness for the harm we bring to one another. 
May you cultivate lovingkindness, compassion, and joy. 
May you live in peace and harmony with all beings.

May we be well, safe, and peaceful.
May we be free from the suffering of fear, anger and ill will.
May we find forgiveness for the harm we bring to one another. 
May we cultivate lovingkindness, compassion, and joy. 
May we live in peace and harmony with all beings.

May all be well, safe and peaceful.
May all be free from the suffering of fear, anger and ill will.
May all find forgiveness for the harm we bring to one another. 
May all cultivate lovingkindness, compassion, and joy. 
May all live in peace and harmony with all beings.

Source: no longer online

5.2: A Metta Meditation (126 words)
     May I be safe from inner and outer harm, May I be happy and peaceful of heart, May my body be healthy and strong, May my life be filled with ease. 

     May you be safe from inner and outer harm, May you be happy and peaceful of heart, May your body be healthy and strong, May your life be filled with ease. 

     May we be safe from inner and outer harm, May we be happy and peaceful of heart, May our body be healthy and strong, May our life be filled with ease. 

     May all beings be safe from inner and outer harm, May all beings be happy and peaceful of heart, May all bodies be healthy and strong, May all lives be filled with ease. 

Source: No longer online
5.3: A Metta Meditation by Peter Carlson (141 words)
     May I be safe. May I be happy. May I be healthy. May I be content. May I love myself completely and with great kindness, just as I am now no matter what happens.

     May you be safe. May you be happy. May you be healthy. May you be content. May you love yourself completely and with great kindness, just as you are now no matter what happens.

     May we be safe. May we be happy. May we be healthy. May we be content. May we love ourselves completely and with great kindness, just as we are now no matter what happen.

    May all beings be safe. May all beings be happy. May all beings be healthy. May all beings be content. May all beings love themselves completely and with great kindness, just as they are now no matter what happens.
Source: http://gentlebuddhism.blogspot.com/2013/03/a-metta-meditation-from-peter-carlson.html
5.4: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (155 words)
     The following meditation will begin and end with the sound of the mindfulness bell.

     breathing in
i am aware of my pain.
breathing out
i am aware that i am not my pain.

     breathing in
i am aware of my past.
breathing out
i am aware that i am not my past.

     breathing in
i am aware of my anger.
breathing out
i am aware that i am not my anger.

     breathing in
i am aware of my despair.
breathing out
i am aware that i am not my despair.

     breathing in
i am aware of peace.
breathing out
i am aware that i am worthy of peace.

     breathing in
i am aware of love.
breathing out
i am aware that i am worthy of love.

     breathing in
i am aware of joy.
breathing out
i am aware that i am an agent of joy.

     breathing in
i am aware of hope.
breathing out
i am aware that i am an agent of hope.

     breathing in
i am aware.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/survival-meditation
6.0: Prayers

6.1: At this quiet time by Rev. Edward Atkinson (182 words)

     At this quiet time and in this place of worship we would seek to know more deeply what it means to love one another.

     We know so well our own needs. We know that we, ourselves need understanding, affection and recognition. Why is it then that so often we hesitate to extend these precious gifts to others? The cost of a kind word is small. The moment that it takes to listen could hardly be better used. A gesture of forgiveness can mark a new beginning. An embrace or a note of appreciation can convey crucial encouragement and comfort. And yet, so often we fail even within our own families to live by the sacred command that we should love one another.

     O Spirit of life and of love, strengthen our faith, increase our resolve to give more generously of ourselves. We pray for the courage to take the risks of love. We pray for the insight to see ourselves and others in perspective. We pray for humility and understanding that we may always stand ready to forgive and begin anew. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5617.shtml
6.2: May I Be Kind by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (15 words)

Dear God,
May I be kind,
Strong and brave,
Joyful, useful, loving,
Honest and healthy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/dear-god
6.3: Thou who knows the secrets hidden within all hearts by Rev. Jerry Goddard (222 words)

     Thou who knows the secrets hidden within all hearts; thou who knows all sorrow and all joy, who knows all hope springing from sources unknown, who knows all loneliness, all desolation, all sadness; thou who knows all this, and understands, and with everlasting love seeks to lead us in each moment toward beauty and harmony: we would seek thee here this morning; we would bring ourselves just as we are into thy healing and transforming presence.

     Thou who hears in silence, who sees in darkness, who dwells closer than breath: teach us, once again, thy ways of loving kindness, that we may spread loving kindness from within our souls out into the entire world; communicate to us, once again, thy peace, that we may spread peace from within our souls out into the entire world; Spirit of life, we feel like strangers even to ourselves at times; help us, once again, to feel thy steady patience at work within us, that we may spread patience from within our souls out into the entire world.

     And now let us gather at the river of life and wonder that flows through all souls; and let us bring together all the unspoken messages of our hearts into a moment of shared silence.

In the name -- and the presence -- of compassion and hope. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5697.shtml
6.4: Ibrahim’s Prayer by Rev. Jan Taddeo (339 words)

Beloved Children of the Oneness of many names,
you who cover the land
in numbers greater than the stars,
I petition you, I pray to you,
because you are the fruit of God’s promise to the World;
because each of you holds a piece of the truth of all that is;
because the vision of Beloved Community needs each one of you.

And this is what I pray:
Show loving kindness for one another,
use wisely the unique gifts of your humanity:
your free will, imagination, creativity, compassion;
your knowledge, power of understanding, and awareness;
all that is an image of the Highest Good.

See the beauty in your cousin’s eye;
the wisdom in your sibling’s smile.
Listen for the truth which is unspoken in each heart.
Hold one another with tenderness,
and allow love to transcend fear;
fear that too often darkens your thoughts and poisons your heart.

Come together followers of Moses, Jesus, and Mohammed,
(Peace Be Upon Them All).

Embrace the children and followers of all the prophets who call us toward peace;
all the seekers and people of good will;
adore all that emerges from the mystery of life.

Treasure one another.

Call forth wholeness for your fellow creatures.

Protect and renew the sustenance for life: the earth, the air, the water;
hold the fire with gentleness; use it wisely for growth and goodness.

Come together from the deserts, the mountains, the wetlands and the shores.

Lift the veil of indifference, learn to understand one another’s plight, and share
in the beauty, wonder, joy and awe of life.

Love mercy and kindness, and walk humbly with one another,
and with all creation.

Love your neighbors as you love yourself.

Give to others the full measure of your goodness,
so they will give unto you the same.

As you honor the covenant of your traditions,
may you also covenant with all people of good will:
a covenant of love, compassion, humility,
generosity, gratitude and celebration.

May it always be so.
Peace, Salaam, Shalom.
Blessed Be.
Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/ibrahims-prayer
6.5: Each Breath by Rev. Leaf Seligman (183 words)
     Loving God,

     We pause in the stillness to rest for a moment, to quiet ourselves so that we can feel what stirs within us. Each breath draws us closer to the pulse of life and with each exhalation we make room for something new. May we find in this gathering the comfort of those who care. May we encounter patience along our growing edges and compassion in our most tender spots. Here may we find the inspiration and encouragement we need to face our challenges and nurture ourselves. And in the presence of suffering across the globe may we redouble our efforts to practice kindness where we are, with the hope that the light of our actions travels like the light of faraway stars. May our gestures of compassion and generosity seed possibility. May we travel humbly with one another, choosing reconciliation over resentment as we try to live right-sized. When life presses in and shifts us off balance, when pain assails us, when frustration mounts, may the rhythm of our breath steady us and bring us back to a place of gratitude.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/each-breath
6.6: For All That Is Our Life by Rev. Liz Weber (189 words)
     Spirit of Life,
help us to be present with all that is our life,
both our deepest sorrows and our greatest joys,
so that we can truly live:
engaging fully in our own life and in our community.

     Spirit of Community,
Help us know how linked we are,
how each one of our cares touches us all.
Help us to ask for support when we are in need,
and offer our support to others when we are able,
so that we may rest in the solace of one another’s love.

     Spirit of Love,
And help us to love our neighbor as we love ourselves,
so that we might fully embody love and resist hatred.

     Spirit of Resistance,
help us to stick up for what is right, 
even when we are tired or afraid.
Help us to dream of the world as it should be
and act to bring that world about.
Help us to find hope each day.

     Spirit of Hope,
Help us through this day and each day.
Help us to be present for all that is our life.

     For all this we pray;
amen and blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/all-our-life
6.7: God of Life and Beauty by Rev. Lucinda S. Duncan (83 words)
     God of life and beauty:
We pray for the quietness of snowflakes, knowing that love is quiet.
We pray for the kindness of small acts, knowing gentleness is fragile.
We are grateful to know that thoughtfulness makes no sound, that compassion leaves wonderfully beautiful traces when we open ourselves to wonder.
May ours be a religion which, like the snowflake, goes everywhere in quietness, in love, and with gentle regard for that which is true and beautiful, in us and about us. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/god-life-beauty
6.8: Prayer for Animal Friends by Kim K. Crawford Harvie (118 words)
Great spirit of life, 
We pray today for our animal friends, 
Grateful for their companionship and devotion. 
By our kindness to them, 
May we be worthy of their love. 

We pray also for pets who are gone from us, 
But who brighten our days 
And who comforted us by night. 

We pray for animals unknown to us 
Who are suffering, 
For many that are hunted or deserted or tortured. 
We ask for them pity and mercy. 
And for those who handle them 
We ask a heart of compassion, gentle hands, and kind words. 

Help us to be true friends to the animals 
And love them and keep them and bless them 
All the days of our lives. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-animal-friends
6.9: To Be the Angel by Rev. Paul Oakley (141 words)
     North, South, East, and West,
Angel, visible, ahead of me,
Angels hidden by forests around me,
And everywhere God.
     Angels created by our ingenuity, desire, and prayers,
Angels imagined in concrete absence,
And a deep, stirring call to me,
to us, to be the Angel, 
to be the Angels the world needs,
to be the Angel the person near us needs
to give the message of hope,
to stay the hand of carelessness or evil.
     God, when the hill we are climbing in the snow
at the end of a long day
shows us no angel towering over forest and freeway,
embolden us, grant strength of resolve,
teach us to be messengers of peace,
bearers of good tidings,
protectors of those unable to protect themselves,
people who create a path of security and sufficiency.
     God, teach us to be the Angel.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/be-angel
6.10: Your Healing Balm by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (47 words)
Spirit of Kindness, offer your healing balm to all who need it. Let it remove thorns and soften scars. Inspire us to spread your gifts generously in a hurting world, for you reflect the love that no one is beyond, whether they believe it or not. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/amplified-thousandfold
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #596 Boundless Goodwill from the Metta Sutta

7.2: SLT #597 Love Versus Hate from the Dhammapada

7.3: SLT #598 Without Hate from the Buddhist Tradition

7.4: SLT #638 Love I Corinthians 13

7.5: SLT #661 The Heart Knoweth by Ralph Waldo Emerson

7.6: We open our hearts with love by Rev. Naomi King (237 words)

When the world’s violence shatters the joy of a moment
We pause and reach out for the hands that remain

We open our hearts with love.
When despair rises as a monster from the deep and drags down one of our own, our answer is that

We open our hearts with love.
When hatred and anger rage in fire and suffering
We bend to pick up the wounded, to bind up ourselves and

We open our hearts with love.
When fear whispers “build more gates” “add more locks” “the blessed are those who defend themselves,” we rock those fears to sleep and let them rest as

We open our hearts with love.
People will do unspeakably cruel and horrible things; we know this fact, we live and die this daily, all around the world, in every community and every wasteland. But we know the answer is found only with one action, and so

We open our hearts with love.
Hatred never ceases by hatred, but by love alone can be healed. This is the truth we affirm. We live with courage and with a wider and wider circle of that force that bends our lives to ones of mercy, justice, and compassion.

We open our hearts with love.
It’s the truth: just by being born you are loved. There is something within you and every person that can be loved.

We open our hearts with love. …

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/184319.shtml
8.0: Readings

8.1: The Buddha’s Words on Kindness (Metta Sutta) (248 words)

This is what should be done
By one who is skilled in goodness,
And who knows the path of peace:
Let them be able and upright,
Straightforward and gentle in speech.
Humble and not conceited,
Contented and easily satisfied.
Unburdened with duties and frugal in their ways.
Peaceful and calm, and wise and skillful,
Not proud and demanding in nature.
Let them not do the slightest thing
That the wise would later reprove.
Wishing: In gladness and in safety,
May all beings be at ease.
Whatever living beings there may be;
Whether they are weak or strong, omitting none,
The great or the mighty, medium, short or small,
The seen and the unseen,
Those living near and far away,
Those born and to-be-born,
May all beings be at ease!

Let none deceive another,
Or despise any being in any state.
Let none through anger or ill-will
Wish harm upon another.
Even as a mother protects with her life
Her child, her only child,
So with a boundless heart
Should one cherish all living beings:
Radiating kindness over the entire world
Spreading upwards to the skies,
And downwards to the depths;
Outwards and unbounded,
Freed from hatred and ill-will.
Whether standing or walking, seated or lying down
Free from drowsiness,
One should sustain this recollection.
This is said to be the sublime abiding.
By not holding to fixed views,
The pure-hearted one, having clarity of vision,
Being freed from all sense desires,
Is not born again into this world.

Source: https://www.spiritrock.org/file/CDL5-retreat2-reading2-metta-sutta.pdf
8.2: On Being Nice by Sue Patton Thoele (140 words)

     Niceness sometimes connotes wimpiness, but that interpretation usually comes from the fact that many of us have felt that it was expected of us to make nice even when we didn’t feel nice. When we realize that niceness is a natural outgrowth of deep kindness and caring, we can consciously choose to develop our niceness quotient. We can set our intention to truly being nice, rather than putting on a phony nice front. Often, the simple desire to grow our soul through niceness helps us focus on coming from our hearts where true niceness flourishes. …

     Nice not only wears well, but, generally, it also fares well, for kindness is never out-of-date nor out-of-style and is welcome in all circles. Everyone enjoys being uplifted in the safe haven of nice attitudes and actions. Being truly nice makes us a heart-lifter.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/books/reviews/excerpts/view/15484
8.3: Kindness by Naomi Shihab Nye (237 words)

Before you know what kindness really is

you must lose things,

feel the future dissolve in a moment

like salt in a weakened broth.

What you held in your hand,

what you counted and carefully saved,

all this must go so you know

how desolate the landscape can be

between the regions of kindness.

How you ride and ride

thinking the bus will never stop,

the passengers eating maize and chicken

will stare out the window forever.

Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness

you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho

lies dead by the side of the road.

You must see how this could be you,

how he too was someone

who journeyed through the night with plans

and the simple breath that kept him alive.

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside,

you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing. 

You must wake up with sorrow.

You must speak to it till your voice

catches the thread of all sorrows

and you see the size of the cloth.

Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore,

only kindness that ties your shoes

and sends you out into the day to gaze at bread,

only kindness that raises its head

from the crowd of the world to say

It is I you have been looking for,

and then goes with you everywhere

like a shadow or a friend.

Source: https://poets.org/poem/kindness?mbd=1
8.4: Monarchs and Mysteries by Rev. Jane Mauldin (332 words)

     I am frequently astonished by monarch butterflies. Delicate beyond belief, they fly thousands of miles each year from all parts of the continent to settle in the forests of South America. To my delight, their migratory route takes them along a bridge near my home.

     A few days ago, I was driving on this bridge during their annual display of fragility and strength. As my car whipped by at over sixty miles per hour, the tiny creatures were tossed haphazardly by the winds, yet I knew there was a continual southward purpose to their struggle.

     Much as I admired these fragile butterflies, I could not avoid hitting several of them. While orange wings smashed into my windshield, I remembered a chilling science fiction story I had read as a child. A man of the near future travels back in time to the age of the dinosaurs to sightsee in that era. Despite the tour guide’s warnings, he leaves the path in his excitement and while in the underbrush steps on and kills one tiny, fragile butterfly. When he returns to his own time, the world is horribly different: people are much crueler and an international fascist government now rules. The death of one butterfly in the distant past has changed all of world history.

     As I travel the many miles of the bridge during the annual monarch butterfly migration, I wonder if I am wreaking any changes in the world to come. What effect do my words and deeds—both on the bridge and off—make in the environment and in the human world? Surely they do make a difference. Our kindness affects lives we will never see. Our cruelty casts ripples that may drown strangers.

     Whether smashing butterflies or helping a friend, our actions will echo through history. We will not always know the ramifications of our deeds, but they are there. We are surely connected, one to another, and each of us to the greater world of monarchs and mystery.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/monarchs-and-mysteries
8.5: The Fine Art of the Good Guest by Jeffrey A. Lockwood (270 words)

     The most important thing that I’ve learned in traveling to more than twenty countries is the art of being a guest. And I’m a particularly fine visitor at the supper table. I’ve consumed live fish in Inner Mongolia, not-quite-coagulated blood sausage on the Tibetan plateau, shredded pig’s ear in China, grilled lamb fat in Uzbekistan, horse steaks in Kazakhstan, vodka made from fermented mare’s milk in Siberia, vegemite in Australia, goat in Brazil, and snails in France. I don’t have an iron stomach, by any means, but I do have the will to be a virtuous visitor.

     We are all visitors—even when we are home. Our time in any relationship or place is ultimately limited. We are passing though; nobody stays forever. How we might act if we consider ourselves guests in the lives of friends and family? Being a good guest is rather simple in principle but occasionally challenging in practice.

     One begins by demanding nothing more than the bare elements of life and dignity, which every host is more than delighted to exceed. The good guest then simply allows the other person to be a good host—to share his gifts, to play her music, to tell his stories, to show her places, and to serve his foods. Finally, a guest should cultivate and express genuine gratitude. It need not be effusive or exorbitant, only sincere.

     We might also think of ourselves as uninvited, but not unwelcome, guests of the planet. And I think the rules for being a good guest of the world are just the same: Ask little, accept what is offered, and give thanks.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/44875.shtml
8.6: The Practice of Kindness by Daphne Rose Kingma (213 words)
     The practice of kindness is the daily, friendly, homely caring form of love. It is both humble — a schoolboy bringing his teacher a bouquet of dandelions — and exalted — a fireman giving his life to save someone else’s. Kindness is love with hands and hearts and minds. It is both whimsical — causing our faces to crack into a smile — and deeply touching — causing our eyes to shimmer with tears. And its miraculous nature is such that the more acts of kindness we offer, the more of them we have to give, for acts of kindness are always drawn from the endless well of love.

    Kindness is twice blessed. It blesses the one who gives it with a sense of his or her own capacity to love, and the person who receives it with a sense of the beneficence of the universe. Kindness heals us, because it reminds us of our oneness, allows us to see ourselves in one another’s eyes, to remember that eyes themselves are a miracle, that seeing is a gift, and that the other, no matter who he or she may be, is, in one way or another, a perfect reflection of ourselves.

     The power of kindness is immense. It is nothing less, really, than the power to change the world.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/16698/random-acts-of-kindness
8.7: Performing Acts of Kindness by Rabbi Harold Kushner (255 words)

     Performing an act of kindness is a tonic for the one who performs it. It is a cornerstone of my faith that, just as our bodies are made so that certain foods and certain habits are healthy and others are unhealthy, so are our souls made so that certain kinds of behavior nourish the soul and other kinds are toxic. Human beings were fashioned to be friendly, honest, and helpful to each other. When we act that way, when we resist temptation, when we go out of our way to do a favor for someone, we feel right. Something inside us says, “Yes, this is the way a person is meant to feel.” When we are deceitful or jealous, we are acting against our nature, and we have to work hard to resist the message our bodies and souls try to send us. . .

     Why did God create the world and fill it with such erratic, unpredictable creatures as we human being are? One Jewish tradition would have it that God made the world the way it is so that we would have the possibility of being nice to each other. The Talmud teaches that when a person does a good deed when he or she didn’t have to, God looks down and smiles and says, “For this moment alone, it was worth creating the world.”
     When we go out of our way to be kind to someone, in large ways or small, our reward is the knowledge that we have redeemed the world.” 

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/quotes/quotations/view/32377/spiritual-quotation
8.8: Practicing Kindness by Frederick Buechner (281 words)

     When Henry James, of all people, was saying good-bye once to his young nephew Billy, his brother William’s son, he said something that the boy never forgot. And of all the labyrinthine and impenetrably subtle things that that most labyrinthine and impenetrable old romancer could have said, what he did say was this: ‘There are three things that are important in human life. The first is to be kind. The second is to be kind. The third is to be kind.’
     Be kind because although kindness is not by a long shot the same thing as holiness, kindness is one of the doors that holiness enters the world through, enters us through — not just gently kind but sometimes fiercely kind.

     Be kind enough to yourselves not just to play it safe with your lives for your own sakes, but to spend at least part of your lives like drunken sailors — for God’s sake, if you believe in God, for the world’s sake, if you believe in the world — and thus to come alive truly.

     Be kind enough to others to listen, beneath all the words they speak, for that usually unspoken hunger for holiness that I believe is part of even the unlikeliest of us because by listening to it and cherishing it maybe we can help bring it to birth both in them and in ourselves.

     Be kind to this nation of ours by remembering that New Haven, New Hope, Shalom are the names not just of our oldest towns but of our holiest dreams, which most of the time are threatened by the madness of no enemy without as dangerously as they are threatened by our own madness within.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/15516
8.9: What I Learned From My Mother by Julia Kasdorf (192 words)
I learned from my mother how to love
the living, to have plenty of vases on hand
in case you have to rush to the hospital
with peonies cut from the lawn, black ants
still stuck to the buds. I learned to save jars
large enough to hold fruit salad for a whole
grieving household, to cube home-canned pears
and peaches, to slice through maroon grape skins
and flick out the sexual seeds with a knife point.
I learned to attend viewings even if I didn’t know
the deceased, to press the moist hands
of the living, to look in their eyes and offer
sympathy, as though I understood loss even then.
I learned that whatever we say means nothing,
what anyone will remember is that we came.
I learned to believe I had the power to ease
awful pains materially like an angel.
Like a doctor, I learned to create
from another’s suffering my own usefulness, and once
you know how to do this, you can never refuse.
To every house you enter, you must offer
healing: a chocolate cake you baked yourself,
the blessing of your voice, your chaste touch.

Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/48491/what-i-learned-from-my-mother
8.10: Mr. Rogers by Rev. Megan Lynes (206 words)

     He was a children’s minister to so many of us, when we didn’t have that straightforward kind of talk in almost any situation, not even in church. I remember when I was about five or six, my dad would come home from work, pull me onto his lap and we’d sit and watch Mr. Rogers together for a little while. Even though some people said he was cheesy, he wasn’t cheesy to me, because I could see right into his eyes and his heart, and I knew he meant what he said. He looked directly at me, sitting down to do it, talking carefully and respectfully with me about things I cared about. He had a habit of asking questions, and then pausing long enough to let me think about my answer. His kindness was like a balm to me. I think my dad even learned new ways of parenting from him. Sometimes, I’d be sitting there snuggled up on my dad’s lap and Mr. Rogers would look right at me and say “I like you just the way you are…” My dad would hug me tighter and whisper into my hair, “me too…” and for one long ecstatic moment the whole world was just right.

Source: no longer online
8.11: The Tie Tack by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (slightly adapted) (482 words)

     There are many relics in our home –objects to which important memories are attached…. Each recalls some journey, event or person that is a part of your life’s experience. They’re precious on that account – religious objects that summon up powerful recollections. One of my favorites is my tie tack. It’s an opal, full of fiery iridescence.

     The tie tack was an unexpected gift. Its former owner, the donor, came out of the church’s worship service on Sunday, and as I greeted him, I noticed the tie tack he was wearing. “What a beautiful opal!” I exclaimed to him. On the spot, he took it off and gave it to me. I was both delighted and chagrined. I took off my own tie tack – a UU flaming chalice, and gave it to him. It was far from an equal exchange.

     But more important, what he did in that fleeting moment was very typical of this man. He is a person of whom it could be said without exaggeration, “He would give you the shirt off his back.” He lived quite an ordinary life. He was a salesman of advertising novelties, so he spent much of his time traveling from client to client. He spent a significant portion of his driving time thinking of ways to improve the community. He could be counted upon to suggest some modest and simple change that would make a positive and a very real difference in people’s lives.  Some of his ideas were real winners, saving much public money and touching many lives with joy and opportunity.  My life was one of those.

     One of my joys associated with wearing a necktie is to put on my tie tack. I have quite a few of them, but the opal is always my first choice. It’s a ritual. I put it on and remember the man who gave it to me, and I resolve to find in this day some opportunity to continue what was his real life’s work: doing something simple, modest and useful to improve the life of the community.

     Over the many years I have worn my tie tack, many people have admired it and I have told the story of my acquisition of it many times and what it means to me…. Someday I know that I, too, will give it away, along with its story. Meanwhile, I keep wearing it and it keeps reminding me of its meaning in my life.

     Reflecting on one’s relics now and then is a useful spiritual discipline – remembering the events, the persons, the occasions when ordinary things were somehow transformed into religious objects. All around us are reminders of…the people whose touch was a blessing, a balm, an invitation, a beckoning to be a better person…. My tie tack does much more than hold my tie. It also holds me to my sense of purpose as a person.

Source: Singing in the Night, Mary Bernard, editor
8.12: The Kindness of Strangers by Bernie O’Connell (584 words)
     One of my earliest memories is of the annual trip to upstate New York to the bungalow my family rented for the summer. The six of us kids piled into the rusting station wagon, along with three months’ worth of luggage and two tense parents. The trip always began with the rosary or, if we were in a hurry, a single Hail Mary, which ended with “now at the hour of my death, amen.” In my young mind, I presumed this to mean that I was going to die in the car -- if not on this trip, then on the next.

     My fear of dying in a car accident never entirely went away. As a newly licensed driver, I was anxious behind the wheel.  Tunnels and bridges caused me the most apprehension. I felt trapped, with nowhere to go. Driving to and from Manhattan to work, I had regular bouts of anxiety on the Fifty-Ninth Street Bridge. Then, after I married, I had a severe panic attack on the Triborough Bridge. It’s a miracle I made my way across without killing anyone. After that, I vowed never to drive on a road I couldn’t exit from quickly: no more bridges, tunnels or even Interstate highways, because the exits were often too far apart.

     Even when we moved to Long Island several years later, I refused to use the expressway. I knew every back way and side road, and could get anywhere – given enough time. Still, I felt ashamed, like a child who could swim only at the shallow end of the pool.

     One gorgeous summer day, I took the kids to visit my husband at work. He had a construction job on the south shore of Long Island, with free access to a number of beaches. We spend the afternoon building sand castles and bodysurfing. When it came time to leave, I considered whether to go back the way I’d come – over an hour on winding side roads – or take the scenic Ocean Parkway and cross a bridge just south of our home – a forty-five-minute, traffic free ocean-view ride. I told my husband I was thinking of taking the bridge.

     We worked out a plan: he would follow me in his truck, communicating by hand signals and light flashes, and we’d make a final stop just before the bridge. I took my two- year-old daughter in my car, convinced I wouldn’t drive off the bridge with her in the back seat.

     On the way I prayed aloud to a Higher Power for help. As the bridge loomed large, I prayed louder, begging for a sign that I was not alone on this journey: a neon beacon, a bright light – something.

     As planned, my husband and I pulled over before the bridge for a final pep talk. He said all the right things and hugged me tightly. In the midst of our embrace, he heard him say, “Uh-oh.” A state trooper had pulled up behind us.

     “Everything all right here?” the trooper asked.

     My husband explained that I was afraid to drive over the bridge because of an irrational phobia.

     “Would you feel better,” the trooper asked, “if you had a police escort, lights and all?”
     The lights seemed an answer to my prayer and I gladly agreed.

     We crossed that span at a speed of forty miles an hour, with the trooper behind me, his lights flashing and a line of cars following him, none of them daring to pass this strange convoy.

Source: no longer online
8.15: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)

     Today we share in a blessing for losers, risk-takers, all failures far and wide....

     Blessed are they who fall in the mud, who jump with gusto and rip the pants, who skin the elbows, and bruise the ego,
for they shall know the sweetness of risk.

     Blessed are they who make giant mistakes, whose intentions are good but impact has injured, who know the hot sense of regret and ask for mercy,
for their hearts will know the gift of forgiveness.

     Blessed are they who have seen a D or an F or C or any letter less than perfect, who are painfully familiar with the red pen and the labels as “less than,”
for they know the wisdom in the imperfect.

     Blessed are they who try again, who dust off, who wash up, who extend the wish for peace, who return to sites of failure, who are dogged in their pursuit,
for they will discover the secret to dreams.

     Blessed are they who refuse to listen to the naysayers,
for their hearts will be houses for hope.

     Blessed are they who see beyond the surface of another,
for they will be able to delight in the gift of compassion.

     Blessed are they who stop running the race to help a fellow traveler, who pick up the fallen, who stop for injured life,
for they shall know the kindness of strangers.

     Blessed are they who wildly, boldly abandon winning,
for they shall know the path of justice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessing-risk-takers-and-failures
8.16: Hope, Not Nearly There by Rev. David Breeden (86 words)
There’s no package called hope.
Nothing at a shop to look for. Hope 
won’t store like hay in a barn. It is a

last leaf on a branch in deep winter. 
It is a singular thing, firm when it’s 
found—a hand reached out. A word 

to the marrow. Hope is fine grained,
like lavender gone to seed. Gossamer,
a moth’s wings. There’s no weight

called hope. It’s a hand; a whisper;
a moment shared. Nearly not there.
But, like a shadow, there all the same.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/hope-not-nearly-there-0
8.17: The Innkeeper by Anne Dilenschneider (355 words)
     The innkeeper isn’t part of most Nativity sets. No one sings carols about innkeepers. There don’t seem to be any paintings that include them. But we can imagine the scene:

     Bethlehem is crowded with people coming home for the census. It’s late at night when the innkeeper responds to a knock on the door and finds a young couple standing there. The woman is very pregnant. She and her spouse look exhausted. They’ve walked a hundred miles over rough, rocky terrain to get here from Nazareth.

     The innkeeper is confronted with a dilemma. The inn is full; there just isn’t any more room. At the same time, the innkeeper knows that offering hospitality is part of being God’s people, because they had been sojourners and strangers in Egypt. That’s why the innkeeper has always made sure there’s an empty chair for an unexpected guest at the annual seder meal celebrating Passover. 

    What to do?

     As a child, the innkeeper had learned the story of Abraham and Sarah welcoming three strangers into their home. After they made the strangers a lavish feast, the couple discovered their guests were messengers (“angels”) sent to bring great news: as laughable as it seemed, the elderly Sarah was going to have a baby. So, the innkeeper knows the tradition of entertaining strangers; the innkeeper knows strangers are messengers (“angels”) from God.

     Tonight, there is a bedraggled and weary couple on this very doorstep. 

     What to do? 

     The innkeeper pulls the door to a bit, hastily assessing the situation. Is there any space, anywhere? The beds are all taken. There are even people sleeping on the floor. What to do? Is there any possible solution?

     In a moment of inspiration, the innkeeper remembers the stable out behind the inn. It’s not much, but it’s some protection from the wind. No matter how bitter the weather may become, the heat from the animals will keep these guests warm.

     The innkeeper flings open the door and welcomes the couple with a broad smile. There’s not much, but there’s a possibility. A stable. Will it suffice?

     It does.

     And the innkeeper saves the day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/innkeeper
8.18: Amplified a Thousandfold by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (368 words)
     My friend Ty is a rock star. I mean, he’s literally a rock star. His band Vintage Trouble has played shows all over the world, headlined music festivals, and opened for the likes of The Who and AC/DC. I love telling people about his success not because I want to name drop or bask in reflected glory, but because I’m so thrilled that the universe is blessing him a thousandfold.

     Make no mistake: Ty’s success comes from dedication to his craft, a lot of hard work, and a ridiculous amount of talent. Anyone who saw him as the Scarecrow in our fourth-grade production of The Wizard of Oz could already tell that it was a question of when he’d hit it big, not if. (I played the Wicked Witch of the West.) When someone radiates charisma like that, it’s inevitable that they’ll also be popular. What has stayed with me most, though, is his kindness.

When you grow up fat in the U.S., as I did, kindness can be a rather rare commodity. Peers teased me mercilessly for years. Even now, I struggle with caring about my body because I’d ingested so much toxicity early on.

     Ty always treated me as worthy of respect, even when I didn’t believe it myself. I remember a Saturday afternoon at his house where he and I listened over and over to a recording of “The Longest Time” so we could create an arrangement for our a cappella quintet. It was the kind of creative concentration I experience now with my colleagues as we craft a worship service. I felt at ease. I felt valued.

     After I asked him to our senior prom, he told me that he already had a date, but he never made me feel as though the idea of the fat girl asking the rock star was absurd or a joke. That alone cleared a liter of toxins from my system.

     We have so many opportunities to bless each other in this world, but they don’t always announce themselves as moments of profound transformation. I choose to plant seeds of life wherever I can, just in case. I may never know whose song I’ll amplify in the process.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/amplified-thousandfold
8.19: Blessed by a Stranger by Erika A. Hewitt (354 words)
     I have an eye for spotting vanity license plates. My fellow Mainers are wicked clevah, and I often chuckle out loud when I see their displays of wit drive past:

WHY W8
GEEZA
RSOX ROX
LVSMBDY

     One year ago, at a red light, I found myself behind a car with a Breast Cancer Awareness plate — its border pink, bedecked with the familiar awareness ribbon—and the message: SAV THM. “Save them.” Save the ta-tas, the breasts, the women who are dying of this most common cancer. 

     This time, I didn’t chuckle. I began to weep. As I raised a hand to wipe my tears, I absent-mindedly scratched my bald scalp through my itchy wig.

     Three days earlier, in the careful hands of excellent nurses and the gentle company of friends who love me, I’d sat in the chemotherapy treatment room of my local hospital, allowing a drip of toxins to move through my veins. I was fatigued and nauseous. I was learning that chemotherapy is a form of soul-loss: I hadn’t just lost my healthy body and my hair; I’d lost a part of myself that I wouldn’t find again until months later. I did not yet know—because how can we know the full weight of loss at once?—that some of what I lost would be lost forever.

There we were, two strangers idling at the red light. I wondered who was in the car. Was it a breast cancer survivor? Or was it someone who had watched a family member undergo the medical onslaught that cancer unleashes? Had they survived? No matter: they knew. Whoever chose that plate knew a piece of my story, and had shouldered a portion of my loss.

     I felt seen, and blessed, by a stranger.

     The light turned green and we were both on our way. 

Prayer
Sweet All-That-Is, I don’t believe in “signs.” But I don’t have to believe in them to have experienced one. Thank you for your mysterious ways of reminding me that I’m not alone. Help me be that sign—of hope, of assurance, of witness—to someone who needs it today.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/blessed-stranger
8.20: Love’s Pronoun Is Plural by Rev. Elea Kemler (527 words)
     “Fear’s pronoun is singular: I’ve got to watch out for me and mine. Love’s pronoun is plural: we’re in this together, and together we can grow things that will blossom even in a time of drought.” Kathleen McTigue

     My son, Caleb, and I went to Starbucks on a recent Saturday morning. We often do this as a prelude to the weekly grocery shopping. It sweetens the deal, which is important, as he is about to be 14 and on the autism spectrum. Both of these factors contribute to his resistance to what in the autism world we call “non-preferred activities.” Caleb is really tall for his age, 6’4” and still growing. This is a factor because he is big and often gets in people’s way without realizing. He is also a sweet, sensitive kid, which is not a factor, except that I am his mother.

     Caleb was standing by the counter waiting for his Frappuccino (decaf—we don’t want to stunt his growth) and blocking the path of a young dad trying to herd three small children. The dad said to Caleb, “Could you get your head out of the clouds and get out of the way.” It was not horrible, just frustrated and a little unkind, something a person says when they think other people’s kids are being rude. Something a person says when they haven’t learned there are disabilities you can’t immediately see.

     Fortunately, Caleb remained oblivious but I walked over to the dad and said to him quietly, “He’s on the autism spectrum. He doesn’t know where his body is in space or when he’s in someone’s way.” I did not add, though I wanted to, “You may not realize this yet, but I promise you that someday your children will also need the kindness of strangers.”
     Soon it will be Caleb’s decision whether or not to explain himself. But as he gets older and bigger (and bigger), my fear gets bigger too. I fear he will be met with more judgment and less understanding. He is so easily hurt; I fear the meanness. The dad nodded. He did not say anything but I thought maybe he took it in, a little bit.

     We ended up sitting at the counter next to another young dad and his daughter. That dad told Caleb in great detail about the Clover coffee machine they now have at Starbucks and how it works and why the coffee it makes is better. They talked about pistons and forced hot water for a long time. “Thank you,” I told him, when Caleb got up to go to the bathroom. “My son is on the spectrum too,” he said. We smiled at each other and I remembered again that we are never alone, even when fear tells us we are. I remembered again that I choose to trust in kindness. I choose to believe that my child will not be alone either.

Prayer
God, who holds us all in love: the children and the tired fathers and all who are afraid, let us remember again that love’s pronoun is plural. We are in this together. We will not be left alone.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/loves-pronoun-plural
8.21: Someone Loved by Someone Else by Kat Liu (376 words)
     “Be your own worst critic and your own biggest fan.”   Stephen Curry

     Once, while in sixth grade, I brought home a quiz in which I’d gotten the highest score in the class: a 98%. When I proudly handed the paper to my mother, she asked, “Where’s the other two percent?” Mom believed that by training her children to aim for perfection we would be more successful.

     Academically, her strategy worked. Unfortunately, it also resulted in neurotic offspring who tend to dwell on our failings. Over the years, I’ve learned that many people share these nagging feelings of constantly falling short. Most of us have also learned to censor our internalized critic in front of others.

     One day, however, after I’d gotten myself into a serious jam that required a friend to help me out, my inner critic could no longer be contained. I let loose an unrelenting stream of self-reprobation, ignoring Shelley’s repeated attempts to assure me things would be okay.

     Finally, she yelled, “STOP BEATING UP MY FRIEND!”
     Taken aback, I stopped. Then the words sank in and I laughed. Her uncharacteristic outburst and choice of words allowed me to see what I otherwise could not. I saw myself not as myself but as Shelley’s friend — someone loved by someone else — and realized that I was being harsher on myself than I ever would be on a friend. If a friend were in my situation, I would have genuinely seen their failings as human and focused instead on how to make things better. So why hold someone to an unforgiving standard just because that someone is me?

     It sounds corny, but in that moment, I finally understood the popular adage that you have to love yourself, so that even when friends aren’t there to defend you, you can be your own advocate, friend, and fan.

     I will always have that voice telling me, You could have done better. That’s okay and maybe even beneficial, so long as it’s not the only voice we hear. Occasionally, when the first voice gets to be too much, I say, “Stop beating up my friend!” And it works.

Prayer
As we extend loving kindness and compassion towards others in ever-widening circles, may we also extend them to ourselves. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/someone-loved-someone-else
8.22: The Kindness of Others by Rayla D. Mattson (476 words)
“If we all do one random act of kindness daily, we might just set the world in the right direction.”   Martin Kornfield

     My youngest child, who is autistic, has taught me so much — and yet there are times, like our morning bus routine, when her autism causes me anxiety. We have to wait for her bus for up to twenty minutes on a small strip of grass on a busy road, and I have to be very creative to keep her not only entertained but out of the street. (I wonder how many people we entertain each morning.)

     One day last month, a white woman pulled over and ran over to us with a shopping bag. She said she sees us every morning and is so moved by my obvious love and adoration for my daughter that she felt compelled to do something kind for us. She noticed that I never have on a coat and I often stand in the rain. She didn’t know if the things would fit, she said, but the receipt was in the bag. She smiled and drove away.

     As I looked down at the bag, I had very mixed emotions. I have a winter coat, but my worn-out sweatshirt is comfortable and too bulky to fit under my coat. I stand in the rain because umbrellas cause anxiety for my little one. Did she do this because I’m black? Why did she feel I needed these items?

     I put my daughter on the bus, went inside, and found a note in the bag. She said she’d wanted to stop now for weeks. She was a single mom who had struggled for years to raise her boys. She didn’t know if I needed anything, but was drawn to me and my daughter. The note said to return the items and get what I wanted if I didn’t want what was in the bag.

     My eyes filled with tears. Amid these racially tense times and political unrest and horrible acts of violence we see almost daily, she just needed to do something nice for someone. Seeing my daughter and me every day reminded her of the good this world has. I think she needed that connection.

     Although I have what I need for the winter, I’m still a struggling single mother of three. I took the items to the store and exchanged them for items I’d been wanting. I sent out a blessing for her to the universe and held on to the notion that there are those of us who want to reach out to others; who believe that there’s goodness in the world, and want to find it. And I am grateful.

Prayer

Oh Sprit of Life, may we accept the kindness of others and be reminded that even in times of despair, there really is much good in world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/kindness-others
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: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
As flame is to spirit, so spirit is to breath, and breath to song. Though we extinguish the flame in this sanctuary, may we tend it in our hearts until we meet again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/breath-song
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
We have basked in the warmth and beauty
of this flame and this community.
As the chalice flame is extinguished,
let us carry its glow within.
Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/kindle-new-sparks
10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Unison Benediction by May Sarton (100 words)
Return to the most human,

nothing less will nourish the torn spirit,

the bewildered heart,

the angry mind:

and from the ultimate duress,

pierced with the breath of anguish,

speak of love.

Return, return to the deep sources,

nothing less will teach the stiff hands a new way to serve,

to carve into our lives the forms of tenderness

and still that ancient necessary pain preserve.

Return to the most human,

nothing less will teach the angry spirit,

the bewildered heart;

the torn mind,

to accept the whole of its duress,

and pierced with anguish…

at last, act for love.

Source: https://karenerlichman.com/blog/spirituality/the-season-of-forgiveness/
10.2: Blessed with Questions by Rev. Ma Theresa Gustilo Gallardo (43 words)
Some came here to be blessed with answers in a tumultuous world. Let us hope too, however, that many of us have been blessed with questions to direct us with a clarity of mind to steer our logic towards kindness and justice always.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/154794.shtml
10.3: Go in peace. Live simply by Rev. Marco Belletini (106 words)

Go in peace. Live simply, at home in yourself.

Be just in your word, just in deed.

Remember the depth of your own compassion.

Do not forget your power in the days of your powerlessness.

Do not desire with desire to be wealthier than your peers, and never stint your hand of charity.

Practice forbearance in all you do. Speak the truth or speak not.

Take care of your body, be good to it, it is a good gift.

Crave peace for all peoples in this world, beginning with yourselves, and go as you go with the dream of that peace set firm in your heart.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5974.shtml
10.4: Go in peace, speak the truth by Rev. Gary Kowalski (56 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
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: The Tender Gravity of Kindness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (673 words)
     Given its root, kindness is really reserved for kin, for family and tribe, the inner circle of our relationships. Strangers need not apply, and yet the entire point of the revolutionary ministry of Jesus of Nazareth was in extending love and kindness beyond traditional borders. His kindness was especially directed to the poor, to the outcast, to women, to all who dwelled at the margins of society. He said the Kingdom of God is within. If it is not there, then it cannot exist. He said love your neighbor like yourself, love the stranger, love your enemy. The Kingdom of God is a Kingdom of Kindness, which is also within or cannot exist.

     In human relations, however, kindness is not the default beyond the kinship circle. The default is indifference or apathy or sometimes even hostility. So few are good Samaritans because we don’t even see the condition of those we pass on any given day. And yet, as Ian MacLaren (pen name of 19th century Scottish minister Rev. John Watson) wrote, “Be kind, everyone you meet is fighting a hard battle.”
     In rather large measure, kindness depends upon empathy. It is not just the ability to walk in someone else’s shoes, not just the leap of imagination that makes another’s life comprehensible to us, not just the dwelling in an “as if” state of possibility to understand another’s journey through poverty, illness, grief, or other challenges that life presents, but also of having been on the receiving end of kindness when we needed it most and expected it least. 

     In her poem, Kindness, Palestinian American poet Naomi Shihab Nye reminds us that kindness can only be known “as the deepest thing inside” when sorrow is known as “the other deepest thing.” She writes, “Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness, / you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho / lies dead by the side of the road. / You must see how this could be you, / how he too was someone / who journeyed through the night with plans / and the simple breath that kept him alive.”
     The dead man by the side of the road is the man who was not rescued by a Good Samaritan. It is the corpse seen by Siddhartha that shattered all of the illusions that he had about life and prompted the journey that led to his enlightenment as the Buddha. It is the reality that confronted Mother Theresa throughout her ministry on the streets of Calcutta, and yet she remained faithful to kindness. It is a reminder of just how fragile and precious life truly is. It is the image that caused John Donne to write, “Ask not for whom the bell tolls, it tolls for thee.” It is the headline that the media presents to us daily in a world that grows smaller on the one hand, and stretches to infinity as a function of the unimaginable suffering to which we bear witness.

    When, because of circumstances, we are undone by life, when we lose our mooring and find ourselves adrift, we are indeed fortunate to find solid ground upon which to stand, or sit, or lie down; solid ground that holds us tight through the tender gravity of kindness. Without the tender gravity of kindness things fly apart, the center does not hold. Human community, when it is bereft of kindness becomes a wasteland where little thrives, and where too many do not even survive. It is barren of one of the essential elements that helps to make us human. 

     Kindness is the dawn that breaks through the dark night of the soul, the rain that quenches the inner and outer drought, the banquet that welcomes home the prodigal daughter who assumed that home was lost to her forever, the hearth fire that pushes away the bone-chilling cold, the gentle embrace that softens our grief and is present to our tears, and the love that transforms hatred. 

     “Be kind, everyone you meet is fighting a hard battle.”
11.2: Kindness as Spiritual Practice by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,019 words)
     It was getting late. In fact, it was time for dinner and their daughter, just seven years old, was not home from visiting a friend. This was indeed strange, for she was always home when expected. Both of her parents were quite worried, which is why her father decided to go looking for her. He put on a jacket and opened the front door, and there she was walking on the front steps to the porch. Something was clearly wrong. She looked terrible. Both parents began asking: “Honey, why are you late?” “What happened?” “Are you OK?” As she came into the house and into the light of the hallway, it was clear that she had been crying. “It’s Tommy,” she said. “I was with him and his bike broke, and I tried to help him.” “But honey,” said her father, “you don’t know anything about fixing a bicycle.” “I know,” she said, “Tommy started to cry. I didn’t know what else to do, so I sat down and cried with him.”
     Her tears were a form of kindness. By crying with her friend, she was practicing kindness. Unitarian Universalist laywoman Barbara Rohde wrote of seeing a small cup in a museum in Greece from the fourth century BCE. Assembled with other artifacts from a tomb for a young girl, it had been used to collect the tears of mourners. In reflecting on it she wrote, “We know. All humans come to know. There is no vessel large enough to hold the tears of love.” 

     Beyond tears, what does kindness require? Consider Anne Lamott’s book, Bird by Bird, in which she shares a story told by Buddhist teacher Jack Kornfield. “An eight-year-old boy had a younger sister who was dying of leukemia, and he was told that without a blood transfusion she would die. His parents explained to him that his blood was probably compatible with hers, and if so, he could be the blood donor. They asked him if they could test his blood. He said sure. So, they did and it was a good match. Then they asked if he would give his sister a pint of blood, that it could be her only chance of living. He said he would have to think about it overnight.

     “The next day he went to his parents and said he was willing to donate the blood. So, they took him to the hospital where he was put on a gurney beside his six-year-old sister. Both of them were hooked up to IVs. A nurse withdrew a pint of blood from the boy, which was then put in the girl’s IV. The boy lay on his gurney in silence while the blood dripped into his sister; until the doctor came over to see how he was doing. Then the boy opened his eyes and asked, “How soon until I start to die?’” 

     This was not a random act of kindness, but a willingness on the part of this eight-year-old boy to make the ultimate sacrifice for his sister. “How soon until I start to die?” Most of the time, kindness does not require sacrifice, but it does require love, which this little boy obviously possessed. 

     The Dalai Lama has written, “This is my simple religion. There is no need for temples; no need for complicated philosophy. Our own brain, our own heart is our temple; the philosophy is kindness. My true religion is kindness.” To be more precise, he should have said my true religion is loving-kindness. In Buddhism, loving-kindness, known as Metta, is a spiritual practice.

     Kindness that is not modified by “loving” is the kindness that is routine, kindness informed by what some would call the social graces. It is the kindness that serves as the lubricant that reduces friction in daily interactions. Although it does not demand much of the giver, making eye contact and nodding or smiling or saying hello to someone you pass on the street collapses the chasms that separate us from each other in our work-a-day world, and reminds us of a deeper connection and unity: the kinship of life.

     Loving-kindness, however, is a state of mind or more accurately a state of heart that must be cultivated. While the seeds of loving-kindness reside within each human being, it requires ongoing cultivation to blossom and bear fruit. It is cultivated as much in solitude and contemplation as it is in the hustle and bustle of daily life. 

     The eight-fold path of Buddhism offers us a guide to make loving-kindness a spiritual practice. 

Through right view, we surrender to the truth of the absolute necessity and blessing of living into loving-kindness.

Through right intention, we aim our heart and our mind daily at the practice of loving-kindness.

Through right speech, the words that we say are chosen with care and spoken with compassion.

Through right action, our ethical conduct is rooted in loving-kindness, which becomes for us the highest moral obligation.

Through right livelihood, we make our vocation and/or our occupation vehicles for loving-kindness.

Through right effort, we strive to abandon all that would undermine a life of loving-kindness: pettiness, envy, greed, self-pity, ignorance, self-absorption, malice, and all the other human foibles that detract from emotional intelligence and a compassionate response.

Through right mindfulness, we work to keep our heart and mind from straying from loving-kindness regardless of the enticements and distractions that would cause us to waver and lose our way.

Through right meditation, we cultivate the skillful means to become in every moment and in every step, loving-kindness.

     Kindness is not just a discrete act; it is a continuum of possibility. And more than this or that act, it is a way of being in the world. We may believe that an act of kindness is a gift to another. It is really a gift to our self that teaches us our own loveliness. Yet the spiritual practice of loving-kindness can only truly happen when we cultivate a reservoir of love within us that is so deep and so wide that we no longer can say where we end and love begins. 

11.3: Hardwired for Kindness by Rev. Kim K. Crawford Harvie (source: http://www.ascboston.org/worship/text/080504.pdf) (1,253 words)
     I am obsessed with everyday heroism. The more “ordinary” the hero, the better. I collect their stories.

    David Baron was finishing his daily walk in a West Palm Beach mall when three-year-old Morgan Scott grabbed the rubber railing of the escalator from the outside and was carried twenty feet above the floor. Horrified bystanders froze; David Baron bounded up the escalator two stairs at a time, grabbed the child’s wrist, and hauled her over the side to safety.

     This everyday hero has two artificial hips and a pacemaker. He is almost 90 years old. “Age doesn’t stop you from doing things,” says David Baron. “You don’t think; you just do…. I had to put on my cape and act.”
     Harvard University’s developmental psychologist Jerome Kagan writes, “Although humans inherit a biological bias that permits [us] to feel anger, jealousy, selfishness, and envy, and to be rude, aggressive, or violent, [we] inherit an even stronger biological bias for kindness, compassion, cooperation, love, and nurture – especially toward those in need…. The sum total of goodness vastly outweighs that of meanness.”
     I am tremendously uplifted by the news that an “inbuilt ethical sense … ‘is a biological feature of our species.’” And it turns out that hearing about this natural altruism is a key to inspiring it in others. Here is some of the research, and some of the stories.

     Charles Darwin’s scholarly work on emotions is still highly regarded. In 1872, he wrote about empathy as a survival factor. So, given that “the human brain contains a system designed to attune us to someone else’s distress and prepare us to act to help, why don’t we always help?”
     It’s hard to wade through the conclusions of the zillions of social psychology experiments to make any kind of meaningful conclusions. But author Daniel Goleman says this: “…The simplest answer may be that modern life militates against it: we largely relate to those in need at a distance. That separation means we experience ‘cognitive’ empathy, rather than the immediacy of direct, emotional contagion.  Or worse, we have mere sympathy, where we feel sorry for the person, but do not taste their distress in the least. This more removed relationship weakens the innate impulse to help.”
     Scientists Stephanie Preston and Frans de Waal write, “In today’s era of e-mail communication, frequent moves, and bedroom communities, the scales are increasingly tipped against the automatic and accurate perception of others’ emotional state, without which empathy is impossible.”  Daniel Goleman adds, “Modern-day social and virtual distances have created an anomaly in human living … [that] we now take to be the norm. This separation mutes empathy, [in the absence of which] altruism fails.”
     Here’s a sorry story: At Princeton Theological Seminary, forty students are waiting together. Every fifteen minutes, one of them is called to go to another building, where they will give a short sermon on which they will be graded. Half of the students have been assigned random biblical topics. The other half have been assigned the parable of The Good Samaritan.
     None of the students knows that they are actually the subject of an experiment on altruism.

      The route to the place where they’ll deliver their sermon passes a doorway in which a man is slumped, groaning in pain. Of the forty students, twenty-four zip past. Those who are about to preach on the good Samaritan are no more likely to stop than the others.

     Here are the conclusions: Interestingly, time matters a lot. Among ten students who thought they were late, only one stopped. Among ten who thought they had extra time, six offered help.

     In order to help, we need time. And in order to build an empathic connection, we need to pay attention. Urban trance is the name given to the self-absorbed state in which many of us walk our city streets; it’s how we navigate the overstimulation. And what jars us out of that trance? We can do it for each other.

      Daniel Goleman was headed into the Times Square Station in New York’s rush hour when, about halfway down, he saw a man sprawled across the concrete stairs. No one seemed to notice; people were literally stepping over his body.

      Daniel Goleman stopped to see what was wrong. And then something remarkable happened: immediately, other people stopped, too. “Messengers of mercy fanned out – one man went to a hot dog stand to get him some food; a woman scurried to get him a bottle of water; another summoned a subway patrol officer, who … radioed for help. And within minutes, the man was revived, eating happily, and waiting for an ambulance…. He had fainted from hunger, there on the subway steps.”
     “What made the difference? Just noticing.” When Daniel Goleman stopped, other passersby were snapped out of their urban trance. As they gave their attention to the fallen man’s plight, they were moved to help.

     We all have a “shift-away” reflex. It’s how we manage our anxiety about seeing yet another person in distress in a city full of distressed persons. But if just one of us can bring ourselves to pay attention, the tide will turn. “Just hearing about someone lending a helping hand can … [induce] a warm sense of uplift,” what psychologists call elevation. It doesn’t have to be on the Mother Teresa scale; in a study in Japan, for example, people recounted incidents of what they call “kandou, times when the heart is … moved,” such as “seeing a tough-looking gang member give up his seat on [the] train to an elderly [gentleman]. Elevation … is catching.”
     Because I spent time wandering through countries in which I did not speak the language, and might be wandering, still, if kind souls hadn’t stopped to turn my map right side up and point me home, I make a spiritual practice of walking up to tourists who have stopped to try to get their bearings. In less than a minute, each of us can be ambassadors for this great city, and change a visitor’s experience in a deeply rewarding interaction.

     I read about a woman whose car was wrecked in a head-on collision. She was pinned in the wreckage with a broken leg. As emergency personnel worked to free her, a passerby whose name she never learned came over to her and knelt by her side. He held her hand, and reassured her. It made a huge difference; because of him, she was not alone with her pain, helplessness, and fear. “He was,” she said, “my angel.”
    I experienced elevation – kandou – in hearing this story. This is a way any of us could make ourselves useful – indispensable, even – at the scene of an accident. Time, attention, and empathy: perhaps that’s all it takes to be an angel.

     My spiritual companions, once again, we are called, as people of spirit, to be counter-cultural; we are called to bound up the escalator stairs after the toddler in distress, artificial hips and all; called to a spiritual practice of spaciousness that will yield the time and attention necessary to break out of our urban trance and break in on others’ suffering; called to model an end to the “shift-away” response and a beginning to elevation or kandou, that contagious sense of being uplifted by ordinary altruism. With a moment’s notice, we could put on our cape and, with a moment’s kindness, we could change absolutely everything … starting with ourselves. How about this; let’s really shake things up!

     Let’s be everyday heroes.

     Let’s be angels!

11.4: My Religion is Kindness by Rev. Lynn Strauss (excerpt, full text at http://www.uucr.org/sites/default/files/sermons/transcripts/20120226_my_religion_is_kindness.pdf) (1,517 words)
     I must confess that I stole the title for my sermon this morning…I borrowed it from the Dali Lama…who may have been the first to say and who lives the message: “My religion is Kindness.”
     I can’t honestly claim kindness as my religion, at least not yet. For it seems too simplistic, too nice - that is to say, weak. Can I change the world by being kind? Bring about world peace, stop the wars, feed the hungry…could we do all that if only we were kind? …Can I be saved, transformed, brought around right…by merely being kind?

     No, I admit, I do not follow kindness as a first principle or as a committed spiritual practice.

     I like a more complicated, difficult-to-explain religion. I like a religion that challenges my thinking, that asks big things of me, that is unique and special—kindness is for kids…isn’t it?
      No, actually, kindness is very hard for kids and adults alike. A soft, gentle response often seems much too hard to muster.

How many times in a day do we miss or pass up an opportunity to be kind? How many times do we respond to life with impatience, complaint, curses, or simply turning aside…letting go yet another opportunity to be kind?

     How many hours are we awake…how many minutes are we alive and awake today….that’s how many opportunities we might have for kind thoughts, for unselfish acts of kindness.

     Oh yes, clearly, kindness could very well be a religion…a way to live, a path toward wholeness and healing…a way to cultivate good in the world. How might the world change, if everyone, I mean everyone, acted as if kindness were their religion?

     All problems wouldn’t go away overnight, but we could have kind police officers, kind prison guards, kind teenagers, kind political candidates. We could have kind teachers in all our schools, and kind investment bankers, and kind lawyers, and kind judges, and kind husbands and wives, and parents and kind sisters and brothers - what a wonderful world this could be…if we were all touched by kindness on a daily basis.

     Maybe the Dali Lama is right.

     But, again, I must tell you the truth, I don’t always like people who are sugary-sweet and syrupy kind. They can really get under my skin. They can be vapid…superficial…passive-aggressive …sometimes kindness is a mask, a false front…a well-learned habit, lacking in depth. Sometimes it is a necessary defense against pain…or fear of pain…but then it’s self-directed as protection rather than other-directed as kindness.

     You’re lucky indeed if you were raised in a family where kindness was at the core. Some of us were raised in a family where meanness was prevalent and so we missed out on our childhood measure of kindness.

     Real kindness happens when you see a need and respond to it. This can happen on a macro, systemic level…or in an intimate personal exchange.

     A tiny example: This past week, I spent some days at the beach in Florida. And you know how it is when sunbathers jockey to get the best beach chairs…and then move them around to just the right spot, making sure there’s no noisy crowd nearby, or small children throwing sand - the sunbathers compete for a unobstructed view of the ocean, and just the right angle of the sun for best overall tanning…
     Well, anyway, I was a sunbather for a while last week…and after carefully choosing just the right chair and dragging it to just the right spot, and positioning it in just the right angle…I sat down…leaned back, and found the chair was broken!

     A woman reclining a short way away saw my dilemma and immediately offered to move her towel and magazine and thermos bag off the extra chair she was using so that I could take it…it looked like a fine, well-functioning chair. She said, “Here sweetie, take this one,” but I declined, having spotted another empty chair not too far away…and yet…
     I felt the touch of her kindness…she called me sweetie, a name I sometimes call my daughters…she moved so quickly to make an offering to me…willing to rearrange her comfortably-constructed sunning area…she saw my need and she responded. So kind of her. I treasured the feeling of being cared for…the smallness of the gesture, the mundane quality of my need made it that much more meaningful.  She saw me.

     It’s that simple. Really. To change the world, to make kindness our religion, we merely need to see the world’s need…and to respond.

     Ted Kooser has a poem: At the Cancer Clinic
She is being helped toward the open door
that leads to the examining rooms
by two young women I take to be her sisters.
Each bends to the weight of an arm
and steps with the straight, tough bearing
of courage. At what must seem to be
a great distance, a nurse holds the door,
smiling and calling encouragement.
How patient she is in the crisp white sails
of her clothes. The sick woman
peers from under her funny knit cap
to watch each foot swing scuffing forward
and take its turn under her weight.
There is no restlessness or impatience
or anger anywhere in sight. Grace
fills the clean mold of this moment
and all the shuffling magazines grow still.

     Grace…free, unmerited favor and love – Grace, as an unearned gift from the universe, from God, from the holy.

     A kindness offered from one human being to another makes a space for a moment of divine grace to enter. A need seen and responded to allows something more, grace, to enter in.

     Kindness isn’t simple then. Kindness isn’t weak or self-serving…it can be a religion, because it responds to human need and creates a touch of something beyond our understanding, something we call grace.

     If the need is deep and profound, then a kindness can be a saving grace. I read of a moment in Europe in 1942, when Jews were being rounded up in Paris. When small children were being herded into the street and then onto train cars…the people of the neighborhood, those who were not Jews, stood by silently, horrified but inert, watching hungry, exhausted, frightened children being rounded up…no one lifted a finger, no one offered a gentle word, until one woman stepped out from the crowd at the curb and, running into the street, pressed a crust of bread into the hand of a young girl.

     The girl, after a nod from her father who was next to her and helpless - the girl put the single piece of bread in her mouth. The bread, this small act of kindness, did not save the girl’s life…moments later she was pushed onto the train and the door

slid shut behind her…but a stranger gave her a moment of hope – she saw that human kindness was not yet snuffed out completely.

     Grace - unearned favor and divine love.

     Do you ever say grace at meals? The Buddha said, “If you knew the power of giving, you would not let a single meal pass without sharing it.  Sharing food is a metaphor for all giving.”
     Preparing and sharing food is a kind response to the human need of hunger. We might do well to mark the sharing of food as a moment of grace. Kindness has power in it.

     Some people are attuned to the needs of others. Some people notice when your beach chair is broken, or when a child is hungry…or when someone needs assistance in the cancer clinic…some people fill their days with acts of kindness. Seeing a human need and simply responding to it with kindness.

     Moments of grace are created all around us every day. …Grace is overflowing as people see a need and fill it. As one person helps another carry something heavy, or stays in the kitchen until the last dish is put away…or knows that something is just not right, and takes it upon themselves to correct it.

      Kindness isn’t always big and dramatic…it is an everyday practice that can be missed or go unappreciated.

     Marge Piercy has a poem…she too recognizes the power and grace of providing food, how many hands it takes to bring in the harvest. In her poem, To Be Of Use, she writes:

I love people who harness themselves, an ox to a heavy cart, who pull like water buffalo, with massive patience,

Who strain in the mud and the muck to move things forward,

Who do what has to be done, again and again.

I want to be with people who submerge in the task, Who go into the fields to harvest and work in a row And pass the bags along,

Who are not parlor generals or field deserters But move in common rhythm

When the food must come in or the fire be put out.

     Can I be a person of great kindness…someone who makes a space for grace to enter? Will there come a time when I can truly say, “kindness is my religion?” Every act of kindness keeps hope in human goodness alive. 

11.5: Seeking Clarity about Kindness by Rev. Michael Schuler (excerpt, full text no longer available on-line) (1,463 words)
     … The 18th  century Hasidic Rabbi Nachman of Braslav …argued that kindness is one of the original, albeit invisible, building-blocks of our universe. “God’s whole reason for creating the universe was to make a place in which his compassion could be made manifest,” Nachman wrote.

     Pierro Ferrucci would agree. We are kind already, he argues, “and merely have to give ourselves permission to be so.” Kindness is wholly natural, not an acquired trait somehow at odds with our basic selfish nature.

     There appears to be little relationship between the sophistication and technical prowess of a civilization and its commitment to kindness. Its value has been recognized by wisdom teachers throughout the planet for untold centuries. Nearly three thousand years ago the author of the book of Deuteronomy wrote: “You shall not harden your heart or shut your hand against your poor brother, but you shall open your hand to him, and lend him sufficient for his need, whatever it may be…. You shall give to him freely, and your heart shall not be grudging when you give to him.”
     Jesus of Nazareth was surely familiar with this ancient Biblical teaching…. Comparable advice can be found in the sacred texts of Islam. In the Hadith, which records sayings and actions of the Prophet and his early followers, a man approaches Muhammad and asks, “What is the highest, the best, principle in Islam?”
     The Prophet responds, “It is to feed the hungry and to give the greeting of peace to those one knows and also to those one does not know.” Passages like these are far more representative of the spirit of Islam than those quoted or mis-quoted by the militant Jihadists.

     Likewise, the great religions of the Far East make frequent mention of kindness. “Strive constantly to serve the welfare of the world,” the Bhagavad Gita counsels, “for by devotion to selfless work one attains the supreme goal in life. Do your work with the welfare of others always in mind.”
     Writing at about the same time, the Taoist sage Chuang Tse insisted that “We must find room in our lives for the interests of others, for to those who lack fellow feeling, all men and woman are strangers.” Indeed, thousands of years of spiritual and ethical instruction could be aptly summarized by the phrase: …What is the key to human transformation? “just give yourself permission to be a little kinder.”
     Sounds simple, doesn’t it? But significant complexities crop up when the general principle of kindness is translated into actual practice.
     …So how do we know we are being genuinely kind, kind in the right way—in a way that is most likely to produce positive outcome?

     Just pay attention—that’s the first rule. Don’t make assumptions, let go of preconceived notions, be fully present for the person and tuned in to the situation. “Attention is the medium through which kindness flows,” Pierro Ferrucci says. Without open-minded attention, and an unbiased attitude, our kindness is likely to be interpreted as an attempt to be in control.

     One common example of misguided, inattentive kindness is the tendency we all have to play the “rescuer” on occasion—providing a pat solution to someone else’s problem. Long ago I ran across an articulate statement from an anonymous writer who had endured such treatment: “When I ask you to listen to me and you start giving advice, you have not done what I asked. When you feel you have to do something to solve my problem, you have failed me. And when I ask you to listen to me and you begin to tell me why I shouldn’t feel that way, you are trampling on my feelings. Listen! All I ask is that you listen. …”
    Lack of attention, Piero Ferrucci reminds us, is the greatest form of rudeness. “Inattention is cold and hard; attention is warm and caring.” People are almost immediately aware when they are being closely attended to, not just humored or being force-fed facile advice. Most of the time friends and family who approach us with a problem or a painful feeling are just looking for a sounding board, not a ready-made strategy from some “higher and wiser authority.” The goal of kindness is to produce a solution without imposing one.

     Attentiveness is enhanced when we possess two other qualities: patience and humility. The more anxious we are about the items on our own “to-do” list, the more possessed we are by the demon of haste, the less mentally available will we be to someone who simply needs our steady presence. Kindness, Ferrucci says, has a slow pace.

     ...Author Anne Lamott, a recovering substance abuser, sees the connection between attention and kindness. “As someone who has been lifted from the swamp of chaos and…self-loathing,” she writes, “I offer the orange juice and graham crackers of…love to everyone I come into contact with: I sit with people, listen, given them a shoulder and a glass of the living water.” Lamott has visited the depths, recognizes the limits of her own wisdom and come to appreciate how another person’s open-hearted availability can serve as a catalyst for healing and transformation.

     A second principle of kindness is reflected in the so- called “Iron Law” of the Industrial Areas Foundation: “Never do for someone what they can do for themselves. Never.” To render gratuitous assistance, to provide people with resources they can supply for themselves, creates dependency, is demeaning and ultimately provokes resentment. In accordance with this principle, kindness begins with helping individuals and communities to identify their own strengths and assets and only then offers appropriate outside assistance. If one takes the time to make a real assessment, unrecognized and untapped resources become visible. Most of us have more assets than we think; we just need help to see them.

     Although it seems hard-nosed, the “iron law” is really based on respect. As one disabled person put it, “Saying ‘thank you’ all the time makes you feel bad.” When we suggest to someone that they are more potent and resourceful than they think, we are acknowledging their worthiness and challenging their victim mentality. As Pierro Ferrucci says again: “Our perception is like a ray of light falling on a plant—it makes it more visible, nourishes it, stimulates its growth. If a person’s talents and qualities are acknowledged, they can be manifest. This is respect, and without it kindness is blind—superficial and distracted, unaware of a person’s value, and therefore belittling.” 

     …There may, however, be one exception to the “Iron Law”. A willingness to receive another’s unnecessary kindness can itself be kind. When we pridefully brush off help, we deprive another person the pleasure of “doing the right thing.” The “Iron Law” notwithstanding, sometimes it’s better to accept assistance just because it reinforces the habit of being kind in others.

     Proper kindness is unobtrusive. That’s the third principle. It doesn’t blow its own horn, it maintains a low profile and thus preserves the dignity of its subjects. “In giving,” Jesus told his listeners, “don’t let the left hand know what the right hand is doing.”
     …Which is not to say that kindness shouldn’t gratify those who express it. The Buddha himself suggested that kind people do reap intangible rewards: they feel significantly better about themselves, sleep better, awaken more easily, enjoy more pleasant dreams and deeper serenity than those who are self-absorbed. Studies have also shown that generous people tend to be healthier and to live longer.

     But here we should add a caveat: those who possess a sophisticated understanding of kindness don’t paint themselves out of the picture. They don’t burn themselves out performing good works and are ambitious neither for sainthood nor martyrdom. They treat themselves, as well as others, with dignity and respect.

     The Jewish Talmud teaches that while compassion is a key element of the spiritual path, the person who is excessive in its practice “has no life.” Whether guilt- driven or overly-conscientious, they become so preoccupied with the welfare of others that they leave insufficient time for study, for play, for solitary contemplation, for self-renewal.

     Aside from the internal well-being that it fosters, there is also evidence that kindness produces external dividends and that it is ultimately in our self-interest to be kind. It appears that kindness and self-interest do, in fact, complement each other.

     …Furthermore, communities are stronger and more stable where people are less ruggedly independent and make a point of helping each other. By exhibiting kindness, we produce invaluable social capital….
     But whether one sees the long-term utilitarian advantage of kindness over selfishness, or simply enjoys the warm sensation of selfless giving isn’t really what matters. What matters less than motive is a growing, shared conviction that by leading kinder lives we unfailingly create a more livable world.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Kind words can be short and easy to speak, but their echoes are truly endless.”   Mother Teresa
“Kindness is a language which the deaf can hear and the blind can see.”   Mark Twain
“Our lives are not our own. We are bound to others, past and present, and by each crime and every kindness, we birth our future.”   David Mitchell 

“Life is just a short walk from the cradle to the grave, and it sure behooves us to be kind to one another along the way.”   Alice Childress
“Kinder than is necessary. Because it’s not enough to be kind. One should be kinder than needed.”   R.J. Palacio
“Hello babies. Welcome to Earth. It’s hot in the summer and cold in the winter. It’s round and wet and crowded. On the outside, babies, you’ve got a hundred years here. There’s only one rule that I know of, babies-’God damn it, you’ve got to be kind.’”   Kurt Vonnegut
“But remember, boy, that a kind act can sometimes be as powerful as a sword.”   Rick Riordan 

“All I’m saying is, kindness don’t have no boundaries.”   Kathryn Stockett 

“People shouldn’t have to earn kindness. They should have to earn cruelty.”   Maggie Stiefvater 

“Consider it: every person you have ever met, every person will suffer the loss of his friends and family. All are going to lose everything they love in this world. Why would one want to be anything but kind to them in the meantime?”   Sam Harris

“The best portion of a good man’s life: his little, nameless unremembered acts of kindness and love.”   William Wordsworth 

“Kindness connects to who you are, while niceness connects to how you want to be seen.”   David Levithan
“Kindness in words creates confidence. Kindness in thinking creates profoundness. Kindness in giving creates love.”   Lao Tzu
“You can either practice being right or practice being kind.”   Anne Lamott
“The simplest acts of kindness are by far more powerful than a thousand heads bowing in prayer.”   Mahatma Gandhi
“I would rather make mistakes in kindness and compassion than work miracles in unkindness and hardness.”   Mother Teresa 

“You can give without loving, but you can never love without giving. The great acts of love are done by those who are habitually performing small acts of kindness.”   Victor Hugo 

“The only way we will survive is by being kind. The only way we can get by in this world is through the help we receive from others. No one can do it alone, no matter how great the machines are.”   Amy Poehler 

“What I want is so simple I almost can’t say it: elementary kindness.”   Barbara Kingsolver

“The smallest act of kindness is worth more than the greatest intention.”   Kahlil Gibran 

“Guard well within yourself that treasure, kindness. Know how to give without hesitation, how to lose without regret, how to acquire without meanness.”   George Sand
“...if anything matters then everything matters. Because you are important, everything you do is important. Every time you forgive, the universe changes; every time you reach out and touch a heart or a life, the world changes; with every kindness and service, seen or unseen, your purposes are accomplished and nothing will be the same again.”   William Paul Young 

“My religion is very simple. My religion is kindness.”   Dalai Lama XIV
“I have always depended on the kindness of strangers.”   Blanche DuBois/Tennessee Williams 

“Forget injuries, never forget kindnesses.”   Confucius
“Too often we underestimate the power of a touch, a smile, a kind word, a listening ear, an honest compliment, or the smallest act of caring, all of which have the potential to turn a life around.”   Leo Buscaglia
“Tenderness and kindness are not signs of weakness and despair, but manifestations of strength and resolution.”   Kahlil Gibran
“Let no one ever come to you without leaving better and happier. Be the living expression of God’s kindness: kindness in your face, kindness in your eyes, kindness in your smile.”   Mother Teresa

“Love is doing a kindness for someone else, not expecting to receive anything in return.”   Sylvain Reynard
“You cannot do a kindness too soon, for you never know how soon it will be too late.”   Ralph Waldo Emerson
“Kind people have a way of working their way inside me and rooting there.”   Suzanne Collins 
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