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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 pat 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: Children of the Earth and Sky by Alice Berry (80 words)

1.2: The Water of Life by Rev. Theresa Novak (168 words)

1.3: The conscious choice by Martha Kirby Capo (35 words)

1.4: The Forming Edge of Our Lives by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (72 words)

1.5: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (62 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: The meaning of the chalice by Martha Kirby Capo (76 words)

2.2: The chalice of communion wine by Rev. Maryell Cleary (94 words)

2.3: Sacred by Rev. Robin F. Gray (43 words)

2.4: A Communion of Heart and Soul by Rev. Bruce Southworth (41 words)

2.5: The Abundance of Our Lives Together by Katie Gelfand (84 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #209 O Come, You Longing Thirsty Souls

3.2: SLT #276 O Young and Fearless Prophet

3.3: SLT #323 Break Not the Circle
3.4: SLT #402 From You I Receive

3.5: SLT #405 This Do in Memory of Me

3.6: SLT #406 Let Us Break Bread Together

3.7: SLT #407 We’re Gonna Sit at the Welcome Table
3.8: Coming Home by Carolyn McDade, 1991

      Singing the Journey 

3.9: SJT #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place
3.10: SJT #1011 Return Again

3.11: SJT #1013 Open My Heart

3.12: SJT #1021 Lean on Me

3.13: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits fit Us to Hear

3.14: SJT #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead

3.15: SJT #1051 We Are…

3.16: SJT #1052 The Oneness of Everything

3.17: SJT #1058 Be Ours a Religion

3.18: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden

3.19: SJT #1070 Mother I Feel You

3.20: SJT #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother

     Choral Music no resources found
     Popular Music

3.21: Communion by Bryan McCleery (6:13)

3.22: Connection by OneRepublic (2:45)

3.23: Lean On Me (Bill Withers) by Playing For Change (4:33)

3.24: Imagine (John Lennon) by Playing For Change (4:05)

3.25: You've Got A Friend by James Taylor (4:57)

3.26: We are Unity with lyrics (3:40)

3.27: You are not Alone! (4:12)

3.28: Rainbow Connection by Kermit the Frog from The Muppet Movie (3:14)

3.29: You've Got a Friend in Me by Randy Newman (2:51)

3.30: Hello in There by John Prine (A) & Bette Middler (B)

3.31: Stand by Me by Playing for Change (A) and Acapella Soul (B)

3.32: Ebony And Ivory by Paul McCartney and Stevie Wonder (Live at the White House 2010) (4:05)

3.33: Unity by Shinedown (4:37)

3.34: One Love (Bob Marley) by Playing For Change feat. Manu Chao (5:07) 

3.35: Count on Me by Bruno Mars (3:13)

3.21: Thank You For Being A Friend by Andrew Gold (4:30)

3.36: Welcome Table by Saunder Choi, performed by Seattle Pro Musica (6:27)

3.37: The Welcome Table (1:57)

3.38: Welcome Table from the Old Town School Songbook, Volume 4 (5:31)

3.39: The Welcome Table: History of another Civil Rights version

3.40: Union (Lyrics) by Black Eyed Peas (5:40)

3.41: Old Friends by Ben Rector (4:15)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Loaves and Fishes by Sophia Lyon Fahs, adapted (529 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: The Poignancy of Living in These Days by Rev. Richard Gilbert (214 words)
5.2: I am Water by Rev. Jeff Briere (294 words)

5.3: Common as Water by Rev. Carol Allman-Morton (125 words)

5.4: Meditation from Dresden Prison by Rev. Norbert Ĉapek (102 words)

5.5: Flower Communion by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (114 words)

6.0: Prayers

6.1: Prayer at the First Flower Communion Service by Rev. Dr. Norbert Čapek (133 words)

6.2: Eucharistic Prayer: The Didache Re-Imaged by Rev. Dr. Kenneth Claus (250 words)

6.3: O Creative Spirit of Life by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)

6.4: Children's Sunday and Flower Communion by Rev. Sheldon Bennett (240 words)

6.5: Communion Prayer by Rev. Kate Lore (219 words)

6.6: Consecration of the Flowers by Rev. Dr. Norbert Čapek (108 words)
6.7: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (134 words)

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #726 Food for the Spirit by Rev. Rob Eller-Isaacs

7.2: SLT #727 The Bread We Share by Rudolph Nemser

7.3: The Blessing of the Flowers by Rev. Richard Gilbert, adapted (141 words)

8.0: Readings
8.1: Mostly Water by Rev. (104 words)

8.2: The Negro Speaks of Rivers by Langston Hughes (103 words)

8.3: The Deepest Communion by Rev. John Buehrens (108 words)

8.4: Communion, Not Consumption by Rev. Scott Alexander (221 words)

8.5: New People Came This Time by Geoffrey Herbert (140 words)

8.6: Flower Communion by Rev. Lynn Ungar (119 words)

8.7: A Way of Life by Rev. Jacob Trapp (89 words)

8.8: Our Blended Voices by Rev. Dr. Kendyl Gibbons (196 words)

8.9: Together We Have Power by Rev. Ken Collier (102 words)

8.10: Transylvanian Unitarian Communion by Rev. Csaba Todor and Rev. Kinga Reka Szekely (323 words)

8.11: The Communion Cloth by Rev. Thomas Perchlik (159 words)
8.12: Eat, Drink by Rev. Douglas Taylor (390 words)
8.13: Bound in Community by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (199 words)

8.14: The Simplest of Sacraments by Rev. Jacob Trapp (57 words)

8.15: The Welcome Table by Rev. Dr. Robert M. Hardies (136 words)

8.16: Thus Shall You Remember Me by Barnaby Feder (261 words)
8.17: Communion with Earth and Sky by Stephen Shick (172 words)
8.18: The Story of Norbert Čapek's Flower Ceremony by Rev. Teresa Schwartz and Rev. David Schwartz (597 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: Ours is a communion by Rev. Robin F. Gray (34 words)

10.2: The work continues by Martha Kirby Capo (50 words)
11.0: Sermons

11.1: Flower Communion and a World of Unitarian Universalism by Rev. Audette Fulbright (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,222 words)

11.2: Family Stories by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/20136.shtml) (1,352 words)

11.3: Something We Do by Rev. Earl K. Holt III (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,556 words)

11.4: Why I Didn’t Take Communion by Rev. Dr. Thomas Wintle (Excerpt, full text at Communion Services and Sermons, UUCF Journal, 1986 summer/fall edition) (1,011 words)

11.5: Religious Naturalist Thanksgiving Communion Sermon/Service by Rev. Dick Weston-Jones (text no longer online) (885 words)

11.6: Coming Home Like Rivers to the Sea by Carolyn McDade and Lucile Schuck Longview (Complete original ceremony at https://uuwr.org/new-store/40-books/253-coming-home)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Children of the Earth and Sky by Alice Berry (80 words)

     Children of the earth and sky, we arc nurtured, sustained, given warmth and light from above and below. Supported by earth's strong, firm crust, we build our homes, till the fields, plant our gardens and orchards. When we turn from self and seek to be aware, we will find holy light in human faces, in blossom, birdsong, and sky. Then earth is truly our home, and we are one with all earth's creatures, Parents of earth's children yet to be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/27756.shtml 

1.2: The Water of Life by Rev. Theresa Novak (168 words)

Come in peace, come in hope.

We welcome all:

The thirsty and searching,

The steadfast and stalwart,

We welcome the stubborn and the strange.

You are not a stranger here.

First time visitor or charter member,

This place, this time is for you.

Your precious spirit is a blessing to the world.

Your unique gifts, your joys and your sorrows,

Your strengths, your weaknesses,

Your worries and your ideas,

All have a place within these walls.

Come in this morning,

Let the gentle waters of the larger spirit,

Soothe you and heal you.

Shed your tears,

And drink your fill.

We come together

Pausing for a moment

Our busy, separate lives.

We come to worship

In song, in words, in silence, and in ritual.

The river flows on with the force of all our yearnings.

Come in peace, come in hope.

Let our thirst be quenched this day,

That we may have the strength

To carry the water of life to the wider world.

Amen and blessed be.

Source: no longer online
1.3: The conscious choice by Martha Kirby Capo (35 words)

We who are here assembled
Have made a conscious choice:
We live intentionally.
May we keenly attend to the silent, pulsing needs
Here present at this altar,
Made sacred by the power of our communion.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/the-conscious-choice 

1.4: The Forming Edge of Our Lives by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (72 words)

We come together this morning to remind one another 

To rest for a moment on the forming edge of our lives, 

To resist the headlong tumble into the next moment, 

Until we claim for ourselves 

Awareness and gratitude, 

Taking the time to look into one another’s faces 

And see there communion: the reflection of our own eyes. 

This community of laughter and silence, memory and hope, 

Is hallowed by our presence together.

Source: SLT #435
1.5: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (62 words)
Here we have come into this sacred space—

quieter now with our readiness

Hushed voices, hoping, trusting for so many things:

For connection, for communion

For inspiration, for information

For healing, for wholeness,

For words, for music,

For celebration and consolation,

Here we have come into this space bringing all of who we are,

Let us be willing… however we are changed.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/hoping-trusting-so-many-things
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: The meaning of the chalice by Martha Kirby Capo (76 words)

For some, the chalice cup is a communion cup, freely offered to all who would seek the greater Truth. Others see the circle of fellowship in its embracing sides. The sacred hoop of its rim, the ambient energy cradled in its basin, the abiding, grounded strength of its pedestal: may all be lit by the fire of spiritual integrity; so too may we each be bathed in the glow of our shared Truth, multifaceted and radiant.

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

2.2: The chalice of communion wine by Rev. Maryell Cleary (94 words)

     Long ago the chalice of communion wine was set apart for the priests alone.

     We would have all share in the bounty of the earth: wind and milk, bread and meat, that no one may go hungry.

     Long ago those who spoke their minds freely were put to death by fire.

     We would use fire to warm all bodies and light all minds.

     Long ago freedom-loving people put flames upon a chalice as a symbol of freedom and sharing for all.

     As we light this flame, so we dedicate ourselves to freedom and sharing.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-communion-wine 

2.3: Sacred by Rev. Robin F. Gray (43 words)

     We join our voices in a holy communion of mind and heart, dedicated to the promises that bind us in compassion, one with another. In this hour we light the flame that signals our intention to find the sacred in every living thing.

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

2.4: A Communion of Heart and Soul by Rev. Bruce Southworth (41 words)

     For the gift of this day and for our community of spiritual nurture and compassion, we give thanks. We light this chalice as a symbol of our faith. May our many sparks meet and merge in communion of heart and soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/communion-heart-and-soul 

2.5: The Abundance of Our Lives Together by Katie Gelfand (84 words)

     We light our chalice as a symbol of gratitude

as we celebrate the abundance of our lives together.

     In this sanctuary we harvest bushels of strength for one another,

and offer our crop with the hands of compassion and generosity.

     In the authentic and gentle manner of our connections,

we cultivate a simple sweetness to brighten our spirits.

     May we be grateful for the ways we nourish and uplift each other,

For it is the sharing of this hallowed time together that sustains us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/abundance-our-lives-together 

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #209 O Come, You Longing Thirsty Souls

3.2: SLT #276 O Young and Fearless Prophet

3.3: SLT #323 Break Not the Circle
3.4: SLT #402 From You I Receive

3.5: SLT #405 This Do in Memory of Me

3.6: SLT #406 Let Us Break Bread Together

3.7: SLT #407 We’re Gonna Sit at the Welcome Table
3.8: Coming Home by Carolyn McDade, 1991

Chorus:

We’re coming home to the spirit in our soul. 

We’re coming home, and the healing makes us whole. 

Like the rivers running to the sea.

We’re coming home, we’re coming home.

Verses:

As the day is woven into night

As the darkness lives within the light

As we open vision to new sight.

We’re coming home, we’re coming home.

Bearing words born new unto each day

Speaking bold where only silence lay

As we dare to rise and lead the way

We’re coming home, we’re coming home.

As the full moon waxes into wane

Changing, yielding, all that she did gain

As from death she dares be born again

We’re coming home, we’re coming home.

To reclaim the thinking of our minds

Leaving shackles lying far behind

Bearing hope for every soul confined

We’re coming home, we’re coming home.

To create a world of joy and peace

Where the power of justice does release

Love abounding, wars forever cease

We’re coming home. We’re coming home.

      Singing the Journey 

3.9: SJT #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place
3.10: SJT #1011 Return Again

3.11: SJT #1013 Open My Heart

3.12: SJT #1021 Lean on Me

3.13: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits fit Us to Hear

3.14: SJT #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead

3.15: SJT #1051 We Are…

3.16: SJT #1052 The Oneness of Everything

3.17: SJT #1058 Be Ours a Religion

3.18: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden

3.19: SJT #1070 Mother I Feel You

3.20: SJT #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother

     Choral Music no resources found
     Popular Music

3.21: Communion by Bryan McCleery (6:13)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=43M4w1YYJ0s
3.22: Connection by OneRepublic (2:45)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iJUM11goXAU
3.23: Lean On Me (Bill Withers) by Playing For Change (4:33)

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

3.24: Imagine (John Lennon) by Playing For Change (4:05)

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

3.25: You've Got A Friend by James Taylor (4:57)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3WJ1cf3nrLE 

3.26: We are Unity with lyrics (3:40)

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

3.27: You are not Alone! (4:12)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=74U4FCrsfjI 

3.28: Rainbow Connection by Kermit the Frog from The Muppet Movie (3:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WS3Lkc6Gzlk
3.29: You've Got a Friend in Me by Randy Newman (2:51)

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

3.30: Hello in There by John Prine (A) & Bette Middler (B)

A Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RfwGkplB_sY 4:53

B Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oq51a-wyPnw (4:17)

3.31: Stand by Me by Playing for Change (A) and Acapella Soul (B)

A Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Us-TVg40ExM (5:27)

B Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MDBgOyEN2OU (3:45)

3.32: Ebony And Ivory by Paul McCartney and Stevie Wonder (Live at the White House 2010) (4:05)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PSvnIwg0lEA 

3.33: Unity by Shinedown (4:37)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_gVdi6sizeY 

3.34: One Love (Bob Marley) by Playing For Change feat. Manu Chao (5:07) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4xjPODksI08 

3.35: Count on Me by Bruno Mars (3:13)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4JNtAtGGNRU 

3.21: Thank You For Being A Friend by Andrew Gold (4:30)

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

3.36: Welcome Table by Saunder Choi, performed by Seattle Pro Musica (6:27)

“As a BIPOC, gay immigrant, I often wonder if I will ever be truly welcome in this country. Tensions surrounding immigration are at an all-time high, with mothers being separated with their kids, children in detention cells, visa bans; even the legal immigrant status is threatened (as in H1-B workers and F-1/M-1 visa holders a.k.a. international students). It seems that people are confusing nationalism and love for country with xenophobia and hatred. “’Welcome Table’ is inspired by and reflects on the civil rights spiritual ‘I’m Gonna Sit at the Welcome Table,’ examining it from the eyes of an immigrant and the other. Perhaps one of these days, we will all be welcome at the table.”

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H2FYlTLfFeQ
3.37: The Welcome Table (1:57)

A Civil Rights version of the spiritual with a verse about being a registered voter.

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4wxljWncd8k&t=6s
3.38: Welcome Table from the Old Town School Songbook, Volume 4 (5:31)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xryl42Lzxcg&t=2s 

3.39: The Welcome Table: History of another Civil Rights version

Text: http://civilrightssongs.blogspot.com/2014/11/im-gonna-sit-at-welcome-table-civil.html 

3.40: Union (Lyrics) by Black Eyed Peas (5:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zRINxW5uTCU 

3.41: Old Friends by Ben Rector (4:15)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4SU8gxrhs1g 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Loaves and Fishes by Sophia Lyon Fahs, adapted (529 words)
     Jesus had not been speaking long—at least that is how it seemed to all who were sitting on the hillside because they were so caught up in his stories and teachings, yet the afternoon shadows now began to creep over the hillside as the sun began to set, chilling the air.

     Two of the disciples approached Jesus and said: “You must send the crowd away so that they can go into town before it is too late and buy food for themselves for their evening meal.” 

     Jesus was shocked by what they were suggesting. It was as if they had never listened to his teachings about the Kingdom of God and the abundance that flows from faith. Jesus asked: “Is there a need for them to go away? Can we not give them food?” He knew that the people who were gathered would expect such a gesture of hospitality.

     Philip could not believe what Jesus was asking. None of the disciples had much money. Didn’t Jesus understand the reality of the situation?  Phillip asked with frustration in his voice: “Shall we go and buy two hundred shillings’ worth of bread and feed them?” Jesus had to know that they did not have that kind of money.

     Jesus thought to himself, “Even Phillip does not have faith in the abundance and generosity and hospitality that is surely here among us?” “How many loaves do we have?” asked Jesus. All of the disciples looked down at the ground and held out empty hands. They had no bread.

     A young boy, who was maybe eight years old, overheard Jesus’ question and walked toward Jesus. “I have five loaves and two fishes. Please take them and share them with others. They are not enough, but if you divide them, they will help to feed the people who are here.”

     Jesus smiled and thought to himself, “Of course, we will be led to our better selves by a child.” Beckoning the boy to come nearer, Jesus lifted his arms and in a strong voice spoke a prayer of thanksgiving to God for the boy’s generosity.

     For a few moments, there was complete silence. Men and women looked wonderingly at each other as if to ask: “What are these few loaves and fishes among so many people?” They, too, had doubts about the abundance the Jesus taught was part of the Kingdom of God, even though they really wanted to believe and trust in what Jesus was teaching. 

     Slowly, however, others in the crowd who had brought baskets and bags containing food began to open them and remove the food. They had decided that they would follow the example of the young boy. Perhaps it still would not be enough, but they wanted to help. They shared generously with those who had not brought any food. Before long, everyone had eaten heartily and, though it was hard to believe, there was bread still untouched. The crowd seemed refreshed and lighter in spirits as their friendliness and fellowship grew. 

     Jesus was moved with compassion by the hospitality that he witnessed. This was true communion with all of these strangers bound together by generosity and thanksgiving.

Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session7/287781.shtml 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: The Poignancy of Living in These Days by Rev. Richard Gilbert (214 words)
I inhale and exhale in regular rhythm,

An act so common it never occurs to me to pay attention.

And when I do, I am overwhelmed with the wonder of it all.

I eat my food, as I have done for a thousand thousand days,

A practice so frequent I hardly notice the miraculous million events that happen in my body.

And when I do, I am taken with their singular beauty.

I greet my loved ones, as I have greeted them for years,

A habit that I pass off casually

Until I realize the deep poignancy of greetings and farewells,

How precious they are, 

How they touch deeper feeling chords each time.

Perhaps it is middle age, or old age,

Or perhaps sentiment grows in me,

Or perhaps I am awakening to life

In ways transcending my usual semi-awake state of being.

The poignancy of living in these days

Penetrates me, burrows deep into psyche or soul or spirit--

I know not what.

I only know that I feel things more deeply with the passing years.

That the common things of life become uncommon,

The that the ordinary becomes extraordinary,

That the habitual becomes sacred.

Bittersweet is the poignancy of living in these days.

I awaken myself,

And bow down to deep gratitude.

Source: In The Holy Quiet of this Hour by Rev. Richard Gilbert, Skinner House Publication
5.2: I am Water by Rev. Jeff Briere (294 words)

     Some people say that I am one thing. Others say that I am many. Ever since the world began I have been moving in an endless circle. Sometimes I fall from the sky. I am the rain. Sometimes I cascade. I tumble down, down, over moss-covered rocks, through forest shadows. I am the mountain stream. At the foot of the mountains, I leap from a stone cliff Spiraling. Plunging. I am the waterfall. In the shadows of the mountain, I am still and deep I fill and overflow I am the lake. I wind through broad golden valleys joined by streams, joined by creeks. I grow ever wider broader and deeper I am the river. I pass through a gateway of high stone palisades leaving the land behind Cool silver moonlight sparkles and dances on my waves I am the ocean. Drawn upward by warm sunlight in white–silver veils I rise into the air and disappear I am the mist. In thousands of shapes, I reappear high above the earth in the blue sky I float. I drift. I am the clouds. Carried by winds from distant seas I move growing heavier growing darker returning to land. I am the storm front. At the wall of the mountains, I rise up as gleaming power–filled towers in the darkened sky I am the thunder head. I blind the sky with lightning the earth trembles with my thunder I rage. I drench the mountainside. I am the storm. Storms come. Storms pass. I am countless drops of rain left floating in the silent air I reflect all the colors of the sunlight. I am the rainbow. I am one thing. I am many things. I am water. This is my dance through the world.

Source: http://uucc.org/wp-content/uploads/2008/11/water.pdf 

5.3: Common as Water by Rev. Carol Allman-Morton (125 words)

Communion shares a word root with community—common. They are both rooted in sharing and association. Water is a common element, without which, there would not be life on Earth. When we gather together each fall and share in water communion, we honor the water that is part of us and allows us to live. Thinking back to our containers of rocks and water, in water communion, we consider the scale of nature and honor the power of water to remove mountains. We honor the responsibility we have to care for the world. We confer blessings upon one another through the fruits of our experiences that we share. …The mingling of waters is a tactile, experiential symbol of how we are interconnected as a community.

Source: http://uucc.org/wp-content/uploads/2008/11/water.pdf 

5.4: Meditation from Dresden Prison by Rev. Norbert Ĉapek (102 words)

In the Depths of my soul 

      
There where lies the source of strength, 

      
Where the divine and the human meet,

      
There, quiet your mind, quiet, quiet.  

      
Outside let lightning reign,

      
Horrible darkness frightens the world.

      
But from the depths of your own soul

      
From that silence will rise again

      
God’s flower.  

    
Return to yourself, 

    
Rest in yourself,

    
Live in the depths of your soul

    
Where the divine and the human meet.

    
Tune your heart to the eternal

    
And in the depths of your own soul

    
Your panting quiets down.

    
Where the divine and the human meet,

    
There is your refuge.  

Source: no longer online

5.5: Flower Communion by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (114 words)

     Enter into the communion of flowers. Rev. Elizabeth Strong

Enter with joyful hearts.

Enter with reverent thoughts.

     It has taken long months beneath 
cold ground for these flowers 
to prepare their blooming.

     It has taken each of us long times 
of growth through sorrow and joy 
to prepare for our living now.

The blooming season is short, 
The flowers stay only a brief time. 
We are travelers upon the earth: 
travelers through all to brief life times.

     Therefore, let our moments be bountiful. 
Let us rejoice in our unique colors, aromas, and sounds. 
Let us celebrate together in love;
that as we travel away, we take with us 
the memory of golden hours together 
among the flowers.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/travelers-upon-earth 

6.0: Prayers

6.1: Prayer at the First Flower Communion Service by Rev. Dr. Norbert Čapek (133 words)

In the name of Providence, which implants in the seed the future of the tree and in the hearts of men the longing for people living in brotherly love; in the name of the highest, in whom we move and who makes the mother, the brother and sister what they are; in the name of sages and great religious leaders, who sacrificed their lives to hasten the coming of the kingdom of brotherhood—let us renew our resolution—sincerely to be real brothers and sisters regardless of any kind of bar which estranges man from man. In this holy resolution may we be strengthened knowing that we are God's family; that one spirit, the spirit of love, unites us; and endeavor for a more perfect and more joyful life leads us on. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/communion-prayer 

6.2: Eucharistic Prayer: The Didache Re-Imaged by Rev. Dr. Kenneth Claus (250 words)

     O God, we give thanks this day and every day for all you have made known to us through the life of Jesus.

     Glory to you throughout the ages.

     We give thanks for all the knowledge, faith and hope that is implanted in our hearts by the teachings of Jesus, whom you sent to us, and spiritually remains with us today. Glory to you, O God, through the ages.

     You have created everything, O God, implanting within us a sense of the Divine. You have given all sustenance, food and drink, to remind us to give thanks for all that is good in life. You have also given us spiritual food and drink to remind us of the promise and power of your Divine love, for which we give thanks this day and every day. Glory to you, O God, through the ages.

     As this bread is made from ingredients that must be gathered together from different places and sources, so too may your church be gathered from all peoples and places to become One, One in you and you in them.

     Deliver those gathered in Your Name from all evil, and teach us to love each other and to build a church that becomes the holy and sacred community you wish for all.

Come again, Jesus… bring us closer to God.

Come again, Jesus… instill in us justice and compassion.

Come again, Jesus... to nurture hope and faith in you, for all, always.

Come again, Jesus... come again.... Amen.

The Didache *"Teaching of the Lord to the Gentiles {or Nations} by the Twelve Apostles") is dated to about 1OO C.E. and may have come from the community that produced what is now called the Gospel of Matthew. In it is our first “Communion” service. When sharing this with my students, several noted that it portrayed Jesus as a teacher. I smiled.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/ritual-blessing-prayer/eucharistic-prayer-didache-re-imaged 

6.3: O Creative Spirit of Life by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)

O Creative Spirit of Life, in which we live and move and have our being:

     We give thanks for all of nature's bounties.

     We give thanks for caring friends and compassionate neighbors.

     We give thanks for the communion of those who seek to serve others.

     Each of us carries our private griefs and burdens. Sometimes we can share these, and for the open hearts which respond we are grateful.

     Sometimes the world bears heavily upon us; we struggle alone, search the depths and long for healing, for renewed hope, for strength, which give their grace and peace.

     May we be strengthened in efforts to be of service, and may we always be mindful our lives are filled with privilege, success, and joy that are foreclosed to many.

     May our prayer be that we always see clearly and keep before us the commandment to care; and may we try always to be inclusive and open—not exclusive and narrow.

     On this day and every day, may we give thanks, but let us also be dissatisfied with the world as it is for a new world is waiting to be realized.

      May our spirits and bodies be nourished and nurtured as we give thanks in praise of all that sustains, heals and holds—all that is holy. Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/183434.shtml 

6.4: Children's Sunday and Flower Communion by Rev. Sheldon Bennett (240 words)

     We gather this morning in celebration and appreciation. We rejoice in those true treasures and gifts of life that are beyond any price.

     We rejoice especially in the children of our church, for their music and their words, for their laughter and their song, and for the bright joy of their very creation. We give thanks for those who serve as teachers and leaders. May they be refreshed and renewed in your spirit.

     Help us as parents, as teachers, and as church members to give our children love, encouragement, and guidance that is steadfast, sure, and true. May we guide them and teach them in the ways of knowledge, justice, and compassion that they may grow in stature and wisdom. May we inspire our children in their hopes and aspirations, and may we listen to them in their fears and concerns. Save us and restore us from those moments when we know that we fail.

      Rededicate us in our resolve to deliver to our children a world of greater peace, justice, harmony, and beauty, a world that is fuller of life.

     We rejoice in our fellowship as a community of faith, which we signify this morning in our gathering of flowers. Keep us steadfast in our covenant that by the testimony of our lives we may declare the saving power of our faith.

     May the communion of our church remain forever in your spirit, Eternal God, Ancient of Days. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5824.shtml 

6.5: Communion Prayer by Rev. Kate Lore (219 words)

     Spirit of Life and of Love,

     Deep down we know that there is a greater mystery, a life and a pulse with which we are all connected. We know also that our lives are happier, healthier and more satisfying when we reach out to it, when we make it a conscious and real aspect of our lives.

     Yet it is so easy to forget these connections, to feel alone in this world, so separate from others and from you.

     And so we take time on this day to ritualize these connections, to make them visible as we gather at the great Banquet of Life.

     As we prepare ourselves for the taking of Communion, we offer up our gratitude for all the gifts with which you have blessed us:

· for the beautiful world in which we live

· for family and friends with whom we share our lives

· for food on our plates and roofs over our heads

· for all those things that make life abundant.

     In the quiet of this sacred space and time, we especially lift up our thanks for the gift of Jesus, that great teacher of Love. May his teachings of non-violence, of sharing resources and providing mutual assistance be reborn in us today. So that we can, in turn, be channels of your love and mercy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/295039.shtml 

6.6: Consecration of the Flowers by Rev. Dr. Norbert Čapek (108 words)
Infinite Spirit of Life, we ask thy blessing on these thy messengers of fellowship and brotherly love. May they remind us, amid diversities of knowledge and of gifts, to be one in desire and affection, and devotion to thy holy will. May they also remind us of the value of comradeship, of doing and sharing alike. May we cherish friendship as one of thy most precious gifts. May we not let awareness of another's talents discourage us, or sully our relationship, but may we realize that whatever we can do, great or small, the efforts of all of us are needed to do thy work in this world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/27760.shtml 

6.7: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (134 words)

     We are hungry

We are eating our daily bread

and bowing our heads

and yet we are hungry

     We are thanking the farmer

and the farm worker

and yet we are hungry

     We are speaking in spaces

for food that is healthy

and still we are hungry

     We are tiring of slogans that say

Feed the Children

and mean feed the children

leftovers

     We are hungry for something

that feeds more than bodies

     We are hungry for help

Help us oh you who apportion the funds

Find in your hearts the child who you were

who would share with a friend

free and friendly

Lead us not into meanness

     For we are the hungry

We want the loaves

and the fishes

the water

and the wine

of sweet justice for all

    We are hungry

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-addressing-all-hungers 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #726 Food for the Spirit by Rev. Rob Eller-Isaacs

7.2: SLT #727 The Bread We Share by Rudolph Nemser

7.3: The Blessing of the Flowers by Rev. Richard Gilbert, adapted (141 words)

The flowers have the gift of language. In the meadow, they speak of freedom, creating patterns wild and free as no gardener could match.

We bless these flowers.

In the forest, they nestle, snug carpets under the roof of leaf and branch, making a rug of such softness.

We bless these flowers.

At end tip of branches, they cling briefly before bursting into fruit sweet to the taste. 

We bless these flowers.

The flowers have a gift of language. In the dark depths of a death camp, they speak the light of life.

We bless these flowers.

In the face of cruelty, they speak of courage. In the experience of ugliness, they bespeak the persistence of beauty.

We bless these flowers.

The flowers have the gift of language.

We bless these flowers.

May the blessing of the flowers be upon you.

Source: Touchstones
8.0: Readings
8.1: Mostly Water by Rev. (104 words)

Amy Zucker Morgenstern + The core symbolism of the Water Communion is that we all come from water: as a species on a planet where life began in the ocean, as mammals who float in amniotic fluid as we are readied for birth, as beings whose cells are mostly water. And yet we are separate from each other…. We are separate and together, the way water scatters into rain and streams and clouds and springs and ponds and puddles and yet flows together again and again, one great planetary ocean. Not only is no drop of water superior to any other; all water comes from the same place.

Source: https://www.uuclassconversations.org/lifting-water-communion-above-privilege-and-trivia/ 

8.2: The Negro Speaks of Rivers by Langston Hughes (103 words)

I’ve known rivers:

I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of human blood in human veins.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep.

I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it.

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy bosom turn all golden in the sunset.

I’ve known rivers:

Ancient, dusky rivers.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44428/the-negro-speaks-of-rivers 

8.3: The Deepest Communion by Rev. John Buehrens (108 words)

Grieving we each do alone. We each do it in our own way. No one else can do it for us. Often, we’re tempted, in grief, to pull inward, protecting memories and feelings that seem wounded and torn. But Jesus said, “Blessed are those who mourn.” And that’s something we do together, whenever we share those feelings. Then, we’re not alone. Then, we enter into the deepest communion known to humankind—the fellowship of those who've known the mark of pain, of vulnerability. And in learning that were not alone, we are blessed, with a continued caring in which we’re deeply connected, in which we encounter something immortal.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183787.shtml 

8.4: Communion, Not Consumption by Rev. Scott Alexander (221 words)

After reading and pondering the thoughts of UUs from all around the globe, I am convinced (more, in fact that I could ever tell you) that all authentic and enduring happiness is (at its core) RELATIONAL. The truly happy person is the one who has reached out to life around him or her (natural world, local community, worthy institutions, lover or life partner, children and family, friends, living things wherever they are found), to establish SIGNIFICANT RELATIONSHIPS of caring RECIPROCITY. It is CONTACT WITH and CARING FOR living things beyond your own little skin which has the real power to make us whole and bring us happiness. It is SERVICE not selfishness...COMMUNION not consumption, not getting which make available to us most of what is truly rewarding in life. Jesus of Nazareth seems to have understood this paradox of true richness when he said "Many who are FIRST will be LAST, and the LAST, FIRST." It is our ENGAGEMENT in the context of RECIPROCAL RELATIONSHIPS which in the end make us truly rich, and bring us life’s most sustaining joy. If you are merely a selfish consumer (thus a person devoted only to taking whatever you can from life—be it love, money, power, whatever) then you shall never be genuinely happy, not even if you appear …to "have it all."
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183421.shtml 

8.5: New People Came This Time by Geoffrey Herbert (140 words)

     New People came this time, and we shared

our stories, the familiar truths, about

shock and healing and being glad that at last

our children can say who they are,

and we know them now, love them more.

     Funny stories and good news ripple around,

and smiles about lesbigay ways, and jokes,

against ourselves, taking the masks off

to show the same donkey faces underneath.

A communion of laughter.

     And several dawns once more lit up among us,

the sharpness of beginning sight,

a slower sunrise over the years,

other eye-openings—painful or proud—all good.

A communion of wisdom.

     But this time—

     we nearly all wept:

wept with the blinding new hurts,

winced with what we thought

had been healed—old wounds, waiting.

We put the tissue box in the middle

and passed it round.

A communion of tears.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/new-people-came-time 

8.6: Flower Communion by Rev. Lynn Ungar (119 words)

     What a gathering—the purple

tongues of iris licking out

at spikes of lupine, the orange

crepe skirts of poppies lifting

over buttercup and daisy.

     Who can be grim

in the face of such abundance?

There is nothing to compare,

no need for beauty to compete.

     The voluptuous rhododendron

and the plain grass

are equally filled with themselves,

equally declare the miracles

of color and form.

     This is what community looks like—

this vibrant jostle, stem by stem

declaring the marvelous joining.

This is the face of communion,

the incarnation once more

gracefully resurrected from winter.

     Hold these things together

in your sight—purple, crimson,

magenta, blue. You will

be feasting on this long after

the flowers are gone.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/flower-communion 

8.7: A Way of Life by Rev. Jacob Trapp (89 words)

     Religion as a set of right beliefs and right observances becomes divisive and absurd. Religion as walking with others, listening to others, sharing with others, is not a creed but a way of life.

     To be religious is to be grateful for the much we are given and to give in return as much as we can.

     Religion is a way of life with sympathy, responsiveness, reverence for sacred potential, respect for one another, for mother earth and all her creatures—a way of life that love makes beautiful.

Source: no longer online
8.8: Our Blended Voices by Rev. Dr. Kendyl Gibbons (196 words)

We come together because we are creatures who are fundamentally, physiologically incomplete. As much as our individuality defines us, we also need other people to make our limbic circuits function the way evolution has built us. To the core of our chemistry and our neural networks, we are a social species. Our physical, emotional, intellectual, and spiritual well-being depends on our connections—both to the world of nature, and to our fellow humans. Spirituality for skeptics is about keeping alive that connective tissue that makes us who we are and enables us to imagine what we might yet become. Some of that work we do alone, in moments of inspiration or insight, but more of it happens in the company of other seekers, those who share the skeptical path with us, insisting on the freedom of conscience and the integrity of doubt. We do it by grappling with the deep questions and the big ideas. We do it simply, by sitting next to each other, by speaking forth our joys and sorrows, by sharing soup, by lifting our hearts in praise of this amazing earth and our astonishing lives, by making music with our blended voices.

Source: https://www.uuworld.org/articles/primal-reverence 

8.9: Together We Have Power by Rev. Ken Collier (102 words)

Let us begin with the idea of community. Unitarian Universalists sometimes spend so much time and energy worrying about and praising the autonomy of the individual that we forget that individuals standing alone have about as much strength as a bunch of stones lying around on the ground. It is only when a mason picks up these stones and builds a wall that they become powerful. And that is how it is with communities. Alone, we’re not much; together we have power. In fact, some people believe that the idea of an individual makes no sense except in the context of community.

Source: no longer online
8.10: Transylvanian Unitarian Communion by Rev. Csaba Todor and Rev. Kinga Reka Szekely (323 words)

     Transylvanian Unitarians take communion four times a year: at Christmas, Easter, Pentecost and Thanksgiving. All these holy days have their significance in our very liberal religious life: at Christmas we celebrate the birth of Jesus. We celebrate the joy of family, actually, we celebrate a very significant character of family and human beings – the holiness of life. 

     Communion is separated from our regular church-services, which are based on intellectual, theological and spiritual effect of the sermon on the people. The communion is much more about spirituality. Some people in Transylvania believe a minister is as good as he or she could make a spiritual communion service. 

     The bread and the wine are donated by a member of the congregation in memory of a loved one. This is a moment to remember our limits and a moment of hope. So, when we remember Jesus in our communion we remember our connection to the past, the present and the future. 

     We read the words of the Bible, from Luke “and he took the bread, gave thanks and broke it, and gave it to them saying-this is my body given for you. Do this in remembrance of me.” In the same way, after the supper, he took the cup, saying-“this cup is the new covenant in my blood which is poured out for you.”

     …The bread and the wine are a symbol of remembering. We do not believe that the bread is the real body of Jesus. Nor do we believe that the wine is the blood of Jesus.  There is no metaphysical meaning in the wine and the bread.  There is no theological speculation. The bread and the wine symbolize the substance of our life now and the possibilities of the future. The focus of communion is on the people who are here for communion. We believe in a community of people who are alive, and community with a world of faith beyond physical reality.

Source: https://uupcc.org/Sermons/Communion-Sermon-20041226 

8.11: The Communion Cloth by Rev. Thomas Perchlik (159 words)
It refers to the interwoven experiences and relationships that give us security, confidence, comfort, and peace of mind. There are a thousand little events that convince us that that the fabric of society is sustainable, enduring and trustworthy. The cloth can be thought of as a web that upholds us and on which we move. It can be thought of as the "Net of Indra" where each jeweled knot is a sentient being, inescapably tied to all the others and reflecting the harmonious beauty of a universal integrity. It can be woven of the tough threads of everyday experience, or it can be, like William Butler Yeats' vision of "heaven's embroidered cloths, / Enwrought with gold and silver light." At times the cloth of assurance seems as smooth as silk, or tough as canvass.

Source: no longer online
8.12: Eat, Drink by Rev. Douglas Taylor (390 words)
     Our communion service is a reminder that all of life is communion, that we share our basic connection with all of life. We use the particular elements of bread and juice, though ultimately it could be anything. It is the sharing and the intention that matters most. That is why our annual ingathering service with the water is a Water Communion and in the spring we traditionally do a Flower Communion. Both services have all the necessary elements for communion, but do not use bread and wine. Food, however, is significantly suited for this. Why? Think for a moment. At what point does the food you eat cease to be ‘food’ and suddenly become you? Is it when the food enters your mouth? Or perhaps somewhere along the way when parts of the bread and juice are being broken down and absorbed into the blood steam? Is it you then, and no longer something else? What about your breath? At what point does the air cease to be the wind coming into you and become your breath and the molecules circulating around your body?

     We sometimes use the phrase ‘communing with nature’ to describe an intentional way of walking in the woods. When are we not communing in some way with the universe? Where does the universe stop and you begin? Communion is a powerful ritual reminding us that some boundaries defining the self are traversed on a regular basis; and perhaps we can be mindful and intentional about what we bring in to ourselves and send back out.

     Is Communion necessary or sufficient? Of course not, what ritual is? Rituals serve to point beyond themselves to some essential quality of reality. They are not, in themselves that reality. So why bother? We need the intentional particulars of time and place to point us toward the qualities that transcend time and space. What better ritual than the communal sharing of a simple meal that invokes the historical roots or our faith and the scientific truths of our time while intentionally recognizing our interconnectedness and interdependence with the universe that gives us birth. If not Communion for you, then what do you do? Something with intention and with others – that would meet the general effect. We need the variety of particularity to help us see our essential unity. We are one.

Source: no longer online
8.13: Bound in Community by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (199 words)

     As Richard Gilbert writes, “Willingly they come; eagerly they come; expectantly they come;/ One by one they move through these determined doors,/ Each with their own histories, unique journeys of the spirit,/ Singular experiences of joy and sorrow./ They form themselves into a human circle/ Surrounding the question they come to answer./ They give length and breadth and depth to what they are./ Eyes meet eyes – with a smile or surprise –/ Wonder or embarrassment./ Hands tentatively reach for hands – meet in tender touching –/ Squeeze – hold tight – release – smile/ And know it has been good to be together.” This is the way that belonging is deepened, the way that community is created, and then blessed by love. It is a slow, intentional, mutual process that yields treasure beyond measure.

     To become truly bound in community is a process of relational transformation. It is a process of call and response. The call is to intimacy and ultimacy. The call is to deeper engagement with each other. It is a call to share who we are by telling our stories and listening to the stories of others. It is a call to communion as we embrace each other in community. 

Source: Touchstones
8.14: The Simplest of Sacraments by Rev. Jacob Trapp (57 words)

     Simply to be, and to let things be as they speak wordlessly from the mystery of what they are.

     Simply to say a silent yet to the hillside flowers, to the trees we walk under.

     To pass from one person to another a morsel of bread, an answering yes, this is the simplest, the quietest, of sacraments.

Source: SLT #725
8.15: The Welcome Table by Rev. Dr. Robert M. Hardies (136 words)

My question for us is this: what does it mean to be a people of the welcome table in an age of the wall? This is the question we will all face again and again in the years to come… In our resistance, we must not succumb to the temptations of self-righteousness. We must not succumb to the false belief that threats to the welcome table are solely external to us. Let us once and for all confess that the cultures of racism patriarchy, xenophobia and transphobia shape our souls too, even as we seek to resist them… The welcome table calls us now not only to ministries of resistance but also ministries of reconciliation...beginning with the people that are closest to us… and begin the conservation with your story… and invite their story with openness….

Source: no longer online
8.16: Thus Shall You Remember Me by Barnaby Feder (261 words)
     Dearly beloved, the story is told that a man named Jesus dined nearly two thousand years ago among his disciples on the eve of his arrest and crucifixion. Some say that Jesus took bread, spoke of it as his body, broke it into pieces and passed it among them to eat. And it is said that he poured them wine that he likened to his blood and urged them to drink it. Thus shall you remember me, he said.

     How could Jesus see his body in bread? All bread is the product of relationship between seed and soil and sun and rain and the [people] who planted and tilled it, the animals they used to share their labor, the work they did to extract the grain and convert it to flour, and the labor of baking. It is the product of knowledge passed down through time and foresight. Jesus saw bread, as we do today, as both nourishment and a web of faithful and hopeful relationships. Eat bread, he said, so that you remember how you and I are the same.

     How could Jesus see his blood in wine? Wine represents a web of relationships every bit as wonderful as bread. When we consume wine with respect for its nature, it contributes to the health and happiness of any community in which it is shared. And yet wine is vulnerable, as each of us is, to abuse, spilling and waste. Drink wine, Jesus said, so that you remember we are all vulnerable to abuse even as we are blessed with life.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/thus-shall-you-remember-me 

8.17: Communion with Earth and Sky by Stephen Shick (172 words)
Early spring awakens
memories of a deeper cold
and hopes of a warmer

wetness,
sprouting seeds and budding branches.

Gray trees on gray sky screen eyes
from all that lies

waiting:
the color of a million

flowers,
the feathers of migrating

songbirds,
the blossoming smiles of

friends.

Soon we will no longer look to the night stars to guide us.
Soon the path

will be lit and our task certain.

In the warming days we will plant our

future,
uprooting useless skeletons of

last year's harvest,
breaking the clods

of indifference,
carefully pulling the

weeds of

neglect
so

that roots can stretch.

Before the harvest moon rises and we wait

again,
images of still distant summer

days
awaken thoughts of a time

when
all is done that can be done.

Then the harvest.
Then the transformation.
Then the baking.
Then the

bread.

All we know and love is in this cycle.
All that has been or will be is in

this loaf.
Take it.
Break it.
Give

thanks
and pass it on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/communion-with-earth-sky
8.18: The Story of Norbert Čapek's Flower Ceremony by Rev. Teresa Schwartz and Rev. David Schwartz (597 words)
     His mother was a devout Catholic, his father agnostic. He became an acolyte at age 10, in 1890 at St. Martin’s Catholic Church. In the years that followed, he became disillusioned: his priest was a cynic.

     At 18, apprenticed to his uncle, a successful tailor in Vienna, Norbert discovered the Baptists and became a minister. He founded almost a dozen churches from Ukraine to Budapest.

     Yet, slowly, his faith became more and more liberal.

     He left Bohemia under government threat and accepted a call to serve a Baptist church in New York City… until one day in 1919. That day, he wrote in his diary: “I cannot be a Baptist anymore, even in compromise. The fire of new desires, new worlds, is burning inside me.”

     *Norbert and his wife, Mája Čapek, joined a Unitarian church in New Jersey in 1921—for the same reason a whole lot of you did: their children liked the religious education program. That’s the power of our Sunday School teachers. Kids, that’s your power, too!

     World War I ended. His home country now independent, he and Maja returned home to Czechoslovakia.

     His Unitarian church was the Prague Liberal Religious Fellowship. In just 20 years, his church had 3,200 members.

     The traditional Christian communion service of bread and wine wouldn’t meet the needs of his congregation, because his church—like ours—had people who believed different things.

     Čapek turned to the beauty of the countryside; to the beauty of flowers. In 1923, he developed the flower ceremony. He asked his congregants to bring a flower to church—from their gardens, the field, or the roadside. He invited each person to place their flower in a vase. There was the church community, no less unique for being united. Following the service, each person could take a flower from the vase—a different one than they had brought.

     Čapek was a visionary minister with a church ahead of its time, a BOLD church, a church thinking beyond its doors, beyond what it thought possible.

     It was a church that was willing to take risks; to make tough decisions; to bear disappointment; and to build a new way…first by building a church, and that church could build up the world.

     That is our church. That was Čapek’s church

     For this, the Gestapo arrested him in 1942. The Nazis accused Čapek of listening to foreign broadcasts, and sent him to the Dachau concentration camp.

     Even in starvation and torture, he held a flower ceremony with his fellow prisoners, finding whatever flowers they could among the weeds of the camp. They testified to a beauty larger than themselves, and a love that would outlive them.

     The Nazis killed Norbert Čapek. But his spirit, courage, and commitment live on, today. Those qualities have passed, now, to us, to make them real.

     His wife Mája brought the flower ceremony to the Unitarian Church in Cambridge, Massachusetts in 1940.

     What we are about to do is not a historical reenactment of something over and done, but an affirmation of our continuity with the generations of struggle for ever-widening liberty.

     This flower ceremony, lovely though it is, isn’t a diversion from ugly reality, but a gentle fierceness which proclaims that in the midst of sinister days there is always the light of beauty.

     We are here not to recall something that happened, but to remember something that is happening: to re-member—to put it back together again—and in that remembering, may we put ourselves back together again, each as a part of the body of this community: out of many, one.

Note: Č is a separate letter of the Czech alphabet, pronounced like the "ch" in "chocolate." Čapek is pronounced "CHOP-ek," and Mája is pronounced "Maya."
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/story-norbert-capeks-flower-ceremony 

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: Ours is a communion by Rev. Robin F. Gray (34 words)

Ours is a communion borne of words and welcome. Our communion finds expression in caring and commitment to our highest ideals. Our communion lives on in our hearts though this sacred hour is ended.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/chalice-extinguishing-0 

10.2: The work continues by Martha Kirby Capo (50 words)
Our time together is finished, but our work is not yet done:

May our spirits be renewed and our purpose resolved

As we meet the challenges of the week to come.

The chalice flame is extinguished

Until once again ignited by the strength of our communion.

Go now in peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/the-work-continues 

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Flower Communion and a World of Unitarian Universalism by Rev. Audette Fulbright (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,222 words)

     Ĉapek was a …lifelong spiritually driven person, he was born in Czechoslavakia in 1870, into Catholicism, but later abandoned Catholicism and entered ministry as a Baptist. However, as he aged and thought more deeply about religion, his theology began changing. He was very successful as a preacher and thinker, but his ideas grew more open and compassion-based. He began to come under intense criticism in Baptist circles for his “liberal ideas,” and faced heresy charges at one point, though he was exonerated. He felt so persecuted at one point that he left Czechoslovakia and came to the United States, in 1914. While here, he got a doctorate in theology at Oriental University. Ĉapek was one of those indefatigable people – he was passionate and engaged and threw himself into things wholeheartedly. In 1919, he got the idea for a relief project for Czechs, and left formal parish ministry. Around this time, he and his family began attending the East Orange Unitarian Church. They discovered it while looking for a religious school for their children, just the way so many of us have found Unitarian Universalism. Upon discovering Unitarianism, he resigned his membership with the Baptists, feeling at last he had found kindred spirits and the theology the world desperately needed. Not long after, he was introduced to Samuel E. Eliot, President of the American Unitarian Association, through a mutual acquaintance.

     Through this acquaintanceship and his enthusiasm for Unitarianism, Ĉapek proposed to the AUA that they support the founding of a Czechoslovakian Unitarian Church. The AUA agreed, and so the Ĉapeks sailed back home where they founded the Prague Society of Free Brotherhood, holding their first public meetings in 1922.

     Ĉapek was a tremendous speaker, with much personal charisma. Within twenty years, the church had grown to over 3, 200 members – and was the largest Unitarian church in the world. At that point, over 8,000 people in Czechoslovakia considered themselves Unitarian, thanks to the ministry and outreach of Ĉapek and his wife, Maja. …It was during this time, too, that Ĉapek invented the Flower Communion. His goal was to create a form of communion that was relevant to his people and their experience. He knew that many carried baggage with traditional forms, as he himself did. He opted to bring together two foundational principles of his ministry: love for God’s creation and what it offers the spirit, and the power of community. He asked that everyone bring a flower, which was collected at the door by the children of the congregation. They were brought ceremoniously to the altar, where they were blessed. Then, in a special ritual, each member of the congregation was invited to solemnly approach the altar and take a flower other than the one they had themselves brought. It was in this way, by seeing the bright and beautiful arrangement made by the collecting of the flowers, and the gift of beauty in receiving a flower, that the power of community could be brought forward. Community is created by the gifts each person brings to the table, and we are each sustained by what we receive from one another. It was a tremendous success. Maja Ĉapek brought it to the United States when she came to tour and speak in 1939. She would not return until after the war.

     The days were darkening in the world, especially in Europe. In 1939, Hilter’s armies began their occupation of Czechoslavakia. In 1940, the Gestapo began monitoring the services at Ĉapek’s church, not long before his 70thbirthday. The American Unitarian Association and its President, Frederick May Eliot, offered Ĉapek and an associate passage and an assurance of work as the Minister for what we would today call the Church of the Larger Fellowship, that organization which serves Unitarian Universalists when they live where there is no Unitarian Universalist church or group. This promise of support would allow the two to return safely to the United States. Ĉapek and his associate refused, preferring to stay with his parishioners and the church he had founded in Czechoslovakia, concentrating his efforts on encouraging them in those troubling times. When would his people need him more?

     On March 28, 1941, Ĉapek and his youngest daughter Zora were arrested. Zora was charged with listening to foreign broadcasts, a serious offense against the Reich. Ĉapek was charged with the same but also with “high treason,” with several of his recent sermons quoted as evidence.

     To understand the nature of the complaint against Ĉapek, one has to understand that Ĉapek held a very bright view of religion and what it should offer. He believed in good humor in all situations, and the uplifting of the human spirit by developing the spiritual and moral muscles. In the face of escalating violence and repression, one of Ĉapek’s last sermons was titled “Is Death the End or Only a Gate?” In it, he offered reassurances that there was another life after this one, and his certainty that evil would be punished and justice ultimately restored. Later, in Third Reich documents, it would later be learned that Ĉapek’s message and ministry was deemed “too dangerous to the [Reich] for him to be allowed to live.”

     Ĉapek was sent to Dachau, where at the age of 72 he was placed in the hard labor camp and largely starved, as were all the inmates. We have surviving letters from his time, and he often wrote to encourage his congregation. It was said of him by a Father Celestine, another inmate at Dachau, that Ĉapek “was always in a good mood and was always able to encourage all the people around him, to bring them out of their bad situations and into a good mood. I cannot understand it in any other way than that it was a higher power. He was able to bring a great many people to God.” Ĉapek himself said, of how he was able to go on as long as he did, and keep his spirits up, “…how important it is to have the right attitude toward life and to have a strong character, and how everything else is null and void without it. The dominance of mind over the body is everything and helps to overcome everything.”

     Eventually, though, he became aware his health was declining due to labor, age, and the effects of starvation. He spent his last night writing a letter to his wife, knowing that she did not know of his plight and trusting that it would be sent through back channels, past the censors, carried by a kind American. On the morning of October 12, 1942, he was loaded into an invalid truck and taken to Hartheim Castle, where he was gassed in the showers upon arrival, and where he joined the ranks of Unitarian martyrs—people who died rather than retreat from the promise of our faith or commitment to its vision.

     …Let us not fail this tradition we have inherited, nor betray the legacy of those who gave everything in order that we should inherit. Let us not lose our vision and our unity. Let us feel in our bones and breath that we are part of a larger circle of faith, and that each one of us brings something, and each receives as a gift this free faith from the hands of one another.

11.2: Family Stories by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/20136.shtml) (1,352 words)

     When I was studying for the ministry, one of the expectations was that each week, the entire community would attend chapel (the worship service). Although I had been a Unitarian Universalist for more than a decade, I was still healing from the pain of my fundamentalist past, and I had not yet mustered the courage to attend chapel in this United Methodist seminary. But with the support of three Unitarian Universalist friends, one Friday toward the end of the first semester, I dragged myself to worship.

     I wasn't sure what kind of message I would hear, but it was a week before exams, and I hoped for a place where I could center myself, and find some internal spiritual resources for the days ahead. To my surprise, there was no sermon. It was early December, and the entire liturgy focused on Advent, ending with a celebration of the Eucharist. Now I had not attended a Christian communion for over 20 years, but I tried to approach it with an open mind.

     The prayer, offered by Dr. Mark Burrows, began with these words: "We, who are the children of Abraham and Sarah. . ." I don't recall the rest of the sentence, because in a split second, my mind went blank. It simply refused to be present to this experience that was sacred for most others in attendance. I began to weep-quietly at first-but a whimper soon turned to tears, then uncontrollable tears. My friends sat beside me trying to be supportive, but didn't have a clue what was so upsetting about that simple phrase: "We, who are the children of Abraham and Sarah?" I had no harsh feelings toward Dr. Burrows, but the moment I heard those words suggesting that I was a descendent of Abraham and Sarah, I felt the pain of exclusion.

     My rational mind told me that I should not take it literally; that the statement was merely a symbolic reference to our Jewish and Christian heritage. But that rationale didn't help. I simply could not get beyond the complex dynamics of race and class and gender in the biblical story. I knew the story of Abraham and Sarah in the book of Genesis, but I also knew the story of Abraham and Hagar, an Egyptian woman whose ethnicity and social standing made her an outcast in ancient Israel, a stranger in a strange land.

     As a woman of African heritage, I identified myself as one of Hagar's children, and I wondered why she had not been mentioned in the prayer. Was she not worthy of mention because she was a slave?

     According to the story, when Hagar's son Ishmael was about 14 years old, Sarah became jealous. Hagar had sacrificed her body and her beauty. She had postponed her life in order to give this elderly couple the gift of a child. And yet, Sarah was jealous. Here were two brothers, Ishmael and Isaac, whose childhood play was, no doubt, innocent of any social or economic distinctions. And yet, Sarah's worry about inheritance spawned her jealously, which led to a crisis in the household. In the end, Sarah threw Hagar and Ishmael out of the house-banished them to the wilderness, with no food and only a half-gallon of water. Two brothers were forced apart because of a fight between their parents.

      Reason . . . is not at the top of the …agenda . . . but love is.

     Brokenness in the family. Brokenness in our communities. Brokenness in our world. It is an old story, one we know well. When family and social discord disrupts and threatens life, it is more than a social problem; it is a religious problem, one that calls people of faith to respond. Born of the Enlightenment Movement, with its abiding faith in the power of human reason, many liberals are at a loss to understand or explain post-modern phenomenon such as the violence our nation has witnessed in public schools in the past few years.

     As a nation, we are in a deep cultural depression as well as a spiritual crisis. What is not said very much by people in the helping professions (social critics, preachers, sociologists, teachers or others who come into intimate contact with youth) is that there is a crisis of the spirit, a crisis of faith in our society. And here I am not referring to any particular religion, but to faith in the self, faith in something higher than the self, and faith in one's family and community.

     Alienation (or nihilism) is not overcome by analysis or by programs, but by love and compassion. I believe the emotional distancing we often see in youth can be subdued by the love ethic-not expressed sentimentally, but by valuing what young people have to say; by encouraging their participation in the things that most deeply affects their lives.

...we are not here not to act as if we are brothers and sisters, but to remember that we really are brothers and sisters whose very reason for being is to love and care for one another.

     Let us recall the story of Hagar and Ishmael where we left off. A family in crisis. A woman and her son alone-out in the wilderness, homeless. No crisis hot line. No overnight shelter. No abuse counselor. She needed someone to hear her story, someone to help her figure things out-where she was going to live, how she was going to feed herself and her son. But there was no pastor, no prophet, no priest, no lay minister to help her figure it all out. According to the story, in the depths of her despair, an angel appeared at Hagar's side, and asked: Where are you coming from, and where are you going?

     That, my friends, is a question we need to ask not only of our children and youth, but of many parents and families as well. Where are you coming from, and where are you going?

     Families are complicated. Like Hagar and Ishmael, too many of our children and families are out in the wilderness. Even though youth may show up in the classroom day after day, teachers and administrators never know what they may be facing in their families or communities. Our youth cannot make it alone! They need our love. They need to feel our arms around them wherever they may be. And they need a church that can help them to know that:

· they are loved;

· they are not alone;

· they have infinite worth;

· they are connected to all of us, and all life; and

· they can make a difference, and that there is joy in doing so.

     Some say that the angel appearing at Hagar's side was the voice of God. Others say that it was the 'still small voice' within. I like to think of it as Love's call, asking her to reflect not only on her dilemma, but on who she was and what she was doing with her life. Love calls out to us as well, asking us to remember who we are-that we are spiritual beings, connected to something larger and more trustworthy than ourselves. The transcendent mystery and wonder of the universe asks us to call into existence that which has been forgotten: that we are not here to act as if we are brothers and sisters, but to remember that we really are brothers and sisters whose very reason for being is to love and care for one another. This is the purpose of the church.

     …This is the work of the soul. Soul work is hard work, but it must be done if we are to be fully alive. One thing that makes it difficult is that it is transcendent-we must move beyond ourselves, to the place of empathy and compassion; to the place of hospitality-hospitality of the human spirit. This is what counters alienation, nihilism, and brokenness in the human family. Soul work. Compassion. Hospitality. It is the work of the church. It is our salvation. It is what ministry is-to save souls through hospitality of the human spirit.

11.3: Something We Do by Rev. Earl K. Holt III (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,556 words)

     …One of the special joys for me these last several years, in which I have been privileged to share in the ministry of King’s Chapel, has been the opportunity to welcome and meet with the groups of young people from our churches all over the country, who with their advisors come to Boston each year on their heritage trips. More and more have come each year. I’ve met with hundreds of them by now. Most come to visit us on weekdays, to see the historic building and learn a little about our long history. But at my encouragement more and more groups each year come to attend worship, for within the context of our Association at least, it is the worship of King’s Chapel, the liturgy even more than its explicitly Christian theology, that is its most distinctive, nearly unique, feature.

     Whether they come on a Sunday or on a weekday, I try to meet personally with as many of the UU youth groups as I can, ever hopeful that I might instill not so much historical facts as historical perspective. My hope is that they get at least a glimmer of what it means to belong to a tradition, and that our tradition -- eclectic as it has become especially in the last half-century -- has not only what we now like to call “Sources” but also a deep and substantial root, a tap root, that whether acknowledged or not, appreciated or not, understood or not, continues to feed and nourish us. And, as I believe, if we allow ourselves to become estranged or cut off from that root we will surely wither and in time we will surely die. That there are those who think this would be a good thing, who are embarrassed or worse about our deep roots in historical Christianity, I do not doubt, but I do disagree.

     …Since teenagers are a particularly a-historical species and they live in a basically a-historical culture, as we all do, I don’t expect to be able to teach them in a few minutes about what tradition means, but I do try to plant a seed, hoping that at least a few will get it, that tradition is not primarily about the past but rather the connection of past and present—and future as well, that they belong to a community that exists not only in time but through time. And as they sit there in King’s Chapel, in the same pews where others sat more than 250 years ago, looking around at plaques placed in memory of people who died generations before even their grandparents were born, at least some do get it, something about not just the pastness of the past but its presence.

     I always ask the kids on tour to walk around the church and not only see what they see but try to notice what they see. Notice what is familiar to them, what is different. Then we discuss. Surprisingly few mention the presence of the silver cross prominently centered over the altar, but often, …someone will question the absence of a Chalice. “You don’t have a chalice,” they say, sometimes almost accusingly.  The first time I was asked this, it actually came as a bit of a surprise, and I responded spontaneously as I now routinely do: “Yes, that’s true. There are many very odd things about King’s Chapel, and one of the oddest is that we don’t light our chalice, we drink from it.”  (I think this may actually goes over the heads of most of the kids, but the adults seemed to appreciate it.)

     Chalice lightings, which didn’t exist when I came into the ministry, have become increasingly common in UU worship over the past 20 years or so, usually accompanied by spoken words, What I’ve noticed is that the vast majority of these, 90% or more, refer the light, the flame, while relatively few talk about the container, the chalice; in its earliest symbolic usage it was a communion cup. This led me to a further reflection. Before the Unitarian Service Committee adopted the Flaming Chalice as a symbol shortly after its founding during the Second World War, later adopted by the UUA itself as a logo and more recently for ritual use in worship and other meetings; long, long before that it was best known as the symbol of Jan Hus, an early 15th century priest and martyr to the cause of religious freedom, and also of equality, specifically the freedom of the common people, equally with the priests, to take not only the bread of communion but the wine as well. Knowingly defying an established doctrinal practice of the church, Jan Hus served both elements to his congregation, for which he was formally condemned as a heretic in the year 1415 and was burned at the stake. The flaming chalice became for his followers the symbol of his courage and his sacrifice.

     So today we are left with what seems to me a great irony, that the flaming chalice, symbol of the freedom of the people to take Communion, has become the logo and widely used symbol of a denomination that effectively denies Communion to almost all of its membership. Not, of course, by any doctrine, which we claim not to have, but by – what to call it? –a mostly unspoken but near unanimous common consent. You could say it’s something that, with rare exception, we don’t do.

     As I said I encourage youth groups to attend worship at King’s Chapel, and whatever they may make of it, they don’t forget it. High Anglican worship, ancient chants, readings only from the Bible, prayers repeated as they were written in centuries long past, the ministers and sometimes a few parishioners kneeling as they pray. They know they’re not in Kansas any more. And I especially encourage them to come on Communion Sundays, if they can.

     We talk about that too, before the service, and someone always asks what it means. Why would Unitarians take Communion? I tell them that there are probably as many answers to that question as the people who partake. Or, for that matter, who don’t, since there are many members of King’s Chapel who never take Communion. We have as many feisty individualists in our church as you do in yours. But mainly I tell them this: that Communion is not something you believe, it’s something you do. The interpretation of that doing is for each person to decide.

     And we do it together, so actually, its something we do. Together -- not only with those who kneel with us at the Communion rail, but with all those unseen others who through the long centuries of Christian history have done the same. I tell them that in the established tradition of King’s Chapel, everyone, without exception, is invited to come to the table. Or not. And I leave them with that invitation.

     Sometimes a few come forward, sometimes many. And I know that for some of them it’s their First Communion. It’s very moving to watch the young people as somewhat nervously they approach and kneel down at the Communion Rail. Sometimes there are tears in their eyes, and certainly in mine. Occasionally, as I hand them the little wafer that we at KC pretend is bread, one of them will say aloud a spontaneous, “Thank you.” I’m always charmed by that.  Then they are dismissed, as I say, “Go in peace.” They return to their pews and we say together the Lord’s Prayer, which I hope they do but fear they do not know by heart.

     At King’s Chapel it’s just something we do, month by month, year by year.  It’s something we do, something Christians do together.

     But if you think about it, faith in general is also like that. Not something we have, or think, or feel but something we do. As Christian Wiman, editor of Poetry magazine writes in his book, My Bright Abyss: Meditation of a Modern Believer, “The fundamental vanity of the intellectual Christian [is] the belief that faith may be forged within oneself like a little spiritual pearl, which one may then present to the world as a rare treasure…. [But] faith is forged not by the mind alone but by the mind’s risky, messy encounter with the world at large. Faith is not something you have; it is something you do. Silence is the language of faith. Action—be it church or charity, politics or poetry – is the translation.”

     In simpler words this is what Jesus told Peter, at their very last meeting.

     “Do you love me, Peter?” Jesus asks the man who in the night of his own greatest need had denied him three times, loudly shouting, “I do not know the man.” Even so, Jesus asks him three times: “Do you love me?” “Yes, Lord. You know that I love you.” Then, Jesus says: “Feed my lambs…. Tend my sheep….Feed my sheep.” And finally, as he had done by the sea at their first meeting, and though Peter had proven himself faithless, had utterly failed his Lord and himself, become with all the others a betrayer, a deserter, a run-away, Jesus invites him yet again: “Follow me.”

     Jesus who called him once, now calls him once again. And Jesus is still calling us.

11.4: Why I Didn’t Take Communion by Rev. Dr. Thomas Wintle (Excerpt, full text at Communion Services and Sermons, UUCF Journal, 1986 summer/fall edition) (1,011 words)

     I remember the first communion service I attended. I had gone to a Roman Catholic church with a friend. I was in high school at the time and was searching for a religious identity. This was in the days when the Mass was still in Latin. The service was mysterious, ponderous, and heavy – not the down-to-earth Presbyterian service to which I was accustomed. People standing and kneeling and sitting, and speaking words I did not understand, all according to some pattern they knew by heart but which was totally foreign to me.

   All was going along smoothly, and to me mysteriously, when suddenly people started standing up and going, row by row, to the front of the church. As the movement of the rows worked its way ominously toward my row. I was faced with a quandary: do I go along, walk up forward? Or do I stay in my seat all alone? Feeling very much an outsider, and seized with panic, when my row stood up, I stood, walked with them to the center aisle, they turned left, walking toward the altar and I turned right and headed out the door!

I did not take communion that day.

   Another story. I was in college, serving a pre-seminary ministerial internship in the local Unitarian Church. One of my jobs was to conduct chapel services for the Sunday School. I decided to try again, on my own turf. I put together a simple communion liturgy, bought some bread and wine, and put the kids through this Unitarian Mass. It was a large Sunday School, and while the kids were lined up to sip the wine, I sensed that something was wrong – eventually I discovered that some of the boys were taking their sip of wine and then going back around into the line again, for a second, a third, and even a fourth sip! Only later did I discover that some of them had become sick after drinking so much wine.

     I didn’t take communion myself that day.

      One more story. I was in seminary, and was attending the denominational General Assembly in Minneapolis. Carl Scovel asked me to assist in a communion service. Finally, I thought, a communion service where I would be comfortable. I had studied and worked out my own theological understanding of the rite, and I knew that Unitarian Universalist Christians would offer the right balance between traditional belief and “modern thought.” I agreed to participate. Then strange things began happening. The service was to be held in an Episcopal church!? I arrived and the six leaders of the service were to put on white albs, white robes with a rope around the waist. That was difficult enough, but when we went out into the sanctuary, at the beginning of the service, each of the other five knelt down for prayer. I mean – they were kneeling! Unitarians! My mouth fell open and almost hit the floor.

     Now, I wanted to kneel. I desperately wanted to kneel. I looked down at the kneeler in front of my chair. It was only about twelve inches from my knees. I could have slipped down with a slight bend of the knee. But I could not – my Protestant knees would not bend.

     Fortunately, my breech of etiquette was ignored. The service proceeded. Finally, it came time for communion. All the congregation, including the participants, moved to the rail; some knelt, some stood. As I stood there, with all my theological deliberations and the history of my awkward and hesitating advance to the Lord’s Table flashing through my mind, I said to myself: “what are you really waiting for?”  I dropped to my knees, and received the bread of communion.

     Something happened in that moment. The years of wavering and waffling came to an end. The intellectual reservations suddenly were no longer so important. And the bread was sweet, oh so sweet. It was bread, to be sure, it had not been miraculously transformed, transubstantiated . . . but I was transformed. Call it self-surrender, a victory of the spirit over the flesh, a conversion. I had discovered what it was for which I was really waiting: there comes a time, the right time, to make a decision. to say “yes” – not no or maybe, but yes – yes to God, to being part of the Christian community. The kneeling itself was not important; it was only a token, a symbol. The important thing was that I decided to stop fighting, to accept the blessing. At that moment, in my own mind, I became a part of the Universal Church, the Church of Christ. Oh, of course, there were still many unsettled questions – and I expect to be wrestling with what it means to be a Christian the rest of my life – but from that point on I was dealing with those questions from “inside” the Church. I was no longer on the outside, looking in on Christian doctrine, symbolism, and rituals, from the vestibule. I had now become part of Christ’s Church – telling his story and singing his song. The communion service is a symbol of that belonging, and I renew that commitment every time I eat that small piece of bread.

     I wonder how many other Unitarian Universalists have similar stories – standing outside the Church, looking in with longing, but yet holding back. We reject some things about historical Christianity, yet we don’t leave it completely. We’re just standing nearby. And the vestibule is lovely.

     Those three stories, however, may be a model of the process, and the pitfalls, of Unitarian Universalists becoming Christians.

     In that Roman Catholic church, I approached the mystery in ignorance and fear. I fled.

     In that Sunday School chapel, I tried to capture the mystery by putting the service in my own terms, reworking, rewording, eliminating this and that. I fumbled.

     Finally, at the General Assembly, I surrendered to the mystery and accepted its grace. I had fought, and the gift came when I stopped fighting.

     Perhaps we need to flee and fumble before we are fed.

11.5: Religious Naturalist Thanksgiving Communion Sermon/Service by Rev. Dick Weston-Jones (text no longer online) (885 words)

     I’m going to invite you to take part with me in a religious humanist ceremony of communion in which we will trace our heritage to all the peoples of the earth. We will give thanks for our inescapable union with the universe itself through the “interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part”—that connection we celebrate in our Unitarian Universalist Statement of Principles and Purposes. 

     Our communion is with more than ideas. It celebrates the acts of all animals and people through which they have left their imprints upon us, whether or not we have recognized the sources. Our bodies and our ways of movement were born in living tissue over millions of years.

     Our communion is with more than ideas and acts. The atoms on this earth move so fluidly and widely that an atom that was in the breath of the Buddha lodges today in my body; an atom that flowed in the veins of Jesus flows today in you; when Socrates raised his hand aloft, holding audiences spellbound with his words, atoms that were in that hand are today in you and me. 

     Our communion is with more than ideas and acts and atoms once resident in our forebears. The interdependent web of all existence connects us to a beginning so powerful, so dense, so complete that a billion billion bits of matter from that moment of creation flow now about us. They have come together countless times to shape the forms of inanimate and sensate existence. The stars and the planets, the earth and all that is in it—the plants and animals and we ourselves—all are finally connected in the interdependent web. 

* * * * * * Break and pass bread * * * * * * * 

     As we break this bread and pass it among us let us think of the innumerable forms of being that have come and had substance and passed from existence. Let us ponder the ways in which we are connected to all that is and has ever been and ever will be. Let us know in ourselves the power of the sun’s heat and the cold of the loneliest dustspecks in the universe that wander close to but never at absolute zero. Let us feel the fleetness of hoof of the deer that have roamed the earth and the cleverness of the coyotes that have tracked them. They too are in us. Let us know the anguish of fish that drown in air and the joy of whales that breathe and dive to enormous depths in water where they cannot stay. They too are in us. Let us feel the prolific fecundity of our own species that produces millions of sperm and eggs that die before the successful union of two brings one baby into life, and the awesome efficiency of the amoeba who merely divides him/herself and becomes two, with no losses to count. They too are in us. 

* * * * * * Pass small cups of cider * * * * * * * 

     As we drink this good apple cider let us remember our connectedness with all the human beings who have ever lived and give thanks for their being that flows in us. We are cheered by the courage of Joan of Arc who broke the chains of gender and class to lead her people into awful battle, and ultimately died for her faith, and the courage too of Michael Servetus who refused violence, using words to fight his battles for reason, and also ultimately died in the fire for his faith. They too are in us. We think of the love to which our Universalist sisters Clara Barton and Olympia Brown gave their strength, preaching and teaching that fear need not rule people’s lives; and we are reminded too of the vitality of our Unitarian brothers Ralph Waldo Emerson and Theodore Parker who asked that each of us forge an original relationship with the universe. They too are in us. 

     We stand with all men and women who have ever lived, who have nested in valleys and climbed mountains, who have watched the sun rise over groves of trees and set over ocean waves, who have loved and wept and shouted and whispered the truths of their lives to one another. They too are in us. We remember too people whose lives have been failures, those who committed themselves to the exploitation and destruction of others and the world. Even these have enriched us, showing us life as we would not have it, bearing themselves before us as warnings. They too are in us. We are reminded that our lives are always lives of choice, that we live the good and we live the evil. 

      As we today celebrate this communion with all that has been and shall be through the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part, let us challenge ourselves to bring love to the earth and reason to its aims, heart to its quest and courage to its wobblings. Let us give thanks for the good that we know flowing over and through and within us all. Let us carry it on in our lives with one another and with all the earth. 

11.6: Coming Home Like Rivers to the Sea by Carolyn McDade and Lucile Schuck Longview (Complete original ceremony at https://uuwr.org/new-store/40-books/253-coming-home)
“The water ceremony became the central part of a religious service that broke with tradition in significant ways. It was created by lay women, women who had long been silent in the pews. The ritual space was also made sacred by the women themselves. They gathered to worship in a way authentic and liberating to us, not as in a church but in a semicircle around a large common earthen bowl. It was a ritual of women's being connected by a universal symbol, water, a ritual of women being connected to the totality of life.”

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Empathy is an affinity, a communion, a comprehension.”   C. JoyBell C.

“The secret of a full life is to live and relate to others as if they might not be there tomorrow, as if you might not be there tomorrow. It eliminates the vice of procrastination, the sin of postponement, failed communications, failed communions.”   Anaïs Nin

“In a true partnership, the kind that lasts through the ages, there is an unspoken communion.”   Cassandra Clare 

“He is one of those who has had the wilderness for a pillow, and called a star his brother. Alone. But loneliness can be a communion.”   Dag Hammarskjöld

“Here and there does not matter. / We must be still and still moving / Into another intensity / For a further union, a deeper communion.”   T. S. Eliot

“Empathy is an affinity, a communion, a comprehension.”   C. JoyBell C.

“I think ...[religion] is an art, ...an extension of the communion all the other arts attempt.”   Dodie Smith

“Happiness is home. …It is a state of mind. A place of communion and unconditional love. It is where, when you cross its threshold, you finally feel at peace.”   Dennis Lehane

“Finally, he said that among men there was no such communion as among horses and the notion that men can be understood at all was probably an illusion.”   Cormac McCarthy

“...Here is the mystery of our global responsibility: that we are in communion with …all people. …If we want to be real peace-makers …our primary concern …should be survival of humanity, the survival of the planet, and the health of all people.”   Henri J.M. Nouwen

“Our homes, imperfect as they are, must be a haven from the chaos outside …where troubled souls find peace, weary hearts find rest, …lonely pilgrims find communion, and wounded spirits find compassion.”   Jani Ortlund

“There is almost a sensual longing for communion with others who have a large vision. The immense fulfillment of the friendship between those engaged in furthering the evolution of consciousness has a quality impossible to describe.”   Pierre Teilhard de Chardin

“The ocean was the best place, of course. ...It was a feeling of freedom like no other, and yet a feeling of communion with all the other places and creatures the water touched.”   Ann Brashares

“The practice of forgiveness is not …a way of dealing with guilt. Instead, its central goal is to reconcile, to restore communion …with one another, and with the whole creation.”   L. Gregory Jones

“Soul grows in communion. … From true conversation... communication deepens into compassion and creates community.”   Sam Keen

“Whoever moves within the forest can partake directly of sacredness, ...drink the sacred water as a living communion, ...open his eyes and witness the burning beauty of sacredness.”   Richard Nelson

“Eating, and hospitality in general, is a communion, and any meal worth attending by yourself is improved by the multiples of those with whom it is shared.”   Jesse Browner

“Faith is not knowledge of an object but communion with it.”   Nicolás Gómez Dávila

“For mystics from the Abrahamic faiths…, the inward odyssey is also an upward odyssey, a quest for personal and vital communion with an infinite Being.”   David C. Downing
“True communication is communion—the realization of oneness, which is love.”   Eckhart Tolle 

“The man or woman who proclaims devotion to the cause of liberation yet is unable to enter into communion with the people, whom he or she continues to regard as totally ignorant, is grievously self-deceived.”   Paulo Freire

“...The effort to discover an authentic self, ...and find a soul in a clear, unimpeded communion with the sacred is consonant with spiritual quests throughout the ages.”   Cynthia Eller

“My love affair with nature is so deep that I am not satisfied with being a mere onlooker, or nature tourist. I crave a more real and meaningful relationship… in which I have communion and fellowship with nature….”   Euell Gibbons

“To care means first of all to empty our own cup and to allow the other to come close to us. It means to take away the many barriers which prevent us from entering into communion with the other.”   Henri J.M. Nouwen

“Commit to finding the true nature of art. ...Go for that communion, that real communion with your soul, and the discipline of expressing that communion with others.”   Anna Deavere Smith

“...I ...know that eating a Hershey’s Kiss is like an act of communion.”   Damien Echols

“Love creates a communion with life. ...In any moment we can step beyond our small self and embrace each other as beloved parts of a whole.”   Jack Kornfield

“They spoke of a communion so much vaster than any church could contain: one I had sensed all my life could be expressed in the sharing of food, particularly with strangers.”   Sara Miles 

“There is communion of more than our bodies when bread is broken and wine drunk.”   M.F.K. Fisher

“The measure of your solitude is the measure of your capacity for 

communion.”   Henri J.M. Nouwen 

“The deepest level of communication is not communication, but communion.”   Tom Ryan
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