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Lifespan RE Resources for Healing




Introduction
     The content of this packet is shaped by the theme of Healing. It is related (in simpler language for children) to five principles: 
· 1st, We believe that each and every person is important; 
· 2nd, We believe that all people should be treated fairly and kindly; 
· 3rd, We believe that we should accept one another and keep on learning together; 
· 6th, We believe in working for a peaceful, fair, and free world; and 
· 7th, We believe in caring for our planet Earth, the home we share with all living things;
and to three sources: 
· 1st, the sense of wonder we all share; 
· 2nd, women and men long ago and today—people whose lives remind us to be kind and fair; and
· 6th, the harmony of nature and the sacred circle of life. 

Topics central to exploring healing are caring, connection, forgiveness of self and others, empathy, compassion, and wholeness.

Healing involves being healed by another, as well as healing another. It can involve self-healing and healing done in and through community as Deena Metzger thoughtfully writes at http://deenametzger.net/healing-in-the-community/. It may involve opening oneself to the healing powers of nature and/or a spiritual practice. It is both grieving one’s losses, as well as re-membering and celebrating the gifts of life. To be sure, cure can play a role, but care is always significant whether cure is possible or not.

It has been said that the goal of curing is health, while the goal of healing is wholeness. 

Unitarian Universalist minister Marilyn Sewell writes of “Wanting Wholeness, Being Broken.” Wholeness can sometimes be physical, but more often it is emotional and spiritual. Brokenness is the same. And often, healing does not involve a cure. It is associated with feeling restored, achieving acceptance, being peaceful, a sense of resolution, experiencing wholeness, and other positive feelings.

Brokenness can involve a number of things. It can be physical, like an injury or an illness, even a terminal illness. It can be a physical disability, a chronic condition, or the physical decline associated with aging 

When brokenness is emotional or spiritual, the distress can be caused by many things including physical issues, loss of a loved one through death, being rejected and/or bullied, a bad breakup or divorce, surviving abuse or physical and/or emotional neglect, sudden financial hardships, loss of a job or property, and more. 

The symptoms of brokenness are quite varied: despair, loneliness, anger, disappointment, grief, worry, anxiety, sadness, moodiness, guilt, shame, being more emotional than usual, withdrawal or isolation from others, unproductive or harmful obsessions, unwanted compulsions, repetitive self-sabotaging behaviors, physical ailments, boredom or apathy, poor self-care, engaging in risky behavior, addiction to drugs or alcohol, hopelessness, feelings of being on edge, overwhelmed, and/or worthless, trouble keeping track of things or remembering, trouble making decisions, solving problems, concentrating, or getting your work done, and more, including a personality change that is out of character for a person. One common denominator of these is suffering, whether mild or intense. A person in emotional or spiritual distress may experience just one of these or several. 

In childhood, some instances of brokenness are more severe and are referred to as adverse childhood experiences (ACEs of trauma). These include physical abuse, sexual abuse, emotional abuse, physical neglect, emotional neglect, mental illness, divorce, substance abuse, violence against one’s mother, and having a relative who has been sent to jail or prison. Healing from such experiences is more complicated and requires the intervention of mental health professionals. Still, if we know that a child has suffered an ACE it is important to be supportive and to respond to misbehavior thoughtfully and compassionately remembering that one element of “discipline” is “to teach.”

While some instances of physical brokenness can be addressed with a range of traditional and alternative procedures and treatments, many cannot. Time does not heal, but healing does take time. Healing can involve acceptance of a new reality in order to move on; a spiritual practice like mindfulness; therapy; forgiveness of others and of self; seeking justice, especially restorative justice; meaningful ritual; the grieving process related to loss; confession; atonement; participating in a support group linked to the healing desired (e.g., peer-led mutual support groups, 12-step groups with a structured program, therapy groups led by a professional, etc.); and more.

Offering healing to others requires empathy, compassion, and care. While the helping professions are in the business of healing, others can offer their presence, care, and help in effective and meaningful ways.

For children, understanding healing might involve 
· relating it to getting well after being sick, and the care that was involved;
· forgiving someone, which is not always easy, but powerful, or being forgiven by someone; 
· being caring, especially acts of kindness, or experiencing how it feels to be cared for;
· experiencing anger and learning how to manage it;
· being accepted when you were rejected or felt you weren’t “good enough;”
· listening to someone with empathy, or being listened too so you feel that you really matter and are heard;
· reflecting on being bullied by considering what the experience was like and realizing that it wasn’t about you as you consider why the bully acted as he or she did;
· feeling out of balance or confused, and then feeling grounded again; 
· feeling anger, yet being able to both manage it and learn from it; and
· losing a loved one to death, and missing them.

While not to be shared with children generally, these two books may be helpful to teachers and parents when addressing issues of childhood trauma and neglect (ACEs). In such cases healing can be far more difficult. 
Healing Days: A Guide For Kids Who Have Experienced Trauma by Susan Farber Straus PhD, author and Maria Bogade, illustrator (2013)
[image: ]     “Healing Days is a book designed to be used in therapy for young children and functions as an excellent resource for those who have experienced physical or sexual abuse, or other trauma. Readers will follow four children as they learn ways to cope with their own trauma. Sensitive, empowering, and beautifully illustrated, the book models therapeutic coping responses and provides children with tools they may use to deal with their own trauma. A Dear Reader introduction is included for the child reader. Also available is an online Note to Parents and Caregivers.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n7NPMWAmJMQ (9:45)

Somebody Cares: A Guide for Kids Who Have Experienced Neglect by Susan Farber Straus PhD, author and Claire Keay, illustrator (2016)
[image: Somebody Cares: A Guide for Kids Who Have Experienced Neglect]     “Useful to read with a caring adult, Somebody Cares is a book for children who have experienced parental neglect and have been taking care of many things on their own. It helps them understand their feelings, thoughts, and behaviors and prepares them for changes in their families. Most importantly, Somebody Cares teaches children that they are not to blame and were brave to do so much on their own. Includes a ‘Note to Readers’ inside for children and an online ‘Note to Parents and Caregivers’ for adults.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QOqXY-fxuAc (8:49)

The need for healing is not limited to individuals. Families, groups, communities, races or ethnicities, and nations can also need healing. Some all this social healing, healing aimed at those who have experienced racism, poverty, gun violence, domestic violence, and more. An example of this was the South African Truth and Reconciliation Commission (TRC), A process that involves social healing is restorative justice. See 7. below

The need for healing goes much further, because planet earth is also in need of healing. There are some children’s books on the environment in section 4.0.




Resources for Children
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
2.1: Who Was That Samaritan? by Martha Dallas (491 words)
3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Healing
3.1: The Presence of Angels (507 words)
3.2: Harriot Kezia Hunt Making A Difference (428 words)
3.3: We Are All One (1,078 words)
3.4: The Answer is in Your Hands, adapted from an Indian folk tale. (580 words)
3.5: The Seven Tribes (517 words)
3.6: The Bundle of Sticks, adapted from an Aesop’s fable (600 words)
     Care/Caring
3.7: The Good Samaritan (576 words)
3.8: The Good Samaritan by Rev. Christopher Buice (452 words)
3.9: The Cure by Rev. Christopher Buice (558 words)
3.10: Angel of the Battlefield, Clara Barton by Betsy Hill Williams (1,515 words)
3.11: The Empty Pot (711 words)
3.12: The Penguin Family (495 words)
3.13: Oshun Loses Her Beauty, based on a Santerian story (601 words)
3.14: Care Trees for Kenya (543 words)
3.15: Henry Bergh (702 words)
3.16: The Dog and the Heartless King (1,092 words)
3.17: The Very Short Rule by Sophia Lyon Fahs (1,203 words)
3.18: The Farmer on the Hill, a wisdom tale from Japan (489 words)
3.19: The Great Kapok Tree, a Tale of the Amazon Rain Forest (916 words)
3.20: One Flower in a Field (1,252 words)
because when someone waters a wilting flower somewhere, all flowers 
3.21: The Water Bearer’s Garden by Betsy Hill Williams (482 words)
3.22: The Dog at the Well (730 words)
against the walls of the well and took off his soft leather boots. He dipped one 
3.23: The Wounded Seal, a Folk Tale from Scotland (1,099 words)
3.24: The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones (638 words)
      Forgiveness 
3.25: A Place called Libush by Rabbi Zalman Schachter-Shalomi (adapted) (277 words)
3.26: Mussa and Nagib (Adapted from a story by Malba Tahan (419 words)
3.27: What If Nobody Forgave? by Barbara Marshman (616 words)
3.28: A Path of Forgiveness by Shelley Jackson Denham (686 words)
3.29: Marmalade: a story about reconciliation by Rev. Orlanda Brugnola (1,014 words)
3.30: The Prodigal Son, from Luke 15:11-32 (New Revised Standard Version) (514 words)
4.0: Children’s Books about Healing, Grief, the Environment, and Forgiveness
      Healing 
4.1: Whimsy's Heavy Things by Julie Kraulis (2013)
4.2: After the Fall: How Humpty Dumpty Got Back Up Again by Dan Santat (2017)
4.3: A Sick Day for Amos McGee by Philip C. Stead, author and Erin E. Stead, illustrator (2010)
4.4: I’m Sad by Michael Ian Black, author and Debbie Ridpath Ohi, illustrator) (2018) 
4.5: Don’t Need Friends by Carolyn Crimi, author and Lynn Munsinger, illustrator (2001)
4.6: When Sadness is at Your Door by Eva Eland (2019)
      Grief
4.7: Michael Rosen's Sad Book by Michael Rosen, author and Quentin Blake, illustrator (2005)
4.8: Tear Soup: A Recipe for Healing After Loss by Pat Schwiebert and Chuck DeKlyen, authors and Taylor Bills, illustrator 2005
4.9: The Memory Box: A Book About Grief by Joanna Rowland, author and Thea Baker, illustrator (2017)
4.10: The Scar by Charlotte Moundlic, author and Olivier Tallec, illustrator (2011)
4.11: The Rough Patch by Brian Lies (2018)
4.12: Rabbit and the Motorbike by Kate Hoefler, author & Sarah Jacoby, illustrator (2019)
4.13: Maybe Tomorrow? by Charlotte Agell, author and Ana Ramírez González, illustrator (2019)
4.14: The Tenth Good Thing About Barney by Judith Viorst, author and Erik Blegvad, illustrator (1987)
     Environment
4.15: The Curious Garden by Peter Brown (2009)
4.16: The Lorax by Dr. Seuss (1971)
4.17: The Earth and I by Frank Asch (1994)
4.18: Noah’s Wife: The Story of Naamah by Rabbi Sandy Eisenberg Sasso, author and Bethanne Andersen, illustrator (2002)
4.19: A Child’s Garden: A Story of Hope by Michael Foreman (2010)
     Forgiveness
4.20: Amelia Bedelia by Peggy Parish, author and Fritz Siebel, illustrator (2013, first published in 1963)
4.21: Bumble-Ardy by Maurice Sendak (2011)
4.22: Lilly’s Purple Plastic Purse by Kevin Henkes (2006)
4.23: The Real Thief by William Steig (1973)
4.24: When Sophie Gets Angry—Really, Really Angry... by Molly Bang (1999)
4.25: The Hundred Dresses by Eleanor Estes, author and Louis Slobodkin, illustrator (2004)
4.26: The Lumberjack’s Beard by Duncan Beedie (2017)
4.27: Martha Doesn’t Say Sorry by Samantha Berger, author and Bruce Whatley, illustrator (2009)
4.28: The Forgiveness Garden by Lauren Thompson, author and Christy Hale, illustrator
(2012)
4.29: Under the Lemon Moon by Edith Hope Fine, author and Rene King Moreno, illustrator (1999)
4.30: Will You Forgive Me? by Sally Grindley, author and Penny Dann, illustrator (2001)
4.31: The Sandwich Swap by Queen Rania of Jordan Al Abdullah & Kelly DiPucchio, authors and Tricia Tusa, illustrator (2010)
5.0: Music & Videos for Children
No resources identified.
6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 10: Helping Others
6.1.2: Session 13: Feeling Sad
6.1.3: Session 26: Teddy Bear Month — Sick!
6.2: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 3: The Gift of Forgiveness
6.2.2: Session 7: The Gift of Helping
6.2.3: Session 9: The Gift of Mutual Caring
6.3: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 4: Forgiveness
6.3.2: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
6.4: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.4.1: Session 4: In Another’s Shoes
6.4.2: Session 5: Forgiveness
6.4.3: Session 7: Seeing Others with Awe
6.4.4: Session 11: Do No Harm
6.5: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.5.1: Session 8: Love Is Accepting
6.5.2: Session 12: From Anger to Kindness
6.5.3: Session 13: Responding with Love
6.6: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
Caring for self and others is an important way to promote healing.
6.6.1: Session 6: Signs of Caring
6.7: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.7.1: Session 4: Building A Community of Forgiveness
6.7.2: Session 5: The Blessing Of Imperfection
6.7.3: Session 9: Lean On Me
6.8: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.8.1: Session 4: Love Your Neighbor as Yourself
6.8.3: Session 5: Meeting People Where They Live
6.9: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 15: Atonement (Level)
6.10: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
6.10.1: Session 8: The Power of Listening
6.11: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.11.1: Session 6: Thinking of Death
6.11.2: Session 11: Touching All
6.12: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.12.1: Session 12: Human And Divine
6.13: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justice-making for Junior High School Youth
6.13.1: Workshop 11: The Call for Forgiveness
6.14: Families: A Jr. High School Youth Program that Explores the Diversity, Commonality, and Meaning of Families
6.14.1: Workshop 9: Families Function: Families Feel
6.15: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
6.15.1: Session 5: A Miracle Inside
Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: Be Still / Rest / Shalom by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 
7.2: Space to Heal by Thuy Nguyen (254 words)
7.3: Difference Between Healing and Curing by Michael Lerner (266 words)
7.4: Only Service Heals by Rachel Naomi Remen (269 words)
7.5: Beggarly, Friendly, And Kingly Giving by Stephen Levine (243 words)
7.6: Processing Anger with an Open Heart by John Robbins and Ann Mortifee (225 words) 
7.7: Social Healing by Judith Thompson (111 words)
7.8: Showing Up for Life by unknown (268 words)
7.9: Ourselves We're Helping, Ourselves We're Healing by James Carse (252 words)
7.10: The Quantum Matrix by Raphael Kellman (256 words) 
7.11: Awareness of Emotions by Gary Zukav (187 words)
7.12: A Trinity of Wholeness: Contemplation, Action, and Healing by Teresa Pasquale Mateus (243 words)
7.13: Love: The Heart of Wholeness by Robert Brumet (248 words)
7.14: The Wholeness of Grief by Karla Helbert (250 words)
7.15: Imperfect Wholeness by Parker Palmer (248 words)
7.16: From Loss to Wholeness by Rachael Naomi Remen (249 words)
7.17: A Journey to Wholeness by Vidyamala Buch (236 words)
7.18: Dancing toward Wholeness by Anthony de Mello (215 words)
8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
     Youth
Tapestry of Faith
8.1: Workshop 7: Difficult Times Exploring Our Values Through Poetry: A Program for High School Youth
8.1.1: Workshop 7: Difficult Times
8.2: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
8.2.1: Workshop 5: Hope
8.3: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
8.3.1: Workshop 11: Forgiveness
8.4: Videos to Prompt Discussion
     Adults
8.5: Facing Death with Life: A Program for Adults
8.5.1: Workshop 4: Bereavement
9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Fix You by Coldplay (4:53) 
9.2: Healing by Riley Clemmons (3:30)
9.3: In Repair by John Mayer (6:08)
9.4: Come as You Are by Crowder (3:57)
9.5: Breathe (2 AM) by Anna Nalick (4:09)
9.6: Heal Over by KT Tunstall (4:27)
9.7: Heal the World by Michael Jackson (6:22)
9.8: Come Healing by Leonard Cohen (Live in Dublin) (4:00)
9.9: Blue Bucket of Gold by Sufjan Stevens (4:43)
9.10: Cry If You Want To by Karen Drucker (3:23)
9.11: Made of Love by Amir Paiss (4:14)
9.12: Lullaby for A Stormy Night by Vienna Teng (4:34)
9.13: Waiting on An Angel by Ben Harper (3:53)
9.14: Now by Dave Carroll (4:22)
9.15: Did Ye Get Healed? by Van Morrison (4:07)
9.16: And the Healing Has Begun by Van Morrison (7:25)
9.17: Heal by Westlife (3:09)
9.18: Love Heals by the Cast of RENT with lyrics (4:36)
10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
10.1: How to Heal Your Emotional Trauma & Past Wounds | Healing Workshop by Lavendaire (22:34)
10.2: Healing by Nayo Jones (2:57)
10.3: Patch Adams Speech (6:10) 
10.4: Healing Forest by Nitin Das (1:35)
10.5: Healing in Nature through Forest Bathing (aka Shinrin-Yoku) by Nitin Das (4:34)
10.6: Healing by Rhianna Ward (1:49) 
10.7: Holistic Healing by WWU-Digital Media in Journalism (5:59)
10.8: Healing Gongs by Pati Pellerito (4:29) 
     TED Talks
10.9: How we can start to heal the pain of racial division by Ruby Sales (20:28)
10.10: What if gentrification was about healing communities instead of displacing them? by Liz Ogbu (15:01)
10.11: Documentary films that explore trauma—and make space for healing by Almudena Toral (5:41)
10.12: When time doesn't heal all wounds by Dr. Robert K. Ross (13:07)
10.13: There is No Neutral by Michelle Johnson (16:54)
10.14: Human Healing Unlocked: transforming suffering into wellbeing by David Reilly 
10.15: Healing through diet by Dean Ornish (16:49)
10.16: The healing power of reading by Michelle Kuo (18:27)
10.17: Art and awe as healing by Jennifer Allison (13:15)
10.18: An unexpected place of healing by Ramona Pierson
      Meditative Videos
10.19: Healing by Jason Munn (3:39)
10.20: Healing Waters by virginie kippelen (1:00)
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Resources for Children
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
2.1: Who Was That Samaritan? by Martha Dallas (491 words)
     This morning I’ve invited a special guest to join us, someone who has quite a story to tell. [Pull out costume and put on hat and blanket/cloak. Prepare to change your voice just a bit, and your manner, so as to be in character.]
Good morning. Thank you for allowing me to join you for a little while. I appreciate the opportunity to share this story. I tell you, sometimes I hardly believe it myself.
     You see, I was on a journey. I had to go from my home in Jerusalem, over to Jericho. Oh, and I don’t mean the Jericho near here. No, both of these cities are very far from here. Anyhow, it was a long walk and along the way, something awful happened. I was attacked by robbers! They took everything I had and beat me up really bad. They kicked me and punched me till I fell down in a ditch by the side of the road. I think I must have passed out, because then I remember waking up all bruised and sore and bleeding. I could hardly sit up and I had no idea what I would do or how I would carry on. I cried out for help, but this was a desolate road and I doubted anyone would hear me.
     But as I was lying there, I heard footsteps and saw a priest coming toward me. I felt hopeful, because priests are good people, but this man walked right on by as if I had not even been there. And then, more hope: a man, a temple priest – I could tell – came up the road. My people, the Hebrews, are friends with the temple priests, so I tried to call out to him and lift a hand towards him, but he quickened his step and walked right by without even glancing my way.
     Now you are probably appalled already, but I haven’t even gotten to the most unbelievable part of the story. There I lay, all hope lost, at this point fading in and out of consciousness, when I felt a warm, gentle hand on my brow. It was gently wiping at the dust and blood on my face. I opened my eyes to see...to see...I can barely say it...A SAMARITAN!! [Say the word like it’s a foul taste in your mouth.] Can you believe it?! A Samaritan! My people, we HATE Samaritans! We can’t stand them! And… and… here was one of THEM… helping me!? I know, I know! Unbelievable! But let me tell you more: This Samaritan tore off part of his shirt to bandage my wounds. He cleaned my wounds with oil and gave me water to drink. I was shocked and stunned by how kind and caring he was! Then he lifted me onto his donkey and carried me to an inn where he kept me and cared for me, truly, until I was healed.
     Well, that’s my story. And I wouldn’t believe it myself unless it had happened to me. Samaritans. Who’da thunk it? Anyhow, thank you for your time. [Take off costume and return to your own voice.] Thank you for your respect and attention towards our guest. We’ll sing you on your way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/who-was-samaritan

3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Healing
3.1: The Presence of Angels (507 words)
     It was a shock to the whole nation when a gunman opened fire on a group of people who had gathered at a supermarket to meet with their U.S. Representative, Gabrielle Giffords. In mere moments, six people, including nine-year-old Christina Taylor-Green, were killed, and many more, including Representative Giffords, were seriously wounded. Yes, it was horrifying to the whole nation. But the shock was especially terrible for the people of Tucson, Arizona, where the shooting took place.
     So, it’s hard to even imagine how people felt when Fred Phelps, minister of the Westboro Baptist Church, said he and his followers were going to picket young Christina’s funeral. Fred Phelps said Christina “was killed for your rebellion when God sent the shooter to deal with idolatrous America.” Who knows what exactly that meant, or why a man known for protesting against gay people would bring his followers to hold signs at the funeral of a murdered child? But the last thing the troubled community needed to see was brutal words from a man who has made himself famous by promoting hatred.
     Kat Sinclair was a member of the Unitarian Universalist Church of Tucson who had seen Fred Phelps and witnessed his angry protests before. Never one to sit by and watch people get hurt, Sinclair got to work right away organizing a peaceful response to Phelps’s demonstration. She knew it would do no good to reason with Phelps and his followers, and that a shouting match would only make everyone feel worse.
     No, Sinclair was ready to meet hatred with silence. Not the silence of ignoring a problem, but the silence that comes from bringing a strong presence when and where one is needed. Sinclair knew about the African Americans who had sat down at lunch counters in the South during the Civil Rights Movement, letting their physical presence declare that they had just as much right as white people to be served there. She knew about Julia “Butterfly” Hill, who had spent months sitting in an ancient redwood tree, so her presence would keep loggers from cutting that tree down. Only a few months before, Sinclair herself had been arrested for being a peaceful presence in defense of immigrants in Phoenix, Arizona. She knew about the power of presence, and she had a plan.
     Before Christina’s funeral, Kat Sinclair and a bunch of other folks got together a work party. They brought long poles of white PVC plastic, and yards of white fabric and used them to make giant angels, whose wide wings would block the protestors’ nasty picket signs from view. Instead of seeing cruel words on their way to Christina’s funeral, mourners would pass a gathering of angels, silently offering loving support.
     Fred Phelps and his followers did not show up that day. Maybe because they learned their picket signs would not be seen. But the angels were there—very human angels, with broad wings hanging from plastic poles—offering a silent ministry of presence, as they tried to bring healing to a shattered town.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session6/presence-of-angels 

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

3.3: We Are All One (1,078 words)
Adapted from the story, “We Are All One,” in Stories in Faith by Gail Forsyth-Vail (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2007), which was adapted from a Cantonese tale adapted by Lawrence Yep.
     Once there was a young woman who lived simply but happily with her husband and their three children until one day a strange illness of the eyes came into their home. First her husband and then their eldest son started having trouble with their eyesight. Everything looked blurry and grey to them. They went to the local doctor and they tried medicine after medicine. But nothing worked, and soon they found they could not see at all.
     Within a week, the illness had spread and now their middle son also could not see, and their youngest, a daughter, was showing the beginning symptoms of the illness, rubbing her eyes and complaining that everything looked blurry. Some of their neighbors, as well, were afflicted with this strange illness. The people of the village began to wonder if they would all soon lose their eyesight.
     The woman was beside herself with worry. She visited doctor after doctor until finally one doctor told her of a miracle herb that might cure this illness. This healing herb was a plant that grew only in the deepest part of the forest. The woman decided she must leave her family to seek the herb.
     Early the next morning she headed into the forest. She looked under bushes. She looked behind trees. She looked everywhere, but the herb was nowhere to be seen. Many hours later, exhausted, but still determined, the woman came upon a small stream. She sat down to rest, still looking around her for the herb.
     Then she noticed a big rock had fallen into the stream, making the water run out of the stream to form a little pool. That little pool of water was flooding an anthill. Although she was in a hurry to find the herb, her heart went out to the ants. The woman stopped looking for the herb long enough to remove the big rock and dig a new channel for the water. With satisfaction, she watched as the water flowed away from the anthill. “We are all one,” she stated simply, and she continued on her way.
     The woman slept soundly that night, curled up under a large tree with a blanket to keep her warm. As she slept a strange dream came to her. In it she was inside the anthill, surrounded by cheering ants. The queen ant stepped forward majestically. “Do not be afraid,” she reassured the woman. “We have brought you here to thank you for saving our home and our lives. In return, if you ever need our help, all you need do is call for us, and we will hear you and come to your aid.” As the dream faded and the woman began to wake, she heard the queen ant’s voice calling after her, distinctly saying, “We are all one.”
     All through that day, the woman searched for the herb. She wondered if she were already too late — and if everyone in her village was already blind. She was startled from her thoughts by the sound of a bird, intent upon catching a small centipede. The centipede was scurrying across the ground as quickly as his many legs would carry him. Taking pity upon the defenseless centipede, she quickly scooped him up and frightened the bird from her prey. Saying, “We are all one,” she carried the centipede to some leaves and placed him gently in their cover.
     That night she again had strange dreams. This time she was visited by the centipede. “Thank you for saving my life,” the tiny voice proclaimed. “And now I will help you as you helped me. The herb you seek can be found by an ancient oak tree, in the very center of the forest.” An image of a gnarled and twisting trunk came to her mind as she heard the centipede state, “We are all one.” Then she awoke.
     The woman spent the next morning making her way into the heart of the woods, searching for the oak tree. As the day progressed, she noticed that the trees around her were getting blurry. Gazing towards the sky, she saw that the sun was still high in the sky. With a dawning horror she realized that she, too, must have contracted the strange illness. Quickening her pace she continued toward the center of the forest, but with every step her eyesight worsened.
     Just as she was giving way to despair, she found the ancient oak tree! Even though she could barely see, she could tell it looked just like the one she had seen in her dream. Stumbling and out of breath, she began to search for the herb frantically. It was no use — her eyes could no longer tell one plant from another. Crying with frustration she wept for her husband, her children, herself, and the people of her village.
     She turned to try to retrace her steps to her home and then she remembered. The ants! Perhaps they could help her now. She called to them and soon enough small voices responded.
     “Bend down,” the queen ant’s voice called. “The herb you seek is right here. I am standing on it.”
     Gently the woman knelt and reached towards the sound. With cautious movements so as not to harm the queen ant, she found the herb and plucked it. Slowly and carefully, she tore a small piece of the leaf and chewed it. Almost instantaneously, her sight was restored! Joyfully she harvested the herbs and prepared to return to her village. Before she left, however, she thanked the ants and proclaimed one last time, “We are all one.”
     The woman walked as swiftly as she could — all day and then all night, by the light of the moon. She hoped, oh, how she hoped, that she would return on time to save her village from blindness.
     Finally, she reached her home. As she called to her children they followed her voice, for by now they were all completely blind. Anxiously she gave them bits of the herb and then she waited to see what would happen. One minute passed — and then another — and then her eldest son laughed with joy. “I see you!” he shouted, “I truly see you!”
     Soon everyone in the village had been cured of the strange illness and the woman who had saved them all returned to her simple but happy life with her husband and their three children. And she never forgot that “We are all one.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session1/123113.shtml 

3.4: The Answer is in Your Hands, adapted from an Indian folk tale. (580 words)
     There was once a wise woman who lived by herself near a small village. Rumor had it that she could always accurately predict when the rains would come, or help heal a sick child with herbs, or calm angry neighbors and help them to resolve their fights and arguments. People came from all over the land to meet with her and seek her advice on matters both small and great. Her reputation was such that was said she was never wrong — not ever.
     Some of the children of the village didn’t believe that it was possible to always be right. Surely, she could not know everything! They decided to test her knowledge. First, they asked her to answer questions about the planets, the animals, and the world. No matter how hard the questions, she always answered correctly.
     The children were amazed at her knowledge and learning and most were ready to stop testing the wise woman. However, one boy was determined to prove that the old woman couldn’t know everything. Hatching a devious scheme, he told all of his friends to meet him at the woman’s home the following afternoon so he could prove she was a faker.
     All through the next day he hunted for a bird. Finally, he caught a small songbird in a net. Holding it behind his back so no one could see what was in his hands, he walked triumphantly to the wise woman’s home. (storytelling tip: take a wooden or stuffed bird and holds it behind your back.)
     “Old woman!” he called. “Come and show us how wise you are!”
     The woman walked calmly to the door. “May I help you?” she simply asked.
     “You say you know everything — prove it — what am I holding behind my back?” the young boy demanded.
     The old woman thought for a moment. She could make out the faint sounds of a bird’s wings rustling. “I do not say I know everything — for that would be impossible,” she replied. “However, I do believe you are holding a bird in your hands.”
     The boy was furious. How could the woman have possibly known he had a bird? Thinking quickly, he came up with a new scheme. He would ask the woman whether the bird was alive or dead. If the woman replied, “alive,” he would crush it with his hands and prove her wrong. If she answered, “dead,” on the other hand, he would pull the living bird from behind his back and allow it to fly away. Either way he would prove his point and the wise woman would be discredited.
     “Very good,” he called. “It is a bird. But tell me, is the bird I am holding alive or dead?”
     The wise woman paused for a long moment while the boy waited with anticipation for his opportunity to prove her wrong. Again, the woman spoke calmly, “The answer, my young friend, is in your hands. The answer is in your hands.”
     The boy realized that the wise woman had once again spoken correctly and truthfully. The answer was indeed in his own hands. Feeling the bird feebly moving in his hands as it tried to escape his grasp, he felt suddenly very ashamed.
     The answer was in his hands — slowly and gently he brought his hands to the front of his body. Looking into the eyes of the delicate bird he apologized, “I am sorry little one,” and he opened his hands to let her go free.
(Storyteller uses the sound instrument to signify that the story has ended.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session11/story1 

3.5: The Seven Tribes (517 words)
A traditional story of the Khasi people, as relayed by Darihun Khriam, the first woman minister in the Khasi Hills.
     Early in the history of the world, heaven and earth were connected by a great tree that grew on the crest of a high hill. Using this tree as a ladder, the sixteen families of heaven could move back and forth between earth and heaven, enjoying the bounty of each as they liked. The people lived in peace and prosperity for many years. But, eventually, they became discontented that the great tree was so large that it covered all the land with shade. This made it hard to grow crops, and they longed for the sunshine. Some say it was the urging of an evil spirit that led them to the plan of cutting down the tree. Perhaps it was just their own hubris deciding they no longer needed this connection to heaven, but the people set to cutting down the tree with axes and saws. Although they worked all day, they could not cut through the great girth of the tree so at nightfall they took their axes and their saws, and returned to their homes to rest.
     In the morning when they returned to their work, they found no sign of the progress they had made the day before. The tree had healed completely! And so they set to work with greater urgency the second day, but again were unable to cut all the way through the trunk in the span of that day. And when they returned the next day to complete the task, again, the tree had healed leaving no sign of their work. This went on, day after day until, in their confusion and frustration, the people called a council to see what was to be done. At the council, a small bird gave them the solution to their problem. Each night, after they returned to their homes, the tiger would come and lick the wounds of the tree. He would lick and lick until he had erased all traces of the cuts and the tree was made whole. To cut down the tree they must stop the tiger.
     Accordingly, at the end of the next day’s work, the people left their axes and saws in the tree, with the cutting blades pointing outward. That night when the tiger came, the tools cut his tongue, and he was unable to heal the tree. In this way the people were able to complete the destruction of the tree. It is said that the branches that fell on the Bengali country flattened the land into plains, and the leaves created a rich mulch to make that land fertile. The thickest branches fell on the land of the Khasis creating great mountains and gorges so rugged that they exist to this day.
     But, mostly, the result of felling the great tree was to sever the link between heaven and earth. Those who were on the earth could no longer visit heaven, and those who were in heaven could no longer visit the earth. There were seven families on the earth that day, those who became the ancestors of the seven tribes of the Khasi Hills.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/river/workshop14/seven-tribes

3.6: The Bundle of Sticks, adapted from an Aesop’s fable (600 words)
     Once upon a time, an old woman lived on a beautiful farm in the country. From her window, she could see pasture land, fields of grain, barns filled with animals, orchards and forests beyond. The farm was special to the old woman because it had been in her family for many generations. She had lived there her whole life, and grew up to be a mother, and raised her family of ____ (Leader — Count the number of children in your class). Now her husband was dead, and she too was in the last days of her life.
     The old woman should have been content after such a fortunate life, but she was not. She lay on her bed worrying about her grown children. They could not seem to get along. She heard them quarreling day and night. Even though some of them were good at farming, and some at working with the animals, some at carpentry, and others at cooking or preserving the food they grew, they each thought their job was the most important and that the others didn’t work hard enough. They were all grown-ups now, but they held grudges against each other from things in the past, and they were jealous of each other’s good fortune.
     The old woman tried talking to her children about living in peace, yet they seemed to grow increasingly bitter by the day. She felt sure that they would not be able to keep the family farm after she had died, because they could not seem to work together or appreciate each other’s gifts.
     Then one day as her strength waned, she had an idea. She called her children to her bedside. “I have one last favor to ask of you,” she said. “I would like each one of you to go to the forest and find two sticks. Bring them here tomorrow and I will explain.”
     The children did as she asked and came to her room the next day, with two sticks each. (Leader — At this point, hand each child two craft sticks.)
     “Thank you children,” the old woman said. “Please put one of your sticks down, and see if you can break the other one in half.” The children easily broke their sticks in half. (Leader — Invite the children to try to break one stick in half with their hands.)
     Then the old woman asked the children to pass her the remaining whole sticks.
     Let us gather the remaining sticks into a bundle,” she said. (Leader — Gather the remaining sticks from the children and wrap the rubber band around them. Make sure there are at least seven sticks in the bundle, or add more to represent missing children, co-leaders, guests who have visited Moral Tales, etc. to make the bundle thicker.)
     Then the old woman passed the bundle back to her children and said, “Please pass this bundle of sticks amongst you and tell me — is it as easy to break the bundle as it was the single stick?” (Pass the bundle to the child nearest you and allow them to try to break it. Tell them to only use their hands. Some children will try to use feet or even to take the bundle apart. Wait until all of the children have had a turn trying to break the bundle with their hands.)
     The children passed the bundle amongst them but, just like you, none of them could break the bundle of sticks.
     “You my children, are like these sticks,” the old woman said. “If you go your separate ways, quarrelling, and holding resentments toward one another, you will each be alone like the individual sticks. The difficulties of life will easily hurt you. But if you work together, appreciate each other’s strengths, cherish what you share in common, and care for each other, you will be strong like the bundle of sticks, and nothing in life can break you. Find strength and joy in one another’s company, and you will live well and accomplish much.”
     The children took their mother’s lesson to heart, letting go of past grudges, focusing on what they shared in common, appreciating each other’s strengths, and working together. The old woman died peacefully, and the farm remained in the family for many generations.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session16/story1 

     Care/Caring
3.7: The Good Samaritan (576 words)
     One day a lawyer came to Jesus and asked what he needed to do to live forever or, “to get into heaven” or “to become enlightened.”
     Jesus asked him what the law of the Ten Commandments said. The lawyer answered, “You shall love God with all your heart, and with all of your soul, and with all your strength, and your neighbor as yourself.” “Right!” said Jesus. Then the lawyer asked, “But, Teacher, who is my neighbor?” In other words, “who do I have to treat lovingly?” This is the story that Jesus told to the man:
     Once, a man was walking on a lonely stretch of road between Jerusalem and Jericho. Suddenly a gang of thieves jumped out from the side of the road and surrounded him. “Give us your money,” they demanded. “I need my money” he cried. “I have to buy food with this money, for myself and my whole family.”
     One of the thieves picked up a rock from the side of the road and hit the man in the head. He fell to the ground with a groan, bleeding. Seeing no one around the thieves jumped on the man and took everything he had, including his money, and his clothing. One of the thieves picked up a stick and hit the man hard several times before leaving him on the side of the road half dead.
     After a time, a priest came walking down the road. He saw the man lying on the side of the road and crossed over to the other side as he hurried by.
     Soon another man, a Levite appeared. He too, saw the wounded man lying in the hot sun, naked and bleeding and he scurried on by.
     A long time passed. Flies buzzed around the man who was dying from his injuries. Luckily someone else was coming down the road. He was a Samaritan riding on his donkey. Now the people of Samaria were not friendly with the people of this man’s country. They were sworn enemies of each other.
     But the Samaritan man did not hesitate when he saw the man lying by the side of the road. He didn’t stop to think about whether he should help him because of where he was from, or what group the man belonged to. He saw that this man needed help and he felt compassion.
     The Samaritan took healing oil and wine from his bag and cleaned the man’s wounds and bound them up with bandages made from the cloth of his own shirt. He covered him with a robe. He gave the man a drink of water and helped the man onto his donkey. Slowly, for the man was in great pain and the road was long, they walked to the next town. There the Samaritan found an inn and asked the innkeeper to give him what was necessary to make the man comfortable.
     The next day, the Samaritan gave money to the innkeeper to pay for the wounded man to stay at the inn until he got better. The Samaritan promised to come back in a few days and pay whatever else was needed to bring the man back to health.
     When Jesus finished telling this story, he asked the lawyer, “Which one of these three men acted like a neighbor to the man who fell among thieves?” The lawyer said, “The one who showed kindness.” “Yes,” said Jesus, “go and do the same.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session8/123425.shtml 

3.8: The Good Samaritan by Rev. Christopher Buice (452 words)
     One day a merchant was traveling on a road when he was attacked by bandits. The bandits were so cruel that they beat the merchant, stole everything he had, and left him for dead lying on the side of the road. The merchant was so badly hurt he couldn’t move or speak at all, and he could barely see through his swollen black eyes.
     A long time passed, then down the road came a priest, a man of God. That priest looked good. He was wearing a fancy new robe and he was nice and clean from a recent bath. When the merchant saw the priest coming, he became excited. “Surely this priest will help me,” he thought. But when the priest saw the man lying on the side of the road, he just kept on walking and passed him right by.
After a time, the merchant saw another man coming down the road. This man was a temple helper and he looked good. He was well groomed and had a nice new haircut. He wore beautiful colorful robes and had a winning smile. Once again the merchant became hopeful. “Surely this man will help me,” he thought. But when the temple helper saw the merchant lying on the side of the road, he just kept on walking and passed him right by.
     A very long time passed, and the merchant began to lose hope. “I will die here on the side of the road,” he thought. But then he saw another man walking down the road with a donkey. This man did not look too good. He was dirty and his clothes had holes in them. He did not look like he had shaved or cut his hair in a long, long time.
     “This man will not help me,” thought the merchant. “He is from Samaria and Samaritans hate my people.” But when the man saw the merchant lying on the side of the road, he stopped. He was moved with compassion. The Samaritan washed and bandaged the merchant’s wounds. He put the merchant onto the back of his donkey, carried him to an inn, and took care of him. The next day, as the Samaritan prepared to leave, he gave the innkeeper money and said, “Please take care of this man. When I return, I will pay you any more money that you may spend.”
     From his window in the inn, the merchant could see the Samaritan walking off into the distance. He was too weak to call out or even to speak his thanks. But ever since that time the merchant has known deep in his heart that there is a big difference between looking good and being good.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/good-samaritan 

3.9: The Cure by Rev. Christopher Buice (558 words)
     Once upon a time there was a young girl named Maggie, who found out she had a very terrible disease and probably would never be well again.
     She was very, very sad, and although she had many friends, all of them were afraid to visit her because they feared they might catch the disease.
     So, the little girl sat in her bed all by herself and was very lonely.
     One day she heard a knock on her door. “Come in,” she said and in walked three of her friends. One was a doctor, one was a minister, and one was a magician. Maggie was very glad to see them for no one else had been brave enough to visit her.
     “Hello, Maggie,” said her friends as they sat down around her bed. “We came to tell you something. Each one of us is going to try to find a cure for your disease.”
     “Yes,” said the doctor, “I’m going to go into my laboratory and do experiments until I discover a medicine that will cure your disease.”
     “And I,” said the minister, “am going to pray every day that you will be healed of this terrible disease.”
     “And I,” said the magician, “am going to look through my books of magic until I discover a potion or spell that will rid you of your disease.”
     Maggie smiled and was happy because she saw how much her friends cared for her.
     “Thanks,” she said.
     “We’re sorry that we can’t stay long to visit,” said her friends, “but we must rush off and begin our search for a cure. We’ll return in three days and surely by then one of us will have found a way to cure your disease.”
     And so, her friends went away in search of a cure, and once again Maggie was very lonely.
     For three days Maggie’s friends did everything they could to find a cure for the disease. The doctor worked hard in the laboratory but couldn’t discover any medicine that could help the little girl. The minister prayed every day and every night that Maggie would be healed of her disease, but the little girl was still sick. The magician looked through all the magic books, but there were no spells or potions that could cure Maggie’s disease. All three of Maggie’s friends were very sad for they felt that they had failed.
     After the three days were over, the doctor, the minister, and the magician returned to Maggie’s house and told her the bad news. “We’re sorry,” they said, “but we couldn’t find a cure. We did our best.” And the three friends began to cry.
     “Don’t cry,” said Maggie. “Before I was sick, I had many friends, but now they’re all afraid to visit me. This disease I have is a terrible one, but it’s nothing compared to the loneliness I’ve felt these last few days. I now know loneliness is the worse disease of all.
     “Right now, the medicine I need most is your friendship.
     “The prayer I need most is for you to simply be with me.
     “And the magic I need most is your love.”
     And so, the doctor, the minister, and the magician gathered around the little girl and laid their hands upon her. In the silence that followed, it is said that they found the cure.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/cure 

3.10: Angel of the Battlefield, Clara Barton by Betsy Hill Williams (1,515 words)
     Teach participants these sounds and actions. Invite them to listen for your cues to act them out during the story.
1. Gallop a gallop a gallop (slapping hands on legs)
2. Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop (slapping hands on floor)
3. Taking care of you (patting your neighbor on the shoulder)
4. ABCs and 123s (just repeating the words)
     “Hang on tight to the mane!” Clara heard her brother call as she galloped bareback across the field. (Gallop a gallop a gallop) Clara was only five years old, but already her older brothers and sisters had taught her to do more than most five-year-olds did—especially in 1826! She was the baby of the family, and she loved learning to read, spell, and do arithmetic. Clara lived with her family on a farm in North Oxford, Massachusetts.
     Every Sunday, Clara’s family drove five miles in a horse and carriage to the Universalist church. (Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop) Clara’s father had helped to build that church and Clara never forgot the Universalist teachings she learned there. She learned that God is love, and that all lives are precious gifts that should not be destroyed.
     When her family was not with her, Clara was very shy. This worried her parents, so they sent her away to school when she was nine years old. They hoped she would make friends and forget to be shy. But Clara was so homesick she asked to come home.
     When Clara was eleven, her brother David fell from the top of their new barn and was badly hurt. The doctor said he might die. “Please,” begged Clara, “let me be David’s nurse! I’ll take very good care of him!” Her parents and the doctor agreed to let Clara try, so she stopped going to school. (Taking care of you) Clara stayed with David day and night. She fed him, gave him his medicine, and changed his bed. This was Clara’s first job as a nurse and she did it cheerfully every day for two years!
     When she was seventeen, Clara took her first job outside of home. She taught a class of forty participants, from four years old to thirteen years old—all in one room! (ABCs and 123s) Clara heard that some of the boys liked to make trouble for the teacher, so on the first day at recess, she offered to play baseball with them. They were surprised to see that she could throw a ball just as hard as they could, and run just as fast! The boys felt a deep respect for their new teacher, and Clara never had to spank or hit her students with a ruler the way other teachers did in those days.
     A few years later, a friend in Bordentown, New Jersey, asked Clara to start a public school. (ABCs and 123s) Some people there didn’t like the idea of public schools that were free, but that didn’t scare Clara away. It just made her feel even more sure that she wanted to start the public school. She offered to open a school for participants of all ages and teach without any pay for three months. The school board agreed to give her an old building. On the first day, only six students came to class. But Clara was so popular and such a good teacher that soon there were six hundred participants coming! The town built a new, eight-room schoolhouse. Clara wanted to be the principal of the new school, but in those days, nobody would hire a woman to do that job. Instead, the townspeople asked Clara to be the “female assistant”. Her pay would be only half the amount of money the town would pay a man to be the principal. Clara felt this was unfair so she gave up teaching and moved to Washington, D.C. to find a new career. (Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop)
     Clara was living and working in Washington when the Civil War broke out. She saw that the soldiers who were coming home from the war were hungry and they needed clothes and bandages for their wounds. The government was not able to help so many soldiers. Clara saw what they needed, and she used her own money to buy food and clothes for the soldiers. She wrote to the newspapers and asked them to tell people what the soldiers needed. People gave blankets, medicines, and other supplies. (Taking care of you)
     Then news came from the battlefields that medicine and food did not get to the soldiers. Wounded soldiers fell to the ground and lay there without food or water. Many died of thirst or cold because there was no one to take them to the army hospitals. There were no women nurses to help them. In those days people thought that women were not strong enough to take care of soldiers or be near a war! Seeing women on the firing line shocked the soldiers.
     But Clara knew she must do exactly what most people thought no woman could do. At first the Army laughed at the idea, but Clara kept right on asking until she got permission to go to the front lines of the battle. With a wagon full of supplies pulled by four mules, she came to a battlefield in Virginia at midnight. (Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop) The army doctor who was in charge was very tired and he had completely run out of supplies. Clara went to work cooking and taking care of the wounded right away. (Taking care of you) She even learned to take bullets out of wounded soldiers with a penknife! Later the army surgeon wrote, “If heaven ever sent out a holy angel, she must be the one!” After that, Clara was known as “The Angel of the Battlefield.”
     For fourteen battles, Clara brought supplies and took care of wounded soldiers from both sides, Confederate (South) and Union (North). (Taking care of you) She nursed anybody who needed help, because she still believed what she learned in her Universalist church when she was a child: that every life was precious. She said, “I have no enemies.”
     Once, she was kneeling beside an injured man, giving him water, when a bullet tore through the sleeve of her dress. It hit the man and killed him instantly. Another time she barely escaped from a battle by jumping onto a horse and then leaping from the horse onto a moving train! (Gallop a gallop a gallop)
     When the war ended, eighty thousand men were missing from the Union armies. Every day, Clara would hear from women and children who wanted help to find their loved ones. President Abraham Lincoln asked Clara to come to the White House to help him work on this problem. Two weeks later, President Lincoln was shot and killed. Clara was working by herself again. With money President Lincoln gave her, and some of her own money, Clara set up an office. She asked prisoners and others who had been in the war about what had happened to the missing people. She wrote down what they told her and kept the information to help find the missing soldiers.
     Soon the money ran out and Clara needed to raise more. Since there was no TV or radio in those days, people would buy tickets to hear speeches about what was happening in the country. Clara began to give lectures about what she had seen during the war. It was hard for Clara to speak in front of hundreds of people. She was still shy. “I would rather stand on the battlefield, than speak at a public meeting,” she once said. But large crowds came to hear her wherever she went, and she was able to make enough money to keep her office going. After two years of public speaking, she lost her voice and had to quit.
     Clara’s doctor suggested she go to Europe to rest. In Geneva, Switzerland, Clara learned about a new organization called the International Red Cross. This organization was started to help soldiers in battle no matter whose side they were on. (Taking care of you) Clara went back to the United States and talked to the American lawmakers and asked them to join this organization. She wanted them to sign the Geneva Treaty. This treaty was a promise by all the countries who signed it. The promise meant that during a war, doctors and nurses could take care of the sick and wounded soldiers no matter what country they were from. It was not easy, but she finally convinced the lawmakers. In 1882, the United States became a member of the International Association of the Red Cross.
     But Clara didn’t stop there. She had an idea. Why should the Red Cross only help people during wars? Why not use the Red Cross to help people in all kinds of disasters like forest fires, floods, and earthquakes? She explained her idea to other countries, and many foreign leaders gave her medals for her work. Clara was president of the American Red Cross for twenty-three years and a Red Cross worker until she was eighty-three!
     The next time you take Red Cross swimming lessons, learn Red Cross first aid, or read about the Red Cross coming to the rescue in a disaster, remember Clara. She was a shy but very brave young Universalist girl who grew up to start the American Red Cross!
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session16/angel

3.11: The Empty Pot (711 words)
Adapted from The Empty Pot by Demi (New York: Henry Holt, 1990); permission pending.
     Long, long ago, the Emperor of an ancient land was old and dying. He loved children but had none of his own. So, the Emperor decided to choose one of the children of his land to be the next Emperor.
     The Emperor also loved plants, and of these, he had many. So nobody was surprised by the test he offered the children of the land.
     The Emperor called all the children to his palace. He said, “I will give one seed to each of you. Come back in one year. When I see what you have grown from your seeds, I will choose the next Emperor.”
     The children ran from the palace smiling. All they had to do was grow a seed and they would be Emperor. But a year is a long time. Most of the children decided to wait a while to do their planting, and as the year went by, many children forgot their seeds.
     But one child, a boy named Chen, took care of his seed right away. Just like the Emperor himself, Chen loved plants. Chen carefully carried the Emperor’s seed home, sealing it securely in his hands so it wouldn’t fall, but not so tightly that it might crush.
     As soon as he got home, Chen found a clay pot made by his Grandfather. He thought that pot would be just right to grow his seed. He washed the pot and dried it carefully. Next Chen found rich, black soil that had many worms in it to make it nourishing. Chen filled the pot with the soil. Then he planted his seed, carefully covering it with the soil.
     Chen set the pot in the sun. Each day, he lightly sprinkled water on the seed. But nothing grew from the seed. Nothing at all.
     Some weeks went by. The other children boasted to each other of the wonderful large plants they had grown, but Chen’s seed did not grow. He tried moving the pot to another window. He tried watering his plant more, and even singing to his plant. But no matter what Chen did, his seed did not grow.
     Then, a year had passed. It was time to return to the Emperor. Chen was ashamed that his seed had not grown.
     His wise Grandfather said, “You did your best, Chen. You were caring and patient. Be honest with the Emperor and explain that you did your best. It will be enough.”
     So Chen returned to the palace with his empty pot held carefully in his arms. The children lined up to present their plants. The first child had a large plant with thick leaves, a ginseng plant that could be used to make paper and medicine. The next child had a eucalyptus plant, a healthy, strong plant that soon would become a tree big enough to produce food for many animals. By the time Chen’s turn came, he was so sad about his empty pot.
     Feeling very embarrassed, Chen held his empty pot up for the Emperor to see. Chen explained how he had lovingly cared for his seed. Chen talked about his love for his Grandfather who had made the pot. He told the Emperor everything he had done to care for the seed, and how sad he felt that the seed would not grow.
     The Emperor smiled and spoke. “There is only one among you who is honest enough to be the Emperor,” he said. “The seeds that I gave you had been boiled so they would never grow. These wonderful plants some children have shown me did not come from the seeds I gave them.”
     Now some of the other children looked ashamed, because they had not been honest. And the Emperor knew it. “Only one child cared for the seed even when it did not grow,” the Emperor said. “Only Chen gave the seed all it needed and asked for nothing. Only Chen was honest enough to show me an empty pot. Chen will be the new Emperor.”
     Chen moved to the Emperor’s palace with his Grandfather. The old Emperor taught him many things, about gardening and much more. And when the Emperor died, he was smiling, because he knew that Chen would care for his land with love and honesty.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session13/60162.shtml

3.12: The Penguin Family (495 words)
     At the Central Park Zoo in New York City, there were two penguins named Roy and Silo, who adored each other. It is typical for penguins to find a partner, a mate – one other penguin that is special to them. Usually, it is one female and one male penguin that like each other and become a penguin couple. They have fun together and help each other out.
     When a female lays an egg, her partner takes turns with her, sitting on the egg to keep it warm so it will hatch. Then a baby penguin pokes out of its shell to be born, and the two penguins become its parents and take care of it together.
     Well, Roy and Silo were partners. The zookeepers could all see that they did everything together that the other penguin couples did. They talked to each other in penguin language. They swam together. They would wrap their necks around each other to show their affection. But one thing they did not do was lay an egg and take turns sitting on it. Only female penguins lay eggs, and Roy and Silo were both males.
     The zookeepers could see that Roy and Silo wanted to be penguin parents, though. One time, a zookeeper saw that Roy and Silo were taking turns sitting on a rock. The rock was shaped like a penguin egg. Roy and Silo were keeping it warm so it would hatch. Of course, the rock would never hatch into a baby penguin.
     Then the zookeepers noticed that another pair of penguins, one female and one male, had two eggs that they were trying to keep warm at the same time. The zookeepers knew that this would be very hard for them to do. They decided to give both eggs a good chance to hatch into baby penguins, and at the same time give Roy and Silo a chance to become penguin parents.
     The zookeepers gave Roy and Silo the egg that needed to be kept warm. First Roy sat on the egg, and then Silo. They took turns keeping the egg warm, just like the other penguin partners. And finally, one day, Roy and Silo’s egg began to hatch. And out popped a perfectly healthy baby girl penguin.
     The zookeepers welcomed the new baby penguin with the name “Tango.” A tango is a dance for two dancers. To dance a tango, the partners have to stand very close together and understand each other’s movements. When two tango dancers have a good partnership, their dancing looks very lovely and graceful. The way Roy and Silo were such good partners together reminded the zookeepers of a beautiful tango dance.
     After Tango was born, Roy and Silo did what parents do. They kept Tango warm. They brought her food in their beaks and fed it to her. And in a few months, Tango was ready to do most things for herself. Her parents Roy and Silo raised her very well.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session10/60097.shtml 

3.13: Oshun Loses Her Beauty, based on a Santerian story (601 words)
Special thanks to Lesley Murdoch for her insights to Afro-Caribbean religions. 
     The Orisha are gods that came originally from Nigeria, in West Africa, as part of the Yoruba religion. The gods travelled with African people who were stolen as slaves from Africa and brought to North and Central America. Today, a religion named Santeria is based on these gods and is practiced in Cuba, Brazil, and parts of Central America. We also have practitioners here in the United States. Though stories about the Orisha may not mean the same to us as they do to Santerians, we can find great wisdom in them and we are thankful for being allowed to share them.
     Olodumare, the Creator God, sits far up in the heavens. Other gods, Orishas, like to leave the sky and walk amongst the people on earth. All the Orishas have things they are in charge of:
     Yemaya rules over the seas and lakes. She is called the Mother of All and protects pregnant women.
     Shango rules over thunder, lightning, fire, and the dance. He loves the drums and having fun.
     Eleggua is the god of doors and roads. He carries messages between humans and Orisha.
     Oshun is the youngest goddess. She is found in the sweet waters of the world, such as streams and rivers. She is also the goddess of fertility.
      Once, some of the Orisha decided they were tired of obeying Olodumare. He sat so far away. What did he know about running the universe? They had control over all things on earth. They thought he was no longer needed.
     Olodumare knew the other Orisha were rebelling. He could have struck them down, but he decided to withhold the rains instead. Without the rain, the earth dried up. The rivers, lakes, and streams ran dry. No crops grew; animals were dying. Humans, too. The people cried out to the Orisha, “Save us! What have we done to anger you?”
     The Orisha heard their cries. They knew that it was they, not the humans that had angered Oloddumare. They pleaded with him to bring the rain. But Olodumare was too far away and did not hear.
     They asked for forgiveness and promised to obey him again. But Olodumare was too far away and did not hear.
     Several of the Orisha tried to ascend into the heavens, but they could not reach Olodumare.
     Oshun asked if she could try. The other Orisha laughed at her. “How can someone so small and young do what her elders could not? Just go back to sitting there, looking pretty.” Oshun persisted. Finally, out of sheer desperation, the other Orisha agreed that she could try. They did not expect her to succeed.
     Oshun turned herself in a beautiful peacock. She flew off towards the heaven. It was so far away, that her feathers begin to fall off. As she reached the sun, her colorful feathers were scorched and all the delicate feathers burned off her head. Yet she was determined to reach Olodumare and she flew on.
     When Oshun thought she could not fly another mile, she reached the home of the Creator god, Olodumare. She collapsed in his arms and he saw that the beautiful peacock had been transformed into a vulture. Olodumare took Oshun and nursed her back to health.
     “Your bravery and determination have softened my heart. I will bring the rains,” said Olodumare. And he did. “From now on, you, dear vulture, will be the Messenger of the house of Olodumare and I will communicate only through you.”
     Oshun, as a vulture, returned to earth to honor and praise. Her gifts of determination and inner strength had saved the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session13/oshun 

3.14: Care Trees for Kenya (543 words)
     When Wangari Maathai was a little girl growing up in central Kenya in Africa, the land was green, the streams full, and the trees grew thick and lush. To help her family with meals, Wangari gathered firewood from the trees around her village.
     On her first day gathering, her mother told her “Don’t collect any firewood from a fig tree.” Wangari asked “Why not?” Her mother answered, “That is a tree of God. We don’t cut it, we don’t burn it, we don’t use it all.” And so Wangari was careful, along with the rest of the village, to let the fig trees live a good long time. She didn’t know it then, but the roots of the strong tree helped water come to the surface from deep below the earth. Until they fell to the ground naturally of old age, the fig trees helped the Kenyan soil stay rich and alive.
     Wangari was a smart girl and worked hard in school. When she grew up, she went to America to study biology in college.
     But when Wangari returned six years later, Kenya had changed. Many trees had been cut to make way for new buildings and large coffee and tea plantations. In some places, the land was bare and the streams had dried up. Even the fig trees had been cut. And no one had thought to put in new trees. Kenya was becoming a desert. That was hard for the birds, insects, and many other animals.
     It was also hard for the people. Soon Wangari was hearing from the women of Kenya that many people did not have enough to eat. Clean water was hard to find and so was firewood for cooking. Wangari listened to the women who spoke to her, and she began to get an idea.
     Wangari’s idea to help everything was to plant trees. She planted small seedling trees in her own back yard, right in the city. When she saw the trees grow strong and green, she taught the women in her village to plant trees and gave them seedlings to plant. When other women saw the village turn green again, they wanted to plant trees too. Soon Wangari started a nursery and gave tree seedlings to women all over Kenya. She paid them money for each tree planted and kept alive, which helped them to buy food.
     Some people laughed and said that women could not plant trees, but more and more women planted trees. And dried, brown land in Kenya turned soft and green again. But the cutting of trees continued. Wangari tried to protect the trees and told the tree cutters to stop. She did not believe so much building was needed. But powerful people disagreed. Wangari was arrested and went to jail for what she believed in. But others continued to plant trees and protect those that were still alive. Eventually, Wangari was released from jail.
     As more trees were planted, the desert was pushed away and the land came back to life. Streams flowed once more. The soil became rich and healthy again. More and more people helped plant trees. By 2004, when Wangari won the Nobel Peace Prize, more than 30 million trees had been planted. Kenya was green again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop8/288840.shtml 

3.15: Henry Bergh (702 words)
Adapted from “The Story of Henry Bergh and the First Humane Society” in the curriculum Holidays and Holy Days by Charlene Brotman and Barbara Marshfield (Brotman Marsh-Field Curriculums). Copyright 1983. Used by permission.
     Sometimes, anger can be a good thing. Henry Bergh’s anger was.
     Bergh was a Unitarian who lived in the 1800s. He was also the man who founded the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and it was his anger about the way people often treated animals which got him started.
Bergh was a rich man who liked wearing silk hats and fancy vests. He loved the opera, and he traveled a lot in Europe. When he was 50, President Abraham Lincoln asked him to go to Russia as a diplomat. There, Bergh saw a man whipping a horse. He asked a policeman to stop the beating, but the policeman said the man owned the horse and could do anything he wanted to it. People who saw Bergh trying to interfere gathered around and shook their fists at him. Bergh had to leave, but he remembered what had happened.
     He also remembered what he had seen at home in America—overworked and beaten horses, dog pits where people bet on which dogs would kill the others, fights to the death between roosters or between bulldogs and bears, and pigeon shoots where birds were blinded in one eye so they would fly around crazily while wealthy hunters tried to shoot them.
     After leaving Russia, Bergh went to England, where he met the president of the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. This organization had the power to stop people from abusing animals. Bergh realized he could start a group like it in the United States. In 1866, he did just that—he created the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals—the ASPCA.
Bergh helped New York State pass a law-making abuse of animals illegal. But he did not stop there. As president of the ASPCA, the city and state of New York gave him power to arrest people and take them to court. Soon he seemed to be everywhere at once, investigating cruelty, closing down dog pits and rooster fights, making dairy farmers clean up their barns. His battle to stop cruelty to animals became known as “Bergh’s War.”
     Bergh made a lot of people angry right back at him. They called him “The Great Meddler,” drew nasty cartoons about him and sent threatening letters with skulls and crossbones. One man attacked Bergh with an iron bar, but swung and missed. Other men threw fish heads and chicken guts at him.
     But Bergh did not stop. When people gathered around while he was making an arrest on the street, Bergh preached kindness. He felt it would be a greater triumph to plant kindness in people’s hearts than to build a new railroad across America, as some other men were then doing.
     The ASPCA was active, but it was poor. Then an old man sent for Bergh. When Bergh entered the shabby little home, the old man said, “I’ve been reading about you in the papers. I like what you are doing for animals. I am ill, and I know I am dying. I’m going to leave everything in my will to the ASPCA.”
Bergh thanked the old man, without expecting his gift to be of much help. But after the man died, Bergh found out he had been a millionaire who had lived as a miser. Now the ASPCA could move out of a small rental room into a building of its own. Now it could grow.
     Within five years, Societies for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals had sprung up in 19 states and Canada.
     One day Henry Bergh learned about a case of cruelty involving a small girl instead of an animal. He rescued her, and then, with other leaders, helped start the New York Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. This was the first time people in the United States had organized to protect children.
     By the time Bergh died, the meddling his anger had driven him to do had accomplished great things. People wrote poems about him and built monuments to him. The best monuments to him are not statues. They are organizations and volunteers all over the world that protect children and animals—some right near here.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session11/157390.shtml 

3.16: The Dog and the Heartless King (1,092 words)
Adapted, with permission, from “The Heartless King,” an Indian folk tale adapted by Sophia Fahs in From Long Ago and Many Lands, second edition, by Sophia Fahs and Patricia Hoertdoerfer and illustrated by Cyrus Leroy Baldridge (Boston: Skinner House Books, 1995).
     Once upon a time there lived a king who cared for nobody but himself. He had grown rich from the high taxes he had forced his people to pay, while they had become poorer and poorer. He lived in a gorgeous palace, while the poor people who built it for him still lived in thatched huts and tumble-down hovels. The king’s table was always heaped with delicious foods, while most of his people had only one plain meal a day, and sometimes not even that. But the heartless king did not care. If he had what he wanted, that was enough for him.
     One day a hunter came to the palace gate, intending to teach the heartless king a lesson. The hunter brought with him an enormous dog. The king was fond of hunting and this enormous dog fascinated him. So, the hunter and the dog were both welcomed into the palace grounds.
     But the enormous dog was no ordinary dog, and her bark was like the roar of thunder. The first time she opened her big mouth and barked, the awful noise shook the walls of the palace and frightened the king and all his courtiers. If the dog had stopped with one or two barks, the matter might have been forgotten.
     But again and again, her fierce roaring shook the palace and the Earth itself. Before long there was no resting between barks. Nobody in the palace could hear themselves talk. The king was desperate and sent for the hunter.
     He asked, “Why does your dog make such a deafening noise?”
     “The dog is hungry,” said the hunter.
     Immediately the king ordered that a big plateful of meat be brought. In almost no time at all, the enormous dog licked the plate clean. Then at once she began barking again.
     A second plateful of meat was brought. This the dog disposed of just as quickly as the first. Again, the dog began barking.
     Over and over the plate was filled, and over and over the enormous dog quickly ate the whole plateful and began barking as loudly as ever. The king was angry. He called the hunter and said:
     “You and your dog must leave the palace at once. We cannot endure this deafening noise any longer.” But the hunter was firm.
     “Your Majesty, we have been sent to you by One greater than you are. We are here to stay.” The king was frightened. He grasped the arms of his chair and stared at the hunter. The king was not accustomed to having anyone speak to him in this manner.
     “Will nothing satisfy the hunger of your enormous dog?” the king said at last.
     “Nothing that is easy for you to give,” said the hunter. “Your Majesty, there are people in this kingdom who are eating all the food and who are not sharing it with those who do the work in the field to make the food grow. As a result, there are people who are always hungry. This dog feels the hunger of every person in this kingdom who does not have enough food to eat. As long as even one person is hungry, this dog will be hungry and he will keep barking.”
     On hearing the hunter say this, the king was even more frightened than ever. It had never entered his thoughts that he had been doing anything wrong. He had thought that the people of his kingdom were simply supposed to always do exactly what he wanted. It had never occurred to him that a king should think of the happiness of anyone except himself.
     He was now angry from his head to his feet, inside and outside. Either he would go mad hearing the continuous barking of that enormous dog, or else something would have to be done and that very quickly. So, he called his wise advisors together and said: “What shall I do?”
     The wise ones bowed their heads and walked off to think over the question together. (Leader — You may wish to pause here, and ask the children what the king should do.) But try as hard as they could, the advisors could see only two possible solutions. Either the enormous dog must be killed, or else every hungry person in the kingdom must be fed. No one was willing to kill the dog. So, that meant there was only one thing left to do. Everybody in the kingdom must somehow be fed. The wise advisors were very clear in their minds about it. They returned to the king and told him plainly what had to be done. They had to shout, of course, because the enormous dog was still barking. The king hesitated no longer.
     “Put all the servants on the palace grounds to work at once!” he commanded. “Go to the storerooms and get all the bags of rice you can find. Pile them high on carts. Take also meat from my cupboards and gather vegetables and fruits from my gardens. Send servants out with these loaded carts into all the towns and villages in my kingdom. Command the servants to find all the people who are hungry. Give them generously of these foods, and keep on giving food until not a single person in the land is hungry.”
     The advisors hurried away to do as their king commanded. Soon there was shouting and laughing, hustling and bustling all over the palace. In fact, the royal servants made so much noise that they could hardly hear the barking of the enormous dog. Presently a long line of carts, piled high with bags and baskets of food, rolled out through the palace gate. All day long, and day after day, the carts kept going until they had gone to every village in the land and until food was taken to every house where somebody was hungry.
    At last the day came when the enormous dog really stopped barking and lay down quietly beside the king’s chair. The dog was satisfied. All the people inside the palace ground were happy and at peace in their minds. Everywhere in the land, the people were contented.
     For the next few years the enormous dog stayed by the king’s side to be sure the king never reverted to his old ways. A few times the dog barked to remind the king about justice, and each time the king remembered the important lesson he had learned.
     Finally, the dog was convinced the king truly understood the meaning of justice. One morning, she simply got up, walked out of the palace, and went to bark for justice in a new land.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session13/story-1 

3.17: The Very Short Rule by Sophia Lyon Fahs (1,203 words)
From Long Ago and Many Lands by Sophia Lyon Fahs, second edition (Boston: Skinner House, 1995).
     When Jesus came into town, someone who knew him was sure to pass the word around. A plan would be worked out for him to be at a certain place when evening came and the day’s work was done. Then men and women who had to work during the day could gather and listen to what Jesus had to say.
     Sometimes they would find him in the house of a friend. And the number of people who would come might fill the whole house and the street outside, too. Other times they would follow Jesus to the lake. He and some of his fishermen friends would step into a boat. They would anchor it near the shore. The people would sit on the rocks and grass nearby, and Jesus would stand up in the boat and talk to everybody.
     Sometimes there were men and women who listened to Jesus who were very much discouraged. Some were so poor they did not get enough to eat. Some had sick children to take care of at home. Some were old and crippled and always in pain. Some felt that nobody cared for them. They were always given the meanest jobs to do and they were always being scolded because they did not do them well enough.
     There were others who felt it was scarcely worth while trying to be good at all. No one was ever pleased with what they did no matter how hard they tried.
     These people went regularly once a week to the synagogue on the Sabbath. They heard the Bible read to them, but they could not remember all that they heard, so they did not do all that they were told they ought to do. They knew they were not praying as often as they were told to pray, but it was so hard to remember the words to say. They knew they were not giving as much as they were told to give to the synagogue, but they had so little to live on, how could they give more? They admitted that they did some work on the Sabbath while the teachers said they should never do any work at all on that day. But the hours in the week were not long enough to get everything done that had to be done to keep the children from starving.
     Often, they would go home after listening to Jesus, and they would remember just one little story or one short sentence that Jesus had said. But that little bit they remembered a long, long time, because, somehow, they liked to remember it.
     Such people as these were naturally discouraged. They felt all the time that their teachers were not pleased with them. If their teachers were not pleased, then probably God was not pleased either. This thought made them feel even more discouraged.
     One day as Jesus was sitting in a boat and the people were squatting on the rocks along the shore, one of these discouraged men asked a question. “I am a shepherd,” he said. “I have to spend long hours in the open fields. When eating time comes, I cannot always find a brook where I can wash my hands before I eat. It is the rule, is it not, that a man should always wash his hands before eating? Do you think, Jesus, that I am a bad man because I have to eat my lunch without washing my hands?”
     “Certainly not,” said Jesus with a smile. “You are not a bad man simply because you eat without washing your hands when you are in the fields and cannot do so. Unwashed hands cannot make a person bad anyway. Goodness and badness are inside of you, not in your skin.”
     Then a woman spoke up and asked another question. “There are many of us here, Jesus, who have never learned to read. We have not gone to school. We have not been able to study the laws in the Bible. We can’t remember all the laws the preachers in the synagogue tell us about. There seem to be hundreds of laws the preachers say we must follow if we want to please God. But we simply cannot remember them all. Do you think, Jesus, that we are bad because we can’t remember all the laws? Our other teachers seem to think we are no good just because we don’t know much.”
     Then Jesus would encourage these people. He would say: “For many years, our teachers have been adding more and more laws to the ones that are in the Bible. They have meant to help us but what they have really done is to make living a good life so hard that none of us can be counted good.
     “I say to you, friends, that being good is not just obeying a large number of rules. You could obey every single one of the rules the teachers have made, and still not be really good. Whether one is good or not depends on how one feels inside in one’s heart. Do you feel hateful or loving toward others? Do you feel angry or patient with the person who hurts you? Those are the things that count.”
     “That kind of talk sounds good, Jesus,” said a man who had been busy all day long hauling stones for building a road. “But I wish you would tell us in just one sentence what is most important so that we can’t forget.”
     Jesus smiled at this and said: “Your wish reminds me of what someone once said to Hillel, that great teacher of ours of whom you all have heard. The story is told of how a student one day said to Hillel: ‘Tell me, Rabbi, what all the laws put together mean and tell me so simply that I can hear it all while I stand on one foot.’” At this everyone laughed.
     “Hillel gave the student a very good answer and a very short one,” said Jesus. “Hillel said: ‘Never do to anyone else the kind of thing that is hateful to you. This is all the laws put together. All the rest is just an explanation of that one short rule.’” Then Jesus added his own thought.
     “I would say this rule in just a little different way. I would say it this way. Do those things to others that you ‘Would like to have others do to you?”
     “That’s a good rule,” said the workman who had asked the question. “I could have stood on one foot easily while you said that.”
     “Try the rule,” said Jesus. “It doesn’t take long to say it, but it may take a long time to learn to follow it.”
     When his talk was over, the people got up from the ground and walked along the shore to their homes. Some of them seemed very much relieved. Jesus had given them something they could understand and something they could not forget.
     “Do those things to others that you would like to have others do to you.” It was a very short rule, but one that is still remembered after nearly two thousand years. We call it our Golden Rule.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session4/118229.shtml  

3.18: The Farmer on the Hill, a wisdom tale from Japan (489 words)
     On the top of the hill lived the village curmudgeon.
     No one knew why the farmer was so ornery, yet he never seemed to have a kind word to say.
     No one knew why he was so inhospitable, yet he would not even open his door to visitors.
     No one knew why he lived isolated, at the top of a hill that was difficult to traverse, yet it was rumored that he had moved there after the death of his young son.
     What everyone did know, was that he wanted to be left alone. And alone he was.
    It was time for the festival. Everyone in the village would be there—except for the farmer at the top of the hill. The women sang, the men told tall tales, and the children played, screaming at the top of their lungs as they ripped and ran, trailing long streamers behind them.
     It was all the noise that brought the farmer at the top of the hill outside. “What is all the commotion?” he wondered aloud. Looking down the hill, he could see the village festivities. But it was not the bright sights of the celebration that took his breath away. For looking beyond the village, out to the nearby sea, the farmer saw a huge wave rolling toward the shore with tremendous speed. Though he had never witnessed one, he knew what this was: a tsunami.
     Though his house was safe, up upon the hill, the tsunami was heading straight for the village.
     The farmer yelled out a warning. But because of the festivities, no one could hear him.
     He jumped up and down and waved his arms. But because everyone was having so much fun together, no one saw him. The farmer was frantic. How could he stop the tsunami from drowning the entire village?
     Suddenly, he knew. Though he might be ornery and inhospitable, he knew the village people were not. They had always reached out to him with kindness. The farmer did the only thing he could think to do. With no concern for his own safety, he rushed into his fields and lit all his crops afire.
     A raging inferno ensued, as the dry vegetation quickly wilted and crumbled in the flames. Who saw the flames first? No one knew. Perhaps a bright-eyed child, or an elder with a nose finely attuned for smoke. Whoever it was, the cry of, “Fire!” spread quickly and all the festivities stopped as the villagers’ eyes turned toward the hill.
     “Quick! Get buckets of water! We have to save the farmer and his land!”
And everyone did. All the villagers rushed up the hill—with buckets, with blankets, and with no concern for their own safety.
     They reached the top and doused the last of the flames. By then, all the farmer’s crops were destroyed. Yet no one from the village drowned in the tsunami. And they all knew why.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop10/194607.shtml 

3.19: The Great Kapok Tree, a Tale of the Amazon Rain Forest (916 words)
Book by Lynne Cherry (A Gulliver Green Book), (Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1990); permission pending
     Two men walked into the rain forest. Moments before, the forest had been alive with the sounds of squawking birds and howling monkeys. Now all was quiet as the creatures watched the two men and wondered why they had come. The larger man stopped and pointed to a great Kapok tree. Then he left.
     The smaller man took an ax he carried and struck the trunk of the tree. Whack! Whack! Whack! The sounds of the blows rang through the forest. The wood of the tree was very hard. Chop! Chop! Chop! The man wiped off the sweat that ran down his face and neck. Whack! Chop! Whack! Chop! Soon the man grew tired. He sat down to rest at the foot of the great Kapok tree. Before he knew it, the heat and hum of the forest had lulled him to sleep.
     A boa constrictor lived in the Kapok tree. He slithered down its trunk to where the man was sleeping. He looked at the gash the ax had made in the tree. Then the huge snake slid very close to the man and hissed in his ear: “Senhor, this tree is a tree of miracles. It is my home, where generations of my ancestors have lived. Do not chop it down.”
     A bee buzzed in the sleeping man’s ear: “Senhor, my hive is in this Kapok tree, and I fly from tree to tree and flower to flower collecting pollen. In this way I pollinate the trees and flowers throughout the rain forest. You see, all living things depend on one another.”
     A troupe of monkeys scampered down from the canopy of the Kapok tree. They chattered to the sleeping man: “Senhor, we have seen the ways of man. You chop down one tree, then come back for another and another. The roots of these great trees will wither and die, and there will be nothing left to hold the earth in place. When the heavy rains come, the soil will be washed away and the forest will become a desert.”
     A toucan, a macaw, and a cock-of-the-rock flew down from the canopy. “Senhor!” squawked the toucan, “you must not cut down this tree. We have flown over the rain forest and seen what happens once you begin to chop down the trees. Many people settle on the land. They set fires to clear the underbrush, and soon the forest disappears. Where once there was life and beauty only black and smoldering ruins remain.”
     A bright and small tree frog crawled along the edge of a leaf. In a squeaky voice he piped in the man’s ear: “Senhor, a ruined rain forest means ruined lives... many ruined lives. You will leave many of us homeless if you chop down this great Kapok tree.
     A jaguar had been sleeping along a branch in the middle of the tree. Because his spotted coat blended into the dappled light and shadows of the understory, no one had noticed him. Now he leapt down and padded silently over to the sleeping man. He growled in his ear: “Senhor, the Kapok tree is home to many birds and animals. If you cut it down, where will I find my dinner?”
    Four tree porcupines swung down from branch to branch and whispered to the man: “Senhor, do you know what we animals need in order to live? Oxygen. And, Senhor, do you know what trees produce? Oxygen! If you cut down the forests you will destroy that which gives us all life.”
     Several anteaters climbed down the Kapok tree with their young clinging to their backs. The unstriped anteater said to the sleeping man: “Senhor, you are chopping down this tree with no thought for the future. And surely you know that what happens tomorrow depends upon what you do today. The big man tells you to chop down a beautiful tree. He does not think of his own children, who tomorrow must live in a world without trees.”
     A three-toed sloth had begun climbing down from the canopy when the men first appeared. Only now did she reach the ground. Plodding ever so slowly over to the sleeping man, she spoke in her deep and lazy voice: “Senhor, how much is beauty worth? Can you live without it? If you destroy the beauty of the rain forest, on what would you feast your eyes?”
     A child from the Yanomamo tribe who lived in the rain forest knelt over the sleeping man. He murmured in his ear: “Senhor, when you awake, please look upon us all with new eyes.”
     The man awoke with a start. Before him stood the rain forest child, and all around him, staring, were the creatures who depended upon the great Kapok tree. What wondrous and rare animals they were!
     The man looked about and saw the sun streaming through the canopy. Spots of bright light glowed like jewels amidst the dark green forest. Strange and beautiful plants seemed to dangle in the air, suspended from the great Kapok tree. The man smelled the fragrant perfume of their flowers. He felt the steamy mist rising from the forest floor. But he heard no sound, for the creatures were strangely silent.
     The man stood and picked up his ax. He swung back his arm as though to strike the tree. Suddenly he stopped. He turned and looked at the animals and the child. He hesitated. Then he dropped the ax and walked out of the rain forest.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session14/170354.shtml 

3.20: One Flower in a Field (1,252 words)
Adapted from “One Flower in a Field” by Joshua Searle-White, in Magic Wanda’s Travel Emporium: Tales of Love, Hate and Things in Between (Boston: Skinner House, 2007).
     Once upon a time there was a field. It had dry grass, brambles and thistles, and high places and low places, and rocks scattered around, and a stream that passed alongside. And scattered around, here, there and everywhere, were flowers. Buttercups and tulips, coneflowers and lupines, all kinds of bright, beautiful flowers growing up out of the dry grass.
     Now, you may ask, how could these flowers grow when the field was so dry? The answer is that next to each flower was a hole in the ground. And in each hole lived an animal whose job it was to tend that flower.
     Most were rabbits, but there were hedgehogs and field mice and even a badger or two. Every morning, each animal would come out of its hole, hop or scurry down to the stream, and use a leaf to scoop up some water. Then they would each carry their leaf back and water their flower.
     In a little gully in this field, next to a tall sunflower, lived a rabbit. Every day she would go down to the stream and get some water for her sunflower. She loved that flower. It was tall and bright, strong and healthy, and she took very good care of it.
     One afternoon, the rabbit decided to hop up to the top of a little hill alongside her gully. When she got to the top, she saw something she had never seen before. Down a ways, she saw a flower. It might have been a daisy, but it was hard to tell. This flower looked in bad shape.
     Now, why had she never seen that flower before? It’s not that big a mystery. She had just never climbed that particular little hill to look in that direction. Of course, she knew the field was full of flowers. She may have heard some were not doing quite as well as her sunflower. But she’d never actually seen one that looked as bad as this.
     She hopped down the hill to take a closer look, and then, she began to understand. This flower needed water. Its stem was bent. Its petals were wilting in the heat. The ground around it was parched and dry. The rabbit felt bad that a flower could be so neglected. And then she did... nothing.
     Even though the flower looked terrible, it was just one flower in a field, after all. The field had plenty of other flowers that were doing fine. The rabbit had enough work to do, watering her own flower. So she went home and got on with her business, getting up every morning, going to the stream, watering her sunflower and hopping around all afternoon.
     But the other flower didn’t go away. At least once a day, the rabbit couldn’t help but hop up to the top of the hill and take a quick look. Every day, the other flower looked a little worse.
     It started to get to her. The rabbit thought about that flower at night while she was trying to sleep. She thought about it in the morning when she hopped to the stream for water. She couldn’t even enjoy her own flower so much, knowing the other flower was wilting more and more every day.
     Now, you may wonder: Why didn’t that rabbit didn’t just go over and water the flower? After all, it was not far away, just on the other side of the hill. The stream had plenty of water. And the rabbit had plenty of time.
     Well, that’s a good question. The rabbit thought about it all the time. She’d think about making an extra trip to the stream, to get some water for that flower. But then she’d think, “Well, you don’t just march into someone’s front yard and water their flower without asking, do you? What if that flower is someone else’s to water? They might yell at me or something.” Or she’d think, “What if the flower likes being dried-up and droopy? That’s possible, isn’t it?” Or she’d think, “Aren’t there animals who are supposed to go around and help out flowers whose animals don’t water them? I should leave it to them... Right?”
     With all these questions swirling in her head, the rabbit went about her business, taking care of her sunflower every day and trying not to think about the other flower. But it kept bothering her, especially at night. It was kind of irritating, actually. Sometimes she wished the flower would just get better by itself, or die. But every time she sneaked a peek, there it was, looking more dry, more wilted and more droopy.
     Finally, the rabbit could stand it no longer. One morning, hopping from the stream with a leaf full of water for her sunflower, she suddenly thought, “It’s just not right. Flowers are not supposed to wilt like that. Flowers should be healthy and colorful and bright and beautiful.” And she found herself hopping over the hill toward the other flower, taking the water there instead.
     At the top of the hill, the rabbit got a bit nervous. Her nose twitched as she sniffed the air. It might be dangerous over there. She shouldn’t be watering other animals’ flowers. But then she said, “It’s just not right,” and kept going, over the hill and down the other side.
     The rabbit hopped close to the dry flower, closer than she had been before. Suddenly, a hedgehog suddenly popped out of a hole in the ground. The hedgehog yelled, “Hey! What are you doing?”
     “I’m going to water this flower,” the rabbit said. “It’s too dry, and if I don’t water it, it will die!”
     The hedgehog said, “What business is it of yours whether this flower dies? This is my flower. I’ll take care of it how I want. Go home and take care of your own flower!”
     But the rabbit answered, “I’m sorry, but I tried that. Flowers are supposed to be bright and beautiful, not wilting and droopy. So, I’m going to water this flower.” She watered that dry, wilted, drooping daisy, right in front of the hedgehog, though he fussed and mumbled and gave her mean looks. And she turned around and hopped back over the hill.
     The next day, she came back with a leaf full of water, and watered it again.
And the day after that, she watered it again.
     And then another day, and another, and another. The hedgehog continued to fuss and mumble and give the rabbit mean looks. But the flower started to look better. First the petals perked up. Then the stem began to stand up a little straighter. Then its leaves started to fill out and get bigger. The flower even grew a little taller.
     Strangely enough, as this flower got brighter and healthier and taller and more beautiful, so did the rabbit’s own flower. And so did every other flower, all the flowers in the field, even ones she never watered—flowers she had never even noticed before. The whole field began to brighten as the colors of every flower became more vivid and the flowers stretched taller. It was almost as if there was more water everywhere.
    How could that be? Were other rabbits and hedgehogs and field mice and even badgers sneaking around and watering other animals’ flowers, too? Or was it because when someone waters a wilting flower somewhere, all flowers everywhere grow a little brighter?
     Who knows? Maybe we’ll just have to try it and see.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop3/149496.shtml 

3.21: The Water Bearer’s Garden by Betsy Hill Williams (482 words)
From uu & me! Collected Stories, edited by Betsy Hill Williams (Boston: Skinner House, 2003). Used with permission.
     A water bearer in India had two large pots, each hung on one end of a pole that he carried across his neck. One of the pots had a crack in it. At the end of the long walk from the stream on the master’s house, the cracked pot arrived only half full, while the other pot was perfect and always delivered a full portion of water. For two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pots full of water to his master’s house.
     Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments, perfect to the end for which it was made. But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable that it was able to accomplish only half of what it had been made to do. After two years of what it perceived to be bitter failure, it spoke to the water bearer one day by the stream. “I am ashamed of myself, and I want to apologize to you.”
     “Why?” asked the bearer, “What are you ashamed of?”
     “I have been able, for these past two years, to deliver only half my load because this crack in my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your master’s house.
     Because of my flaws, you have to do all this work, and you don’t get full value from our efforts,” the pot said.
     The water bearer felt sorry for the cracked pot, and in his compassion he said, “As we return to the master’s house I want you to notice the beautiful flowers along the path.”
     Indeed, as they went up the hill, the old cracked pot took notice of the sun warming the beautiful wild flowers on the side of the path, and this cheered it some. But at the end of the trail, it still felt sad because it had leaked out half its load, and so again the pot apologized to the bearer for its failure.
     The bearer said to the pot, “Did you notice that there were flowers only on your side of the path, but not on the other pot’s side? That’s because I have always known about your flaw, and I took advantage of it. I planted flower seeds on our side of the path, and every day while we walk back from the stream, you’ve watered them. For two years I have been able to pick beautiful flowers to decorate my master’s table. Without you being just the way you are, he would not have this beauty to grace his house.
     “We all have our own unique flaws. We are all cracked pots. In God’s great web of life, nothing goes to waste. Don’t be afraid of your flaws. Acknowledge them, and you too can be the cause of beauty. Know that in our weakness we find our strength.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session5/143528.shtml 

3.22: The Dog at the Well (730 words)
Permission to use “The Dog at the Well” in this curriculum granted by Marilyn McFarlane, author of Sacred Myths: Stories of World Religions (Sibyl Publications, 1996).
     One day Muhammad told his friends and followers a story about a thirsty man, a well, and a dog. This was the story:
     A man left his home to take a long journey. It was a hot day, and he had not walked far before his head began to ache and his mouth felt dry. The sun blazed overhead, the fields he passed were brown and withered, and no water could be seen.
     “I’m so thirsty. I must find water,” he muttered. “Surely I will soon come to a well.”
     Just as he had the thought, he saw a well by the side of the road. Thankfully, he hurried to it, almost tasting the sweetness of the cool water that lay in its depths. But when he peered into the well, he saw no water. The well was dry. Disheartened, and even more thirsty now, he continued along the scorching road, hoping to find another well. Sure enough, before long he saw one. “At last, water!” he whispered, looking into the well. But it too was dry.
     There wasn’t a drop of moisture in the land. With a parched throat and feeling weak, the man walked on. “I can’t go much further without water,” he thought. And then he saw a well. Almost afraid to hope, he looked over the edge. Far below, in the darkness, water sparkled.
     “Allah be praised!” the man said. He looked around for a rope and bucket to lower into the well so he could bring up the life-giving water. There was no rope, no bucket. How could he reach the water he needed so badly?
     Only one way remained. If the water would not come up to him, he would have to go down to it. He scrambled over the top and carefully, bracing himself against the sides with his arms and feet, descended into the well. Deeper and deeper he went, until at last he touched the cool, wet water. Cupping his hands, he scooped the water and drank and drank. He murmured, “Praise Allah for the liquid of life.”
     Feeling much better, the man began the long, difficult climb up out of the well. At last, he reached the top and stood again on the road under the hot sun. He was starting to walk away when he heard a sound—a soft, sad whine. He looked down and saw a dog, sniffing at the ground. The dog looked miserable. His eyes were glazed, and he was panting with thirst. He came up to the man and licked the edge of his robe, which was wet from the trip down the well.
     “This poor animal is as thirsty as I was,” the man thought. “He’ll die in this heat if he doesn’t get water.”
     The dog looked up at the man and wagged his tail, grateful for the bit of moisture.
     The man made his decision. “Wait here,” he said. “I will bring you some water.”
     Into the well he went. Again, he descended down, down, all the way to the bottom where the cool liquid lay. When he got there, the man braced himself against the walls of the well and took off his soft leather boots. He dipped one boot and then the other into the water and filled them. He clamped the tops of the boots between his teeth and began to climb up again.
     This time the trip to the top was much harder. The heavy, water-filled boots pulled on his mouth, and his teeth hurt. Once the slick, wet leather slipped, and he almost dropped the boots, but he tightened his grip and held on. Slowly he kept climbing until he reached the top.
     When he was on the ground again, he knelt and opened the boots so the dog could drink. The dog drank all the water in both boots, his tail wagging happily.
The man smiled. “Now neither of us will die of thirst,” he said. He pulled on his damp boots, patted the dog again, and continued on his way.
     Allah was pleased by this kind act. He was so pleased that all the man’s past sins were forgiven, and years later, when the kind man died, his soul was taken to heaven.
     The blessed prophet Muhammad concluded his story by saying, “You too will be rewarded for being good to all living creatures.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop7/149663.shtml 

3.23: The Wounded Seal, a Folk Tale from Scotland (1,099 words)
Adapted from a Scottish folktale in The Fairy Mythology by Thomas Keightley (George Bell & Sons, 1882).
     Long ago in Scotland there was a small fishing village that stood at the edge of the sea. Now in this village was a man who had made his living from the killing of seals and selling their skins in the market. His father and grandfather before him had done it and it was the only way that he knew how to make a living.
     One day the Seal Hunter got into his small boat and rowed out from the rocky shores. (Leader — “Can you show me what a rowing movement would look like? Let’s all try it. When you hear this sound (rain stick or bell) it will be time to stop the movements and the story will continue when everyone is quiet.”)
     He rowed, and rowed until he came to the place where the seals were gathered. He put in his oars and let the boat drift. He watched as the seals swam, and played together. (Leader — “Can you show pretend to be the seals swimming and playing together?” This can be done sitting or standing and can be done in place or moving around the room.)
     Soon a large grey seal came up beside the boat. Quickly he stabbed his knife into the seal, and reached for his net. But before he could throw the net over the seal it swam away, with the Seal Hunter’s knife still in its side. (Leader — “What movement can we make for the seal swimming away? What sound do you think it was making? What were the other seals doing? Can one person be the wounded seal and everyone else be the other seals? What do you think the wounded seal was feeling?”)
     The Seal Hunter fished for small fish that day, and then rowed home.
That night as he was eating his dinner there came a knock on the door. (Leader — Mimic a knocking movement and sound for children to join in.)
     There stood a woman who had come to his door on horseback. She was handsomely dressed, but her eyes were sad. “There is a rich man who would like to buy many seal skins from you,” she said. “I will take you to him.”
She beckoned for the Seal Hunter to jump up behind her on her horse and they rode like the wind. (Leader — “Can you show me from your seats what it would look like to ride like the wind on horseback?”)
     Soon they came to the edge of the cliffs and they dismounted. The Seal Hunter looked around but he could not see anyone else there. He was about to ask where the rich man was, when the handsome woman took him by the hand and pulled him over the edge of the cliff. Down, down they fell through the air and then into the cold sea below. (Leader — “Can you show what this would look like and feel like?”)
     They swam deeper and deeper and soon the Seal Hunter realized that he could breathe under water. In fact, he saw that his body and that of his companion had become seal bodies.
     They swam deeper and deeper under the water until they came to a cave opening in the side of the rock face. They swam into the cave. (Leader — “Can you show me what it would be like to swim like a seal under the cave?”)
     As they swam deeper and deeper in to the cave, the Seal Hunter realized that they were in a great seal compound, a place with halls and rooms where many seals lived. The halls were dimly lit, but he could see many seals watching them as they swam by. All of the seals looked very sad, and there was a gloomy feeling all around them. (Leader — “How do you think the Seal Hunter felt, at this point?”)
     Suddenly his companion stopped and showed the Seal Hunter a large fishing knife. “Is this yours?” she asked.
     “Yes,” said the Seal Hunter honestly. “I lost it today when I speared large seal that swam away with it.”
     “That seal is my father,” said the companion. “He now lies dying, and only you can save him.”
     They came at that point into a darkened room. In the center of the room on a flat rock was a large seal with a deep wound in his hindquarters. All around, seals stood, looking on sadly.
     “Lay your hands upon the wound,” instructed the companion.
     The Seal Hunter felt afraid, but he swam forward and placed his hand over the wound of the seal. All the seals swam closer to watch him. (Leader — “Do we want to act out this scene?” Ask for volunteers to be the seal, the Seal Hunter and the other seals watching.)
     The Seal Hunter was surprised to feel a great surge of feelings coming from the seal when he placed his hand upon the wound. (Leader — “What do you think he might have felt?” All answers are accepted, and can be included in the story line.)
     They were feelings that he had never felt so strongly before. There was great pain, and sadness, and hopelessness, as if the world would never be right again.
     But gradually the wound began to heal, and as it did the Seal Hunter began to feel peace spread through him, and then hope, and then the greatest joy.
     Suddenly the large seal rose up as if he had never been injured. There was great rejoicing in the compound. (Leader — “How would you act this out?”)
     The Seal Hunter’s companion took him by the arm and said to him, “I will take you home now, but first you must promise that you will never hunt seal again.”
     The man did not know how he would ever make a living, but he also knew that he could not hurt the seals again.
     The two swam up out of the cave, and up, up through the cold green water to the surface, and then flew up, up through the air until they stood on the cliffs again. (Leader — What would that look like to fly through the air?)
     They jumped on the horse’s back and rode like the wind back to the man’s home. (Leader — Mime riding horseback from a sitting position again.)
     There he jumped down from the horse. As his companion turned to go, she thanked the Seal Hunter. He saw that her eyes were no longer sad. The man kept his word and he never hunted the seals again. (Leader — Use the sound instrument to signal that the story is over.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session4/123253.shtml  

3.24: The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones (638 words)
We gratefully acknowledge Dawn Publications for permission to use the text of the children’s picture book The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones. 
This is the ancient forest.
This is the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
These are the roots that draw food from the soil
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
These are the tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
These are the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
This is the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
These are the sleepy owlets,
That are fed by the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
This is a hollow in the tree,
Home of the sleepy owlets,
That are fed by the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
This is the woodpecker,
Searching for ants,
That started the hollow in the tree,
Home of the sleepy owlets,
That are fed by the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
This is the saucy, chattering squirrel,
That scolds the woodpecker,
Searching for ants,
That started the hollow in the tree,
Home of the sleepy owlets,
That are fed by the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
This is the hungry, stealthy marten
That stalks the saucy, chattering squirrel,
That scolds the woodpecker,
Searching for ants,
That started the hollow in the tree,
Home of the sleepy owlets,
That are fed by the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
These are the fir cones that fall from a branch,
And startle the hungry, stealthy marten
That stalks the saucy, chattering squirrel,
That scolds the woodpecker,
Searching for ants,
That started the hollow in the tree,
Home of the sleepy owlets,
That are fed by the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
This is the three-hundred-year-old tree,
That grows from the fir cones that fall from a branch,
And startle the hungry, stealthy marten
That stalks the saucy, chattering squirrel,
That scolds the woodpecker,
Searching for ants,
That started the hollow in the tree,
Home of the sleepy owlets,
That are fed by the owl that flies at night,
That hunts the voles and mice that tunnel,
And eat tiny, underground truffles
That grow on the roots that draw food from the soil,
To nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree
That grows in the ancient forest.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop1/the-tree 

      Forgiveness 
3.25: A Place called Libush by Rabbi Zalman Schachter-Shalomi (adapted) (277 words)
     Wouldn’t that be lovely to look forward to each week, a day of utter peace and joy? Wouldn’t that transform every other day, with that to look forward to?
     The legend of these Sabbaths was so glorious that a traveler went all the way back to Libush to try to find someone who could tell him what made them so wonderful. He finally found an old, old woman who remembered the days of the amazing Sabbaths and the old rabbi who was the religious leader of that day.
     The traveler asked the old woman, “So what was the secret of the Sabbath day that made it like the Messiah’s time? What exactly did the rabbi do that made it so sweet?”
     “Oh, I was just a girl then,” the old woman said. “I remember that in the kitchen before Shabbat, there was a lot of commotion. Important guests were arriving from far and wide.  Everything had to be just so. We were all under a great deal of pressure.  In the tumult, we would bump into one another, step on each other’s toes.  Sometimes we would even yell at one another.”
     “Yes,” said the traveler, “but what made the Sabbath so special?”
     “I only remember that we would get very angry with one another.  Oh yes, and every week we would always forget.”
     “Forget what?”
     “The rabbi would walk in, and in the kindliest voice he would ask us if we remembered. But from one week to the next we always forgot.”
     “Forgot what?”
     “We always forgot to forgive one another. And as soon as we remembered to forgive one another, it was Sabbath. Just like that.” 
Source: https://www.myshul.org/rabbikonigsburgsermons.html?post_id=958709

[bookmark: _Hlk32136551]3.26: Mussa and Nagib (Adapted from a story by Malba Tahan (pen name for Julio Cesar de Mello e Souza, 1895-1975), a mathematician from Brazil who also wrote The Man Who Counted (Editoria Record, 2001), which was first published in Brazil in 1949.) (419 words)
     Once, two friends named Mussa and Nagib made a journey through the mountains of Persia on camel back.
     They came after a time to a place where a stream flowed by a sandy bank and trees gave shade.
     There they had a discussion, which turned into an argument. Nagib grew angry, and for the first time ever, he slapped Mussa across the face.
     Mussa was stunned. He felt angry. He wanted to slap Nagib back. But then he thought, “I cannot be too mad at my friend because I could have done the same thing. We are alike, and I care about him, and I don’t want to fight with him anymore.” So, he walked over to the trees instead and picked up a stick. With the stick he wrote in the sand, “Today my best friend slapped me.”
     Then he and his friend stood in silence and watched as the desert wind blew the words in the sand away.
     By the time the writing had disappeared Nagib had said that he was sorry. The friends got back on their camels and rode to their destination in a distant city.
     On their trip back through the mountain pass they stopped again at the same river.
     This time the two friends decided to take a swim. Since their first visit, the rains had made the current stronger and river much deeper. Mussa, the friend who had been slapped, stepped into the water first. Right away, he slipped on a rock, was dragged under by the current, and began to drown. Nagib jumped in without a second thought and pulled his friend to safety.
     The two friends again sat in silence for some time until Mussa had regained his breath. Then he rose and went to his saddlebags. There he found a carving knife. This time he went to a rock near the river.
     Into the rock he carved these words, “Today my best friend saved me.”
     Again, the two friends sat in silence. Finally, Nagib spoke, “My friend, after I hurt you, you wrote the words in sand. Now after I saved you, you wrote the words in stone. Why?”
     Mussa replied, “When someone hurts us, we should write it down in sand where the winds of forgiveness can erase it away. This way our hearts are free from bitterness, and we can renew our friendships. But, when someone does something kind for us, we must engrave it in stone and in our hearts so that we will never forget.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session5/123298.shtml

3.27: What If Nobody Forgave? by Barbara Marshman (616 words)
     In a land far away, a wise old man who knew a great deal about people because he traveled from place to place arrived at a strange village. In this town all the people were carrying what seemed to be great bundles on their backs. They couldn’t look around very well, and they never looked up because of the heavy burdens they carried.
     Puzzled, the wise old man finally stopped a young fellow. “My good man, I am a stranger to your land and am fascinated by these large bundles you all carry about but never seem to put down. What is their purpose?”
     “Oh, these,” answered the young fellow in a matter-of-fact way. “These are our grudges.”
     “My,” said the wise old man, “that’s a lot of grudges to collect at your age!”
     “Oh, they’re not all mine. Most of them were passed down in my family.” The young fellow heaved a weary sigh. “See that man over there? I have quite a load of grudges against his family. His great, great grandfather called mine a horse thief when they both wanted to be elected mayor.”
     The wise man looked around and shook his head sadly. “You all look so unhappy. Is there no way to get rid of these burdens?”
    “We’ve forgotten how,” said the young fellow, shifting his load a little. “You see, at first we were proud of our grudges. Tourists came from miles around. But after a few years, Grudgeville became a dreary place. Nobody came. And we had forgotten how to stop holding our grudges.”
“     If you really want to get rid of those grudges,” said the wise old man, “I think I know five magic words that will do the trick.”
     “You do?” asked the fellow hopefully. “That would be a miracle. I’ll go and have the mayor call the people of Grudgeville together.” And off he went, as fast as his grudges would let him.
     The mayor lost no time calling the people to the village square. The mayor and the wise old man stood on a platform where they could see all the hunched-over villagers.
     When the people had quieted down, the mayor said, “Good people of Grudgeville, a wonderful thing has happened! A very wise stranger has come into our town. He says he can tell us the magic words that will rid us of these grudges we have carried for generations. How many of you would like to be able to straighten up, have your grudges disappear, look at the world in a whole new way? Listen to the wise words of our visitor, then, and do as he tells you.”
     “My friends, these are simple words, yet some people find them hard to say,” said the wise stranger. “I think you have the courage to speak them. The trick is that you must say them to each other and truly mean them. The first two words are ‘I’m sorry.’ Can you say them? The other three are ‘I forgive you.’ Can you say that? Now say these words to each other.”
     There was a long pause, then a low grumble from the townspeople. First one person, and then another, said the words. Soon they were all saying them to each other—quietly at first and then louder. And then—would you believe it? Just like the wise man predicted, the grudges disappeared! What joy there was in the town. People were heard saying, “Look how those trees have grown!” and “Is that you, Jim? How good to see your face!”
      There was dancing in the streets that day, and it wasn’t long before the mayor changed the name of the town to Joytown.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5955.shtml

3.28: A Path of Forgiveness by Shelley Jackson Denham (686 words)
     This is the story of Azim Khamisa. His decision to forgive deeds many would consider unforgiveable has inspired and transformed people all over the world.
Azim, an international investment banker, lived in San Diego, with his two children, a son, Tariq, and a daughter, Tasreen.
     One night in 1995, Azim’s world collided with that of a 14-year-old boy named Tony. The impact changed their lives, and many other lives, forever.
Tony, too, lived in San Diego. He had lived with his grandfather, Ples Felix, since 1990 when Tony’s mother sent him from their home in Los Angeles. She had come to this decision after Tony witnessed the murder of his cousin and best friend. She wanted Tony to be away from the gangs and violence that were rampant in their neighborhood. With her father, Ples, she decided that Tony would be safer in San Diego. Through the years, Ples tried to assure Tony’s future by demanding that he study hard and stay away from the much older boys to whom Tony was drawn. Tony became more and more angry, resenting his strict grandfather and all the rules he imposed.
     Finally, one evening after he and his grandfather argued, Tony ran away, taking Ples’ rifle. He went to find his older friends who belonged to a gang, the Black Mob.
     That was the night the lives of Tony and his grandfather tragically crashed into the lives of Azim Khamisa and his son Tariq.
     Tariq was a bright, popular student, 20 years old. He had a job delivering pizzas to help pay for his education. That evening, Tariq was delivering pizzas when he encountered the Black Mob. The gang demanded that he give them pizza without paying for it, but he refused. So, they told Tony to “bust him.” Tony pointed the rifle and pulled the trigger, instantly killing Tariq.
     When Azim learned of the death of his beloved son, he was overwhelmed with grief.
     As a devout Sufi Muslim, he turned to his faith for prayer, solace, and inspiration. Day by day, he came to know he must walk the path of forgiveness and compassion. He realized that Tony—the youngest person to be tried as an adult in California, and now sentenced to 25 years in prison—was as much a victim of society’s violence as Tariq. Azim began to believe “You do forgiveness for yourself, because it moves you on; the fact that it can also heal the perpetrator is icing on the cake.”
     Azim felt that in order for him to move on, he needed to take some kind of action that would honor Tariq’s spirit and give him a sense of purpose. He started the Tariq Khamisa Foundation, engaging people of all ages in education, mentorship, and community service programs with one mission: to stop children from killing children. Through its projects, the foundation works to transform violence prone, at-risk youth into nonviolent, achieving individuals and create safe, productive schools.
     A month after establishing the foundation, Azim invited Tony’s grandfather Ples to join him. Since November 1995—only 10 months after Tariq’s death—Azim and Ples have considered themselves to be brothers, bringing their story and message of forgiveness and nonviolence to people all over the world.
Five years after the murder, Azim met Tony in prison. He told a remorseful Tony that he forgave him, and offered him a job with the Tariq Khamisa Foundation when he was released from prison. Later, Azim wrote to the governor of California, asking that Tony’s sentence be commuted.
     It is difficult to imagine how Azim could transcend the heartbreak of his son’s murder, for there are some events in life that are too major to get “over.” We just get through them. Azim got through the loss of Tariq by becoming a powerful activist, teaching forgiveness and peace in order to literally change lives and society as a whole. Azim discovered that forgiveness is a path we walk, not an act that we do once and we are finished. Forgiveness doesn’t erase pain. It provides a path to transform that pain into something life affirming.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop11/a-path

3.29: Marmalade: a story about reconciliation by Rev. Orlanda Brugnola (1,014 words)
     Whitman Jones had just turned nine. That was good. But he was going to a new school in a new town, and that was bad. In his old school he knew everyone—they had been in classes with him for years. In this new school he didn’t know one single person. Not only that, the first day didn’t go well at all.
     “WHITMAN Jones!” the teacher called out. “Whitman, why that’s an unusual name!”
     “You can call me Whit,” Whitman said, hoping to be helpful. “Alright, WHIT, I’ll do that, thank you,” said the teacher. His classmates made funny noises. There didn’t seem to be any way to explain that Whitman was named after his grandfather.
     At recess a very tall boy in Whitman’s class came over to him. His name was Eric Smith. He really was tall. And kind of chunky. He moved slowly and sometimes bumped into things. He had very red hair. Whitman had never seen such large freckles, either. Eric said, “WHIT!” “No, wait, WHAT!” and laughed. Then he said “WHIT, WHAT, WHATEVER! He laughed again and Whitman knew it wasn’t a nice laugh. He looked down. “Hey WHATEVER! Where did you get those clothes?” He plucked at Whitman’s shirt—that was kind of scary. “Bet you got ‘em at WALmart! Sure! WHATEVER wears WHATEVER from WALMART!” He laughed again. Whitman didn’t know what to do but luckily the bell rang and recess was over.
     After that he tried to avoid Eric, didn’t look at him, didn’t raise his hand if Eric had already raised his. He spent the beginning of lunch in the boys’ bathroom so Eric wouldn’t still be in line or looking for a seat. Once in a while Eric would shout “WHATEVER!” across the schoolyard at recess.
     Whitman tried to concentrate on his lessons. He practiced his spelling and some arithmetic in his head as he walked home. One day he saw a piece of paper on a telephone pole. It had a picture of something. When he got close, he saw it was a picture of a cat. “LOST CAT!” said the paper. It said the cat was orange and was called “Marmalade.” It gave an address. The paper made Whitman sad. He wouldn’t want to lose a cat or a dog if he had one. He thought that some kid must be pretty unhappy.
     The next day on his way home, Whitman heard something. It was a very small sound and he had trouble figuring out what direction it came from. Then he saw a cardboard box on the street next to the curb. The sound was coming from there. He went over and looked in the side of the box. Shivering from the cold was a small cat. “Meow,” it said hopefully.
     “Meow, yourself!” said Whitman. “You must be freezing in there! Come on, let me pick you up.” The cat was shivering but not so much that he couldn’t dig his claws into Whitman’s jacket. “Okay, okay, it’s going to be okay, let’s get you home.” This cat was orange and it was obviously lost, so it must be the cat that he had read about. He didn’t remember the address though, so he had to go back and find the telephone pole with the paper. “Okay, see? I’ll just take you home and you’ll be fine.” “Meow,” said the cat, and dug his claws in a bit more. “Ouch!” said Whitman. “Take it easy!”
     The address wasn’t far, but of course Whitman didn’t know if anyone would be home. He rang the bell. And waited. He rang again. And waited. Then he thought he could see someone coming.
     When the door opened, he had a real scare. It was Eric, the nasty guy from school who had made fun of him. Eric said, “WHATEVER! Get off of my porch!” And then he saw the cat. “That’s MARMALADE,” he almost shouted. Whitman held out the cat at arm’s length. “Here, he’s yours!” Eric grabbed the cat and tucked him under his chin and for a moment closed his eyes and rocked with the cat in his arms. Then, as Whitman turned, ready to run in case Eric came after him, Eric said, “Wait a minute, let me tell my mom.” He went inside but left the door half open.
     “Mom!” he yelled, “Marmalade is back! Somebody from school brought him. Can we have some cookies?” He hardly waited for the answer. “Come on,” he said to Whitman, “It’s cold out there.”  Still carrying the cat, he led Whitman to the kitchen. The cookies were still cooling from the oven and they smelled really good. “Want some milk?” He asked. Whitman nodded. “Sit,” said Eric. He got a paper towel for each of them and brought the cookies over. Then he poured a glass of milk for each of them and a bowl for Marmalade.
     When they had eaten at least two cookies each, Eric said, “Thanks for bringing Marmalade back, she’s never been outside, I guess she got lost.” Then he said, “I was sick all last year. My Grandma got Marmalade when she was a kitten. Marmalade used to lie on my chest and purr. It helped a lot.” That helped Whitman understood something about Eric—why he was so big and pudgy and awkward, and he said, “Wow, that must have been some year! Are you okay, now?” “Yeah, I’m pretty okay now,” said Eric.
     And then Eric looked down and said, “I’m sorry I made fun of your name.” Whitman could see that Eric really was sorry. And so, he said, “Whatever!!!” And Eric looked at him as though he had gotten two gifts in one, his cat back and a new friend, too. And they laughed at Whitman’s joke. Whitman said, “It’s so weird that we both have unusual first names, Whitman and Eric, but our last names are so common, Jones and Smith.” “You’re right!” said Eric. And then they ate some more cookies and had more milk. And Marmalade had more milk, too, but no cookies.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/154756.shtml

3.30: The Prodigal Son, from Luke 15:11-32 (New Revised Standard Version) (514 words)
     Then Jesus said, “There was a man who had two sons. The younger of them said to his father, ‘Father, give me the share of the property that will belong to me.’ So, he divided his property between them. A few days later the younger son gathered all he had and travelled to a distant country, and there he squandered his property in dissolute living. When he had spent everything, a severe famine took place throughout that country, and he began to be in need. So, he went and hired himself out to one of the citizens of that country, who sent him to his fields to feed the pigs. He would gladly have filled himself with the pods that the pigs were eating; and no one gave him anything. But when he came to himself, he said, ‘How many of my father’s hired hands have bread enough and to spare, but here I am dying of hunger! I will get up and go to my father, and I will say to him, “Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you; I am no longer worthy to be called your son; treat me like one of your hired hands.”‘ So, he set off and went to his father. But while he was still far off, his father saw him and was filled with compassion; he ran and put his arms around him and kissed him. Then the son said to him, ‘Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you; I am no longer worthy to be called your son.’ But the father said to his slaves, ‘Quickly, bring out a robe—the best one—and put it on him; put a ring on his finger and sandals on his feet. And get the fatted calf and kill it, and let us eat and celebrate; for this son of mine was dead and is alive again; he was lost and is found!’ And they began to celebrate.
     Now his elder son was in the field; and when he came and approached the house, he heard music and dancing. He called one of the slaves and asked what was going on. He replied, ‘Your brother has come, and your father has killed the fatted calf, because he has got him back safe and sound.’ Then he became angry and refused to go in. His father came out and began to plead with him. But he answered his father, ‘Listen! For all these years I have been working like a slave for you, and I have never disobeyed your command; yet you have never given me even a young goat so that I might celebrate with my friends. But when this son of yours came back, who has devoured your property with prostitutes, you killed the fatted calf for him!’ Then the father said to him, ‘Son, you are always with me, and all that is mine is yours. But we had to celebrate and rejoice, because this brother of yours was dead and has come to life; he was lost and has been found.’”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop7/193748.shtml

Earth 4.0: Children’s Books about Healing, Grief, the Environment, and Forgiveness
      Healing 
[image: Whimsy's Heavy Things: Kraulis, Julie, Kraulis, Julie: 9781770494039:  Amazon.com: Books]4.1: Whimsy’s Heavy Things by Julie Kraulis (2013)
     “Whimsy’s heavy things are weighing her down. She tries to sweep them under the rug, but she trips over them. She tries to put them in a tree, but they fall on her. She even tries to sail them out to sea, but they always come back. Eventually Whimsy decides to deal with the heavy things one at a time... and a surprising thing happens. With exquisite illustrations and delightfully simple text, Whimsy’s Heavy Things is a sweet story about changing the things that weigh us down into the things that lift us up.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=I4i5oEMKYGg (3:20)

4.2: After the Fall: How Humpty Dumpty Got Back Up Again by Dan Santat (2017)
[image: After The Fall (how Humpty Dumpty Got Back Up Again) - By Dan Santat  (hardcover) : Target]     “Humpty Dumpty hasn’t been the same since he fell off the wall and was put back together again. He used to love being in high places, close to the birds, but now he can’t even stand being on the top bunk. He misses out on a lot of fun as a result of his fear of heights. Then he’s struck with an idea that unintentionally leads him right back to the wall, the site of his great fall. He forces himself to the top, and when he arrives, the most amazing thing happens. Humpty Dumpty transforms in a way no one could have imagined!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HvWwBLt4dbg (4:26)

4.3: A Sick Day for Amos McGee by Philip C. Stead, author and Erin E. Stead, illustrator (2010)
[image: Image result for A Sick Day for Amos McGee by Philip C. Stead and Erin E. Stead]     “Friends come in all sorts of shapes and sizes. In Amos McGee’s case, all sorts of species, too! Every day he spends a little bit of time with each of his friends at the zoo, running races with the tortoise, keeping the shy penguin company, and even reading bedtime stories to the owl. But when Amos is too sick to make it to the zoo, his animal friends decide it’s time they returned the favor.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nIU0ZFbHBKo (4:51)

[image: I'm Sad (The I'm Books): Black, Michael Ian, Ohi, Debbie Ridpath:  9781481476270: Amazon.com: Books]4.4: I’m Sad by Michael Ian Black, author and Debbie Ridpath Ohi, illustrator) (2018) 
     “A girl, a potato, and a very sad flamingo star in this charming sequel to I’m Bored…. Everyone feels sad sometimes—even flamingos. 
     “Sigh. When Flamingo announces he’s feeling down, the little girl and Potato try to cheer him up, but nothing seems to work. Not even dirt! (Which usually works for Potato.) Flamingo learns that he will not always feel this way. And his friends learn that sometimes being a friend means you don’t have to cheer someone up. You just have to stick by your pal no matter how they feel. Even if they’re a potato.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NwSLEkE0DmA (3:59)

4.5: Don’t Need Friends by Carolyn Crimi, author and Lynn Munsinger, illustrator (2001)
[image: Don't Need Friends: Crimi, Carolyn, Munsinger, Lynn: 9780440415329:  Amazon.com: Books]     “Rat’s best friend moves out of the Junkyard. Devastated, Rat masks his sadness with an attitude that he doesn’t need friends. He rejects all help and friendships from neighbors. Dog moves into the Junkyard with the same, if not worse, attitude. Rat and Dog have met their match in each other.
     “Then disaster strikes with cold weather and food. It forces Dog and Rat to acknowledge that they care for each other and how they need one another.
     “So often when hurting, people hide behind a mask of grumpiness or artificial friendliness. Meanwhile, they are hurting inside. Don’t Need Friends teach children empathy and to look beyond the obvious. The story shows the benefits of lasting relationships like friendship, and the pain when losing a friend.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k-xTUAoeuLc (8:07)

4.6: When Sadness is at Your Door by Eva Eland (2019)
[image: When Sadness is at Your Door - Kindle edition by Eland, Eva. Children  Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]     “Sadness can be scary and confusing at any age! When we feel sad, especially for long periods of time, it can seem as if the sadness is a part of who we are--an overwhelming, invisible, and scary sensation.
     “In When Sadness Is at Your Door, Eva Eland brilliantly approaches this feeling as if it is a visitor. She gives it a shape and a face, and encourages the reader to give it a name, all of which helps to demystify it and distinguish it from ourselves. She suggests activities to do with it, like sitting quietly, drawing, and going outside for a walk. The beauty of this approach is in the respect the book has for the feeling, and the absence of a narrative that encourages the reader to ‘get over’ it or indicates that it’s ‘bad,’ both of which are anxiety-producing notions.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yPSWY7C73fo (2:01)
      Grief
4.7: Michael Rosen’s Sad Book by Michael Rosen, author and Quentin Blake, illustrator (2005)
[image: Michael Rosen&#39;s Sad Book: Rosen, Michael, Blake, Quentin: 9780763625979:  Amazon.com: Books]     “Sad things happen to everyone, and sometimes people feel sad for no reason at all. What makes Michael Rosen sad is thinking about his son, Eddie, who died suddenly at the age of eighteen. In this book the author writes about his sadness, how it affects him, and some of the things he does to cope with it — like telling himself that everyone has sad stuff (not just him) and trying every day to do something he can be proud of.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pcpcLpCKZOc (5:32)

4.8: Tear Soup: A Recipe for Healing After Loss by Pat Schwiebert and Chuck DeKlyen, authors and Taylor Bills, illustrator 2005
[image: Tear Soup: A Recipe for Healing After Loss: Pat Schwiebert, Chuck DeKlyen,  Taylor Bills: 8601200451498: Amazon.com: Books]     “If you are going to buy only one book on grief, this is the one to get! It will validate your grief experience, and you can share it with your children. You can leave it on the coffee table so others will pick it up, read it, and then better appreciate your grieving time. Grand’s Cooking Tips section at the back of the book is rich with wisdom and concrete recommendations. Better than a casserole!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YfPzvOrXnAI (14:13)



4.9: The Memory Box: A Book About Grief by Joanna Rowland, author and Thea Baker, illustrator (2017)
[image: Amazon.com: The Memory Box: A Book About Grief (9781506426723): Joanna  Rowland, Thea Baker, Thea Baker: Books]     “‘I’m scared I’ll forget you...’ From the perspective of a young child, Joanna Rowland artfully describes what it is like to remember and grieve a loved one who has died. The child in the story creates a memory box to keep mementos and written memories of the loved one, to help in the grieving process. Heartfelt and comforting, The Memory Box will help children and adults talk about this very difficult topic together. The unique point of view allows the reader to imagine the loss of any they have loved—a friend, family member, or even a pet. A parent guide in the back includes information on helping children manage the complex and difficult emotions they feel when they lose someone they love, as well as suggestions on how to create their own memory box.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mF-Izj1668I (4:15)
How to make a memory box: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Doz2FsyvqTVE (4:15)

4.10: The Scar by Charlotte Moundlic, author and Olivier Tallec, illustrator (2011)
[image: The Scar: Moundlic, Charlotte, Tallec, Olivier: 9780763653415: Amazon.com:  Books]      “When the boy in this story wakes to find that his mother has died, he is overwhelmed with sadness, anger, and fear that he will forget her. He shuts all the windows to keep in his mother’s familiar smell and scratches open the cut on his knee to remember her comforting voice. He doesn’t know how to speak to his dad anymore, and when Grandma visits and throws open the windows, it’s more than the boy can take — until his grandmother shows him another way to feel that his mom’s love is near.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YfPzvOrXnAI (10:07)

[image: The Rough Patch: Lies, Brian, Lies, Brian: 9780062671271: Amazon.com: Books]4.11: The Rough Patch by Brian Lies (2018)
     “Evan and his dog do everything together, from eating ice cream to caring for their prize-winning garden, which grows big and beautiful. One day the unthinkable happens: Evan’s dog dies. Heartbroken, Evan destroys the garden and everything in it. The ground becomes overgrown with prickly weeds and thorns, and Evan embraces the chaos.
     “But beauty grows in the darkest of places, and when a twisting vine turns into an immense pumpkin, Evan is drawn out of his isolation and back to the county fair, where friendships—old and new—await.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ezsUPXkC-R4 (3:44)

[bookmark: _Hlk50559990]4.12: Rabbit and the Motorbike by Kate Hoefler, author & Sarah Jacoby, illustrator (2019)
“A timeless fable of the journey from grief to acceptance that will touch every reader: Rabbit isn’t sure he’ll ever be brave enough to go on an adventure. He’s a homebody who lives in a quiet field of wheat he dreams [image: Rabbit and the Motorbike: (Books about Friendship, Inspirational Books for  Kids, Children's Adventure Books, Children's Emotion Books): Hoefler, Kate,  Jacoby, Sarah: 9781452170909: Amazon.com: Books]of leaving every night. His world is enlarged by his friend Dog and Dog’s tales of motorbike adventures. But one day, Dog is gone, and with him, go the stories Rabbit loves so much. Dare Rabbit pick up the motorbike and live his own story?”
Video Link: https://www.facebook.com/JenniferGarner/videos/rabbit-and-the-motorbike-by-kate-hoefler-illustrated-by-sarah-jacoby-published-b/668636837262226/ (9:15)

4.13: Maybe Tomorrow? by Charlotte Agell, author and Ana Ramírez González, illustrator (2019)
[image: Maybe Tomorrow? by Charlotte Agell]     “Elba has a big block. She’s been dragging it around for a long time. Norris dances everywhere he goes, even uphill. He is always surrounded by a happy cloud of butterflies. Can Norris and his butterflies help ease Elba’s sadness and convince her to join them on a trip to the ocean?
     “This tender exploration of loss illuminates the sustaining power of kindness, empathy, and friendship. It will resonate with anyone who has experienced hardship or grief, from the death of a loved one or a pet, to the transition to a new home, family situation, or learning environment. It is especially comforting during this time of social distancing and the uncertainty around what the future holds, sensitively demonstrating that together we can make it through anything if we take care of one another.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jQJ-Gfen94Y (15:01) (Reading from 3:20 to 12:30)

4.14: The Tenth Good Thing About Barney by Judith Viorst, author and Erik Blegvad, illustrator (1987)
[image: The Tenth Good Thing About Barney: Viorst, Judith, Blegvad, Erik:  9780689712036: Amazon.com: Books]     “My cat Barney died this Friday. I was very sad. My mother said we could have a funeral for him, and I should think of ten good things about Barney so I could tell them...
     “But the small boy who loved Barney can only think of nine. Later, while talking with his father, he discovers the tenth -- and begins to understand.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yxgU61g27V8 (4:30)

     Environment
4.15: The Curious Garden by Peter Brown (2009)
[image: Image result for the curious garden by peter brown]     “While out exploring one day, a little boy named Liam discovers a struggling garden and decides to take care of it. As time passes, the garden spreads throughout the dark, gray city, transforming it into a lush, green world.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6SHmN-wXykU (5:00)




4.16: The Lorax by Dr. Seuss (1971)
[image: Image result for the lorax by dr. seuss]     “Unless someone like you...cares a whole awful lot...nothing is going to get better...It’s not.
     “Long before saving the earth became a global concern, Dr. Seuss, speaking through his character the Lorax, warned against mindless progress and the danger it posed to the earth’s natural beauty.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EdWesdMfyd4 (18:18)
Teaching Resource: https://www.prindleinstitute.org/books/the-lorax/ 

4.17: The Earth and I by Frank Asch (1994)
[image: Image result for The Earth and I by Frank Asch]     “This is a story about a friendship that one child has with the earth. They play together. They listen to each other. They nourish each other. But when the earth is sad, the child is sad--so he finds a way to make his friend, the earth, happy.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7wWMXGtfp_0 (2:01)



4.18: Noah’s Wife: The Story of Naamah by Rabbi Sandy Eisenberg Sasso, author and Bethanne Andersen, illustrator (2002)
[image: Image result for Noah's Wife: The Story of Naamah]     “When God tells Noah to bring the animals of the world onto the ark, God also calls on Naamah, Noah’s wife, to save each plant on Earth.
     “Entrusted with this task, Naamah sets off to every corner of the world, discovering a fabulous array of growing things, and gathering seeds, bulbs, cuttings, spores, and roots. She fills a room on the ark with every type of plant--from amaryllis, soybeans, and wheat to lilies, moss, and even dandelions. Then, after 40 long days and nights on the ark, the most important part of Naamah’s work begins.
     “In this new story, based on an ancient text, Naamah’s wisdom and love for the natural harmony of the earth inspires us to use our own courage, creativity, and faith to carry out Naamah’s work today.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Sflf-zifD18 (14:34)

4.19: A Child’s Garden: A Story of Hope by Michael Foreman (2010)
[image: Image result for A Child's Garden: A Story of Hope]”Master storyteller Michael Foreman has created a timely and moving story of a child creating a garden of hope in the midst of poverty and war. A boy’s world is ruin and rubble, with a wire fence and soldiers separating him from the cool hills where his father used to take him as a small child. Can a tiny, green plant shoot give him hope in a bleak landscape?”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=P4T_LzSUabw (8:21)

     Forgiveness
4.20: Amelia Bedelia by Peggy Parish, author and Fritz Siebel, illustrator (2013, first published in 1963)
[image: ]     “Amelia Bedelia works as a housekeeper for Mr. and Mrs. Rogers. On her first day of work, Mrs. Rogers gives Amelia Bedelia a list of chores. Amelia Bedelia follows the list word for word. For example, instead of closing the drapes when asked to ‘draw the drapes,’ she draws a picture of the drapes in a notebook. At the end of the book, Mr. and Mrs. Rogers are so upset with Amelia Bedelia for not following their directions that, had not been for her lemon-meringue pie, she would have been fired.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aoWZMr9EJhg (7:01)
Teaching Resource: https://www.prindleinstitute.org/books/amelia-bedelia/ 

4.21: Bumble-Ardy by Maurice Sendak (2011)
[image: ]     “The tale of Bumble-Ardy, written by Maurice Sendak (Where the Wild Things Are) is about a neglected eight turning nine-year-old pig, who had never had a birthday party. This all changed when his parents had gorged themselves to their death and his aunt Adeline adopted him. Aunt Adeline gives Bumble-Ardy a cake and a present and goes to work. Bumble-Ardy then decides to throw himself his own party without telling his aunt. The party gets out of hand and, when Adeline comes home early from work, she ends the party sternly. In the end, Aunt Adeline and Bumble-Ardy make up and he learns lessons of love, friendship, forgiveness, and trust.”
     Bumble-Ardy evolved from an animated segment for Sesame Street to a glorious picture book.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3qh4xoEf9wE (2:23, original animation for Sesame Street, 1970)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u6R6mwok1a0 (4:47)
Teaching Resource: https://www.prindleinstitute.org/books/bumble-ardy/ 

4.22: Lilly’s Purple Plastic Purse by Kevin Henkes (2006)
[image: ]     “Lilly absolutely loves school, especially her teacher, Mr. Slinger. When she grows up, Lilly wants to be a teacher just like Mr. Slinger. One day, she comes to class with a shiny, new, plastic purse. All Lilly wants to do is show off her purse to the class, despite Mr. Slinger’s requests. Lilly gets angry and draws a mean picture of Mr. Slinger, but later realizes she has acted rashly when Mr. Slinger gives her a note and snacks. The next day, Lilly apologizes to Mr. Slinger and the two rekindle their relationship.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=urB6gh-E59Q (12:35)
Teaching Resource: https://www.prindleinstitute.org/books/lillys-purple-plastic-purse/ 

4.23: The Real Thief by William Steig (1973)
[image: ]     “Gawain the goose is really devoted to King Basil the bear and so he takes his job as Chief Guard of the Royal Treasury seriously. When rubies, then gold ducats, and finally the world-famous Kalikak diamond vanish from the treasure house, there is no way to account for the disappearances. Only Gawain and the King have keys!”
Audiobook Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NlX44xhr6jE (3:05)
Teaching Resource: https://www.prindleinstitute.org/books/the-real-thief/ 

4.24: When Sophie Gets Angry—Really, Really Angry... by Molly Bang (1999)
[image: Image result for When Sophie Gets Angry--Really, Really Angry... by Molly Bang"]     “Sophie is playing with a toy gorilla when her sister takes it from her for her turn. Sophie gets really angry and she is ready to explode, but instead she cries, climbs a tree and tries to calm herself.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YFvZOjGUTYk (3:37)
Teaching Resource: https://www.prindleinstitute.org/books/when-sophie-gets-angry/ 

4.25: The Hundred Dresses by Eleanor Estes, author and Louis Slobodkin, illustrator (2004)
[image: Image result for The Hundred Dresses by Eleanor Estes"]     When seeking forgiveness is important, but no longer possible.
     “Eleanor Estes’s The Hundred Dresses won a Newbery Honor in 1945 and has never been out of print since. At the heart of the story is Wanda Petronski, a Polish girl in a Connecticut school who is ridiculed by her classmates for wearing the same faded blue dress every day. Wanda claims she has one hundred dresses at home, but everyone knows she doesn’t and bullies her mercilessly. The class feels terrible when Wanda is pulled out of the school, but by that time it’s too late for apologies. Maddie, one of Wanda’s classmates, ultimately decides that she is ‘never going to stand by and say nothing again.’ This powerful, timeless story has been reissued with a new letter from the author’s daughter Helena Estes, and with the Caldecott artist Louis Slobodkin’s original artwork in beautifully restored color.”
A film enacting the book: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xv5Nzv0hWQE (8:23)
A digital retelling with home-drawn artwork: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kzqGm61pY0Y (5:56)

[image: Image result for The Lumberjack's Beard by Duncan Beedie"]4.26: The Lumberjack’s Beard by Duncan Beedie (2017)
     “Every day, lumberjack Jim Hickory heads into the forest with his trusty ax and chops down trees. Unfortunately, all sorts of creatures, including a bird, a porcupine, and a beaver, lose their homes in the process, so Jim gives them a home in his beard — until one day it all gets to be too much.” 
      Jim seeks forgiveness by trying to make-up for what he has done, but then he goes far beyond that.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dUySyI_Bfgc (5:09)

4.27: Martha Doesn’t Say Sorry by Samantha Berger, author and Bruce Whatley, illustrator (2009)
[image: Image result for martha doesn't say sorry"]     “‘There are many things Martha does, but apologizing isn’t one of them.’ Mischievous Martha never says sorry for her behavior. She soon learns that if she wants others to cooperate with her, she must apologize.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SxcWOLePBr4 (4:40)


4.28: The Forgiveness Garden by Lauren Thompson, author and Christy Hale, illustrator
(2012)
[image: Image result for The Forgiveness Garden by Lauren Thompson]     “A long time ago and far away--although it could be here, and it could be now--a boy threw a stone and injured a girl. For as long as anyone could remember, their families had been enemies, and their towns as well, so it was no surprise that something bad had happened.
     “Hate had happened. Revenge had happened. And that inspired more hate and more calls for revenge. But this time, a young girl decided to try something different...
     “Inspired by the original Garden of Forgiveness in Beirut, Lebanon, and the movement that has grown up around it, Lauren Thompson has created a timeless parable for all ages that shows readers a better way to resolve conflicts and emphasizes the importance of moving forward together.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VpsWu6e89UQ (6:11)
Video about the Garden of Forgiveness in Beirut: https://healingwoundsofhistory.com/garden-of-forgiveness/ (5:44)

4.29: Under the Lemon Moon by Edith Hope Fine, author and Rene King Moreno, illustrator (1999)
[image: Image result for under the lemon moon]     “When Rosalinda discovers a man has been stealing lemons from her beautiful lemon tree, she turns to La Anciana, the town’s wise old woman, for advice on how to handle the situation, but the answer she gets is very different from what she had expected.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=h3bELLiYqv8 (8:49)
Teacher’s Guide: https://www.leeandlow.com/books/under-the-lemon-moon/teachers_guide

4.30: Will You Forgive Me? by Sally Grindley, author and Penny Dann, illustrator (2001)
[image: Image result for Will You Forgive Me? Sally Grindley]”Figgy Twosocks, Jefferson Bear, and friends return in a new adventure that explores the timeless and universal themes of friendship and forgiveness. Figgy Twosocks has lost Jefferson Bear’s favorite scratching stick, and she’s too scared to tell him. What if he doesn’t want to be her friend anymore? Then Figgy learns that if you’re truly sorry, friends will forgive and forget.”
Abbreviated reading of book: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5woS2F5WGqk (9:39)

4.31: The Sandwich Swap by Queen Rania of Jordan Al Abdullah & Kelly DiPucchio, authors and Tricia Tusa, illustrator (2010)
[image: Image result for the sandwich swap]     “Lily and Salma are best friends. They like doing all the same things, and they always eat lunch together. Lily eats peanut butter and Salma eats hummus-but what’s that between friends? It turns out, a lot. Before they know it, a food fight breaks out. Can Lily and Salma put aside their differences? Or will a sandwich come between them?
     “The smallest things can pull us apart-until we learn that friendship is far more powerful than difference. In a glorious three-page gatefold at the end of the book, Salma, Lily, and all their classmates come together in the true spirit of tolerance and acceptance.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BpGhq4hkYHc (5:02)
Animated video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MvEr6FsVoBI (5:57)

5.0: Music & Videos for Children
No resources identified.

6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 10: Helping Others
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session10 
An important aspect of helping someone else heal is caring. 
“Participants will:
· Understand that caring for others is an important part of being a Unitarian Universalist
· Express their own caring by creating cards for people who are lonely or sick
· Connect the story with their caring feelings.”
6.1.2: Session 13: Feeling Sad
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session13
A memorial service is a ritual that, if done well, can help with the process of healing after the death of a loved one.
“Participants will:
· Learn that everyone has sad feelings and that death is a natural part of life
· Know that a memorial service is one way that we can comfort people when someone has died
· Understand that our congregation is a safe place to share our feelings and questions about death and loss.”
6.1.3: Session 26: Teddy Bear Month — Sick!
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session26
Helping someone who is sick is an act of caring that helps with their healing.
“Participants will:
· Feel empowered to care for others
· Practice the skills of helping someone who is sick to feel better.”

6.2: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 3: The Gift of Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session3 
Forgiveness is an act that can be central to healing oneself or another.
“This session will:
· Introduce forgiveness as an intangible gift
· Explore situations where forgiveness is appropriate and identify ways to express forgiveness
· Show how forgiveness helps us live our Unitarian Universalist Principles, especially the first Principle (inherent worth and dignity of every person) and the second Principle (justice, equity and compassion in human relations)
· Demonstrate that authentic welcoming must include a readiness to forgive
· Engage participants in the spiritual practices of opening and closing rituals.”
6.2.2: Session 7: The Gift of Helping
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session7 
Helping, like caring, can promote healing in many ways, including helping people to escape poverty, which can promote healing.
“Participants will:
· Consider a story about how people help others by contributing to an organization that helps families develop sustainable agricultural livelihoods
· Experience connectedness through an active game
· Make a Helping Hands Wreath to represent working collectively in the service of others.”
6.2.3: Session 9: The Gift of Mutual Caring
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session9 
Caring extends to animals, on the one hand, and animals can help and/or promote healing as service animals or in other ways. 
“Participants will:
· Learn that some animals have been trained to assist people with special needs and how these working animals are different from pets
· Understand how working animals exemplify care between species, an intangible gift the children can give and receive
· Explore their own interactions with animals as pets, at a zoo, in books or electronic media, or in nature
· Identify elements of a mutual caring relationship between a human and an animal, including responsibility, affection, loyalty, and help
· Connect caring relationships between humans and animals with the larger concept of the interdependent web of life, the seventh Unitarian Universalist Principle
· Make gifts for animal friends and/or sell dog biscuits to raise funds for a guide dog school or a no-kill shelter.”

6.3: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 4: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session4 
Forgiveness is an act that can be central to healing oneself or another.
“This session will:
· Identify words and phrases around forgiveness
· Introduce the Unitarian Universalist idea that we believe all people should be treated fairly (second Principle)
· Discover the joy in using the words, ‘I forgive you.’”
6.3.2: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session15 
Caring for the earth in concrete ways can contribute to the healing of the earth due to the harm committed by human activity.
“Participants will:
· Explore the Unitarian Universalist seventh Principle: We believe in caring for our planet Earth and every living thing that shares it with us
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists believe we must show love to the earth because it is our only home
· Learn that each and every human, animal, and plant depends on this one small planet for life
· Understand how taking care with our environment benefits everyone and every living thing.”

6.4: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.4.1: Session 4: In Another’s Shoes
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session4 
Empathy and listening are essential skills in caring and healing, whether for a person or the cause of justice.
“Participants will:
· Take pride in sharing acts of goodness and justice they have done (or witnessed) in the “Gems of Goodness” project
· Hear and act out a story about how someone learns to see things from another perspective.
· Learn to listen and speak empathetically”
6.4.2: Session 5: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session5 
Forgiveness is an act that can be central to healing oneself or another.
“This session will:
· Foster participants’ pride in sharing acts of goodness and justice that they have done (or witnessed)
· Create a forum for children to share with one another about acts of goodness and justice
· Introduce the concept of forgiveness
· Guide participants to share their own experiences of anger, hurt, love and forgiveness
· Lead participants to experience forgiveness of self or another person.
· Help participants reflect on an act of kindness another person has done for them”
6.4.3: Session 7: Seeing Others with Awe
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session7 
When we see others with awe, we better understand how they are worthy of our care and help, especially when another seeks healing. 
“Participants will:
· Hear a story about some children who learn to see each other with awe
· Think about what they value in each of their peers and articulate these observations as they write or draw them on affirmation portraits
· Identify and name things that they enjoy and/or are good at
· Make a self-portrait.”
6.4.4: Session 11: Do No Harm
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session11 
Better than healing, is to do no harm in the first place, especially by promoting peace. 
“The session will:
· Develop participants’ empathy and nurture a sense of life as sacred
· Empower participants as peacemakers
· Build participants’ ability to take responsibility for their actions and choices
· Deepen participants’ understanding of the sixth Unitarian Universalist Principle, which promotes world peace.”

6.5: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.5.1: Session 8: Love Is Accepting
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session8  
Often acceptance of another or ourself is an important step on the path of healing.
“Participants will:
· Experience the fourth Source of Unitarian Universalism, “Jewish and Christian teachings which tell us to love all other as we love ourselves,” through a story from Hebrew scripture
· Understand that a Unitarian Universalist faith guides us to accept everyone as they are—the same way we want to be accepted—regardless of how someone’s behavior matches the gender we perceive them to be
· Explore gender roles and stereotypes in an age-appropriate manner
· Build emotional self-awareness, emotional expression, and empathy.”
6.5.2: Session 12: From Anger to Kindness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session12 
Anger is can be a dis-ease. Learning how to manage anger and letting go of anger can be a crucial step in the healing process.
“Participants will:
· Identify the third Source of Unitarian Universalism—in child-friendly words, “Our Unitarian Universalist beliefs come from the ethical and spiritual wisdom of the world’s religions”
· Learn a Buddhist story about how to handle anger
· Understand how anger physically and emotionally affects us
· Practice strategies for managing anger and letting anger go.”
6.5.3: Session 13: Responding with Love
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session13 
How we respond to another can make a significant difference. Negativity and meanness can get in the way of healing. Engaging them with kindness can disrupt patterns and lead to positive outcomes.
“Participants will:
· Hear a story from the Sufi tradition that models responding to meanness with kindness
· Experience a calming dancing meditation
· Practice transforming negative situations and attitudes with positive words.”

6.6: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
Caring for self and others is an important way to promote healing.
6.6.1: Session 6: Signs of Caring
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session6  
“Participants will:
· Understand a Sharing of Joys and Concerns ritual as a symbol of our UU belief that we are interconnected and must care for one another
· Share joys and concerns in community
· Identify themselves as loving individuals, capable of providing care and worthy of receiving care, and understand that caring actions can be a sign of their UU faith
· Demonstrate caring, by making “caring candles” for the congregation.”

6.7: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.7.1: Session 4: Building A Community of Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session4 
Forgiveness is an act that can be central to healing oneself or another.
“Participants will:
· Practice the skills of offering forgiveness to those who have broken a covenant
· Connect their own thoughts and experiences with a story about a group of Buddhist students’ experience of covenant and forgiveness
· Articulate ways they express and consider ways to enforce the group covenant
· Understand how practicing forgiveness helps heal hurt feelings
· Commit to practicing at home forgiveness skills learned during the session.”
6.7.2: Session 5: The Blessing Of Imperfection
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session5  
Accepting imperfections can support healing, especially the attitude that one is not “good enough.” 
“Participants will:
· Hear a story in which an imperfection was also a special gift that could be shared
· Express, in an art project, their own imperfections in terms of gifts of blessings they can share
· Learn about useful inventions that came about by mistakes or accidents
· Learn that, as Unitarian Universalists, we value the very imperfections that make each individual unique.”
6.7.3: Session 9: Lean On Me
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session9  
Allowing others to lean on you when they are in distress can make a big difference. Empathy and compassion promote this willingness and can help with healing.
“Participants will:
· Hear a story from the Muslim faith about how the support of Mohamed’s wife, Khadija, was crucial to his acceptance of his calling
· Experience and process a trust walk—a physical exploration of giving and receiving support
· Develop empathy by imagining what it must have been like for Khadija, the wife of Mohamed, to be his first supporter.”

6.8: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.8.1: Session 4: Love Your Neighbor as Yourself
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session4  
Hospitality is based on acceptance. It can make the stranger a friend, and sometimes make an enemy one as well. Hospitality is powerful. It can also heal relationships. 
“Participants will:
· Reflect on and discuss a story that demonstrates both the ethic of reciprocity and a kind of radical hospitality
· Experience, in games and activities, how affirming one another deepens our connections and builds our sense of community
· Reflect on how radical hospitality enriches our communities and each of us as individuals
· Explore their individual responsibility and practical ways to offer radical hospitality to others.”
6.8.3: Session 5: Meeting People Where They Live
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session5  
We can’t help people or help them heal if we don’t meet them where they live. Through empathy and listening we put aside our assumptions so we can truly connect and effectively serve. 
“Participants will:
· Give examples of how they and their congregation embody a faith covenant through acts of service
· Learn about Joseph Tuckerman, Unitarian minister and pioneer in the field of social work
· Experience the theme of connections to Tuckerman’s work with waterfront families by tying sailor knots
· Experience Tuckerman’s method of asking families what service they needed, by interviewing one another
· Understand “service” as an important Unitarian Universalist value.”

6.9: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 15: Atonement (Level)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session15 
Dis-ease is being out of balance. At-one-ment can restore balance and promote healing, especially of relationships. 
“Participants will:
· Learn the vocabulary words, ‘atonement’ and ‘reconciliation’
· Understand how the tool, a level, symbolizes the restoration of balance that comes with ‘at-one-ment’ or atonement
· Hear a true story illustrating how some Unitarian Universalists made a mistake and, later, a new generation of Unitarian Universalists tried to restore balance, to atone
· Play games that illustrate concepts related to atonement, including disarray and unity and the difficulties of assigning blame
· Express a form of reconciling prayer in the process of handling and baking bread
· Discuss their feelings on the value of restoring balance, at-one-ment, by making an apology.”

6.10: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
6.10.1: Session 8: The Power of Listening
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session8  
Listening is one of the most powerful skills in healing. Often, we do not need to say anything since saying aloud about one’s dis-ease can make a difference. Our presence, our empathy, and our willingness to simply listen are a kind of medicine.
“Participants will:
· Hear the story of Unitarian Universalist minister Don Robinson, who created Beacon House Community Ministries for children and youth, in partnership with members of the Washington, DC community in which it is located
· Practice deep attention and listening through an exercise in which the group counts to ten
· Experience the power of listening and presence, by listening to a partner rant about a pet peeve
· Create ‘all ears’ hats as a reminder to listen actively and deeply.”

6.11: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.11.1: Session 6: Thinking of Death
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session6  
Experiencing the death of a loved-one is a major cause of sadness and distress. Rituals can help with the healing as can the grieving process. 
“Participants will:
· Compare and contrast death beliefs of various religions
· Learn the perspective of a contemporary Unitarian Universalist theologian
· Consider the concept that we live on, after death, through our actions in life and in the love and memories of others
· Reflect on their own ideas about death
· Plan and/or experience a ritual to recognize the deaths of individuals in their congregation, family or community.”
6.11.2: Session 11: Touching All
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session11  
Often, feeling connected can lessen loneliness and dis-ease so that one can heal. Participating in community can promote healing as can the work for justice. 
“Participants will:
· Strengthen their communal connections
· Understand how a sense of belonging is linked to a sense of responsibility
· Reflect on human connection to one another and to all life
· Learn about Henry Bergh, Unitarian founder of the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals
· Explore Unitarian Universalist statements about connection.”

6.12: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.12.1: Session 12: Human And Divine
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session12  
Forgiveness is an act that can be central to healing oneself or another.
“Participants will:
· Examine their experiences with and feelings about forgiveness
· Identify steps to take in the acts of forgiving and of asking for forgiveness
· Hear two stories important in Western culture
· Define salvation, redemption, original sin, “being saved,” and communion
· Experience spiritual space.”

6.13: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justice-making for Junior High School Youth
6.13.1: Workshop 11: The Call for Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop11 
Forgiveness is an act that can be central to healing oneself or another.
“This workshop will:
· Identify forgiveness as a quality needed to bring about a more just world
· Demonstrate that forgiveness is connected to the inherent worth and dignity of every person (first Principle)
· Explore forgiveness as a challenging and rewarding activity
· Examine forgiveness on different levels, both large and small.”

6.14: Families: A Jr. High School Youth Program that Explores the Diversity, Commonality, and Meaning of Families
6.14.1: Workshop 9: Families Function: Families Feel
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/families/workshop9  
Families can be a source of distress as well as a safe harbor where healing can occur because of the support and love given. A healthy family works to avoid harm and provide mutual support and love.
“Participants will:
· Explore families as functioning units
· Consider the emotional life of families and of the individuals that comprise families
· Explore how life events shape families
· Learn about communication in families through drama and discussion
· Share ideas about healthy family functioning.”

6.15: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
6.15.1: Session 5: A Miracle Inside
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-5  
Experiencing someone who is uncaring can be hard. Wondering why they are uncaring can be the first step. Determination in transforming uncaring into caring is often necessary. The results can be surprising. 
“Participants will:
· Share “miracle moments” to further discern what they consider a “miracle”
· Analyze how, in a Celtic story, the folk heroine Brigit miraculously transforms a landowner from uncaring to generous
· Identify personal transformations in themselves or others and explore how they might use love, faith, and determination to create transformation
· Understand love, faith, and determination as core values in our Unitarian Universalist faith.”

Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: Be Still / Rest / Shalom by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 
     Occasionally, we reach the end of a day, a week, a season, or a year and find ourselves overwhelmingly exhausted.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     This is not simply the exhaustion of the body, which sleep might restore, but the exhaustion of the soul.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     How hard to praise life’s gifts when we are haunted by such incredible burden. How difficult to recognize joy or possibility, to experience contentment or purpose, to consider self-care a necessity rather than a luxury.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     At times like these, sleep becomes an escape from such weariness, but not its cure. At times like these, we continue to sleep while we are awake. We call this sleep depression, the physical, emotional and spiritual numbing that masks our pain and suffering at such great cost.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     To reach this state, whether by overwork, stress, fear, doubt or loss, is to also realize that an essential balance in our life has been lost. There is no quick fix to such spiritual dis-ease.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     In times such as these, let us pray for salvation, not for a superficial religiosity, but for the healing and wholeness that is our birthright and our destiny.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     Let us not surrender to despair, but to Life itself.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     Let us enter Sabbath time, that respite of prayer, meditation, stillness, and quiet that can restore our soul.  Be Still… Rest… Shalom.
     Be still, that you might become mindful of your sorrow and your joy. Be still, that you might come to know the deepest longings of your heart. Be still that you might become open to the healing possibilities in you and around you.
     Rest. Set your burdens aside that this Sabbath time might bring you deep refreshment.
     Shalom. In stillness and rest may you come to know a peace that passes understanding. 
Source: Touchstones

7.2: Space to Heal by Thuy Nguyen (254 words)
     As we plow through day-to-day life, we dream about finding a time when there will be space to heal, rejuvenate and refuel. Some of us are holding off until the weekend, while for others the breaks are fewer and farther in between. 
     …We think of space as if it were a far-off destination or something we create. But really, space is ever present and everywhere. A room crammed full of stuff doesn’t have less space than an empty room. It just has more stuff in it. We are not creating space when we take stuff out, space is already there. There is nothing but space.
     Inside us is space as well. Like our external space, our internal space can become crowded with stuff that might impede our ability to move around and do things efficiently. Our internal space becomes more and more crowded with thoughts, beliefs, and judgments that keep us from healing, movement, and growth. 
     … “Should” thoughts and “can’t” thoughts and “have to” thoughts and “never/always” thoughts are dis-empowering and create impossible conditions for our healing, depleting us of our energy. …
     We have the internal space to heal. We only need to be willing to let go of some of the discordant clutter and noise of our minds. …A spacious and trusting internal world can positively affect both internal and external environments in subtle and miraculous ways. De-clutter some outdated thoughts right now. Replace them with: I have the space to heal, I have the capacity to heal, this very moment.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=2246 

7.3: Difference Between Healing and Curing by Michael Lerner (266 words)
     In my thirty years of working with cancer patients, I’ve seen a profound distinction between curing and healing.
     Curing is what a physician seeks to offer…. Healing, however, comes from within us. It’s what *we* bring to the table. Healing can be described as a physical, emotional, mental, and spiritual process of coming home.
     Even if we’re losing ground physically, there’s extra-ordinary emotional, mental and spiritual healing that can go on. …It is …healthier, …more healing, to allow yourself to feel whatever is coming up in you, and allow yourself to work with that anxiety, depression, grief. Because, underneath that, if you allow those feelings to come up and express themselves, then you can find the truly positive way of living in relationship to those feelings. That’s such an important thing.
     Then there’s the ideas we have about ourselves, our lives, about what the disease means. …There is the opportunity that comes with …[disease], to ask ourselves how we want to reinvent our lives. And that can be one of the most powerful healing things we can do.
     Healing is the most fundamental aspect of our condition, and it’s a continuous rediscovery of what it means to be alive. It spills over into the rest of our life and guides us. It’s not only about some “spiritual experience” of being high all the time. Not at all. It is about living with the ongoing stresses and strains and difficulties—and joys—of life, but doing so in a way that we feel whole.
     Living in relationship with the struggles of life is what makes us human.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=1066 

7.4: Only Service Heals by Rachel Naomi Remen (269 words)
     If helping is an experience of strength, fixing is an experience of mastery and expertise. Service, on the other hand, is an experience of mystery, surrender and awe. …A server knows that he or she is being used and has a willingness to be used in the service of something greater, something essentially unknown. Fixing and helping are very personal; they are very particular, concrete and specific. We fix and help many different things in our lifetimes, but when we serve, we are always serving the same thing. Everyone who has ever served through the history of time serves the same thing. We are servers of the wholeness and mystery in life.
     …Fixing and helping may often be the work of the ego, and service the work of the soul. They may look similar if you’re watching from the outside, but the inner experience is different. The outcome is often different, too.
     Our service serves us as well as others. …Over time, fixing and helping are draining, depleting. Over time we burn out. Service is renewing. When we serve, our work itself will sustain us.
     Service rests on the basic premise that the nature of life is sacred, that life is a holy mystery which has an unknown purpose. When we serve, we know that we belong to life and to that purpose. …When …[we] serve, …[we] see life as whole. From the perspective of service, we are all connected: All suffering is like my suffering and all joy is like my joy. The impulse to serve emerges naturally and inevitably from this way of seeing.
     …Only service heals.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=941 

7.5: Beggarly, Friendly, And Kingly Giving by Stephen Levine (243 words)
     The greatest gift is the act of giving itself. Traditionally, three kinds of giving are spoken of. There is beggarly giving, which is when we give with only one hand, still holding onto what we give. In this kind of giving, we give the least of what we have and afterward wonder whether we should have given at all.
      Another kind of giving is called “friendly” giving, in which we give openhandedly. We take what we have and share it, because it seems appropriate. It’s a clear giving.
      Then there’s the type of giving that’s called “kingly” giving. That’s when we give the best of what we have, even if none remains for ourself. We give the best we have instinctively with graciousness. 
     …We’ve all experienced these kinds of giving in our lives; giving from us and giving to us. We all know what it feels like when we hold on to what we give…. We’ve also given when we felt it right to let something go into another’s hands, just let it flow right through. That’s the kind of giving that comes through people who are healers. They don’t hold onto it—the life energy moves right through them. There’s no one healing; there’s just healing coming out. That’s the kingly kind of giving.
     More generally, as we grow into ourselves, we find ourselves giving, sharing openhandedly, and honestly. That feels good. That bring us to the …love that nurtures growth.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=944 

7.6: Processing Anger with an Open Heart by John Robbins and Ann Mortifee (225 words) 
     There should really be two different words …for “anger-with-the heart-closed” and …for “anger with-the-heart-open.” Most anger in our society is “anger-with-the heart-closed.” Many of us are in the habit of automatically using our anger vindictively to protect ourselves or to impose our will upon others. We may believe ourselves totally justified in demeaning others’ self-esteem. We may believe that we do this for “their own good.” We may even believe that the will we are trying to impose is God’s will. From such unconsciousness have come generations of abuse. From such self-righteousness have come millennia of “holy” wars.
     “Anger-with-the-heart-closed” is destructive. But there are times when our anger can be a gift to the other person, when it is not simply our own ego twisting in a knot, and trying to use the other person to undo the strain. Though we may feel great heat and urgency, there need be nothing mean in the way we express ourselves. For when there is no desire to wound or punish or blame, we become able to speak with great clarity and power. We may roar like a lion, but it is a healing roar. We may be challenging, but we are infinitely fair. We may be outraged, but we are respectful. This is “anger-with-the-heart-open” and it has a beauty, a passion, and a clarity that is unmistakable.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=929 

7.7: Social Healing by Judith Thompson (111 words)
The trends we are seeing within restorative justice, reconciliation, transitional justice, dialogue and other forms of peace practice, are evidence of new ways of addressing human conflict that are moving beyond the old dichotomies. We have chosen to name this trend social healing partly because we see an evolving paradigm that is not fundamentally hinged around the dualities of good vs. bad and right vs. wrong, but is rather inclined toward viewing human conflict through the lens of wounding and healing. Social healing, then, is not guided by revenge, retribution or punishment, but rather by the compassionate response of relating to all people—victims, transgressors and bystanders alike—as inextricably connected.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=780 

7.8: Showing Up for Life by unknown (268 words)
     The way we walk into a room says a lot about the way we live our lives. When we walk into a room curious about what’s happening, willing to engage, and perceiving ourselves as an active participant with something to offer, then we have really shown up to the party. When we walk into a room with our eyes down, or nervously smiling, we are holding ourselves back for one reason or another. We may be hurting inside and in need of healing, or we may lack the confidence required to really be present in the room. Still, just noticing that we’re not really showing up, and having a vision of what it will look and feel like when we do, can give us the inspiration we need to recover ourselves.
     Even if we are suffering, we can show up to that experience ready to fully engage in it and learn what it has to offer. When we show up for our life, we are actively participating in being a happy person, achieving our goals, and generally living the life our soul really wants. If we need healing, we begin the process of seeking out those who can help us heal. If we need experience, we find the places and opportunities that can give us the experience we need in order to do the work we want to do in the world. Whatever we need, we look for it, and when we find it, we engage in the process of letting ourselves have it. When we do this kind of work, we become lively, confident, and passionate individuals.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=581 

7.9: Ourselves We’re Helping, Ourselves We’re Healing by James Carse (252 words)
     I am touched by another when the distance between us is reduced to zero. I am touched only if I respond from my own center—that is, spontaneously, originally. But you do not touch me except from your own center, out of your own genius. Touching is always reciprocal. You cannot touch me unless I touch you in response.
     The opposite of touching is MOVING. You move me by pressing me from without toward a place you have already foreseen and perhaps prepared. It is a staged action that succeeds only if in moving me you remain unmoved yourself. I can be moved to tears by skilled performances and heart-rending newspaper accounts, or moved to passion by political manifestos and narratives of heroic achievement—but, in each case, I am moved according to a formula or design to which the actor or agent is immune. 
     …When I am touched, I am touched only as the person I am behind all the theatrical masks, but at the same time I am changed from within -- and whoever touches me is touched as well.
     …If to be touched is to respond from one’s center, it is also to respond as a whole person. To be whole is to be hale, or healthy. In sum, whoever is touched is healed.
     …Healing, of course, has all the reciprocity of touching ... But healing requires no specialists, only those who can come to us out of their own center, and who are prepared to be healed themselves.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=484 

7.10: The Quantum Matrix by Raphael Kellman (256 words) 
     Although doctors might disagree on this or that cure, they all agreed on one thing: the patient’s own consciousness was irrelevant. What mattered was the doctor’s ability to manipulate drugs and body parts, much as a mechanic manipulates the parts of a car. It would be a foolish mechanic, indeed, who believed that his or her feelings—let alone the car’s feelings! —had anything to do with getting the vehicle back on the road. We doctors were considered equally foolish to believe that either our own or the patient’s consciousness played any role in the healing process.
     But this vision of the body as machine was based on a long-outdated model of the physical world, grounded in the seventeenth-century classical physics proposed by Sir Isaac Newton and supplemented by the mechanistic views of Rene Descartes. …To be fair, a great deal of good came out of this mechanistic view. Nevertheless, an overreliance on technology and the mechanistic worldview that created it has led to a medical science that is simply incorrect.
     …In the participatory universe revealed by quantum physics, our consciousness can actually change the material world—including our bodies and our state of health.
     The notion that consciousness can affect reality was first put forward by nuclear physicist Werner Heisenberg, author of the famous Heisenberg uncertainty principle. 
     …Heisenberg …argued— and most modern-day physicists agree—that our observation actually enables us to create new realities. Thus, subatomic particles exist only when we observe them, that our observation of these particles literally brings them into existence!
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=356 

7.11: Awareness of Emotions by Gary Zukav (187 words)
     Without an awareness of our feelings, we cannot experience compassion. How can we share the sufferings and the joys of others if we cannot experience our own?
     If we are not intimate with our emotions, we cannot perceive the dynamics that lie behind the motion, the way that these dynamics work, and ends that they serve. Emotions are currents of energy that pass through us. Awareness of these currents is the first step in learning how our experiences come into being and why.
     Emotions reflect intentions. Therefore, awareness of emotions leads to awareness of intentions. Every discrepancy between a conscious intention and the emotions that accompany it point directly to a splintered aspect of the self that requires healing. If, for example, …your intention to advance in your work causes sorrow instead of satisfaction, following the sorrow will lead you to unconscious intentions.
     Without an awareness of your emotions, you are not able to experience compassion. Compassion is not an emotion. It is a way of being, but the path to compassion is through your heart, and only an awareness of your feelings can open your heart.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/read/view.php?tid=182 

7.12: A Trinity of Wholeness: Contemplation, Action, and Healing by Teresa Pasquale Mateus (243 words)
     Healing is part of an essential Trinitarian process of being—and to find healing, one needs a deep spiritual rootedness, which some call the contemplative spiritual path….
     The core of the contemplative path is not just an individualistic process; it is about being a deeper part of the …human family….
     We all have the capacity to heal, but we cannot do it alone.
     …This trinity of wholeness provides a synchronized spiritual and emotional chemistry to help us sustain ourselves—for the pain of life, the grief of loss….
     …We have become reliant on words like “self-care,” which often become a mandate for solitary practice, sought out by an individual, and done in isolation. …We are meant to be in community with each other—something often lost in our Western conception of society, where the self is both meant to strive individually and also mend individually.
     …Deep healing requires the resources of deep spirituality and deep community—rituals and practices that can be done alone but also shared, and become part of a larger rhythm of life that is beyond one practice and becomes a network of ways of being which move with us in every breath and heartbeat.
     We all have the capacity to heal, but we cannot do it alone. …We need …communities …where we can find authenticity and vulnerability and dive deep into our spiritual and healing journey as well. This is how we make our path sustainable—individually and together.
Source: https://sojo.net/articles/faith-action/trinity-wholeness-contemplation-action-and-healing 

7.13: Love: The Heart of Wholeness by Robert Brumet (248 words)
     Love is the heart of wholeness. … Love is the power that integrates, balances and actualizes the soul. Hatred wounds and separates us. Love heals and unites. Loving oneself and others is an essential part of becoming whole. And love is the natural expression of wholeness itself.
     Love and healing are interwoven. Genuine love heals all human relationships.
     …Love is essential for healing our psychological wounds. … Most psychotherapists and counselors believe that self-acceptance and self-love are important therapeutic goals. Self-love is both the pathway and the product of becoming whole.
     The relationship between love and physical healing may not be quite as obvious. Yet love is a key element in physical healing and in the maintenance of physical health. Many physicians have seen evidence of the positive effect of love in healing the body.
     Dr. Bernie Siegel tells of a young woman …who had a severe case of ALS (Lou Gehrig’s disease). Her neurologist told her that she had six to 12 months to live. In a letter to Dr. Siegel, she wrote: “Death seemed inevitable, and a part of me was truly looking forward to ending this life. Yet I had unfinished business: a strong compulsion to discover what unconditional love was about before I died.”
     …[Her] intention was not to change her body but to change her mind. Replacing self-hatred with self-love was a healing in itself. 
     Although this was her primary intention, she received a bonus—a body that began to heal as well. 
Source: http://www.unity.org/resources/articles/love-heart-wholeness 

7.14: The Wholeness of Grief by Karla Helbert (250 words)
     During times of great grief, we look for anything that can bring any small comfort. Among other things, I am also a student of yoga…. One of my most beloved chants is a verse from the Upanishads, sacred texts written thousands of years ago in the Sanskrit language. Some revered teachers have said that if all other verses from all sacred texts were lost, they could all be re-born and re-written from this one verse, known as the purnamidah. …The verse is translated to mean: “This is whole and complete, that is whole and complete. This and that are whole and complete. From wholeness comes wholeness. When a portion of wholeness is removed, that which remains is continues to be whole. Peace, Peace, Peace.”
     The message of the purnamidah is that wholeness, fullness and completeness enfold us all. …The notion of separateness is false. All is One. A little bit of what is whole and complete cannot be broken or taken away from that essential wholeness.
     I chanted …it as a lullaby to my son after his birth, during his illness, and also after he died. …One night, about a month after his funeral, deep in grief …I began to sing the purnamidah. …In an instant, …I had a direct experience with the immense truth of those words. …I was whole and he was whole…. We are part of the same whole. …Those connections could never be broken; he would always be a part of me. …We are all connected.
Source: http://www.karlahelbert.com/the-wholeness-of-grief.html 

7.15: Imperfect Wholeness by Parker Palmer (248 words)
     …I have a lifetime supply of flaws and faults. I have a hunch that the best words I’ve ever written have been written from and to my own mixed condition, …my broken wholeness.
     When Florida Scott-Maxwell was 85, she wrote…, “You need only claim the events of your life to make yourself yours. When you truly possess all you have been and done…you are fierce with reality.” That’s how I feel when I’m able to say: “I am that to which I gave short shrift and that to which I attended. I am my descents into darkness and my arising into light, my betrayals and my fidelities, my failures and my successes. I am my ignorance and my insight, my doubts and my convictions, my fears and my hopes.”
     The word “integrity” …means “intact.” At bottom, it has to do with being “integral,” whole and undivided. But wholeness does not mean perfection. It means embracing our brokenness as an integral part of life. …I yearn for the day when men and women alike can sit with people they trust and share a journey toward this kind of wholeness.
     …Given all my mess-ups, how have I managed to survive myself? As age gives me an occasional glimpse into “the simplicity on the other side of complexity,” a few answers become clear: grace and forgiveness; the unconditional love of family and friends; the openness of folks with whom I’ve shared stories, theirs and mine, reassuring me…. More grace. More forgiveness…
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/dear-courtney-our-shared-journey-toward-imperfect-wholeness/ 

7.16: From Loss to Wholeness by Rachael Naomi Remen (249 words)
     …The way we deal with loss shapes our capacity to be present to life.... The way we protect ourselves from loss may be the way in which we distance ourselves from life.
     …When we are in the presence of a loss that cannot be fixed, …we feel helpless and uncomfortable and we have a tendency to run away, either emotionally or actually distance ourselves. And fixing is too small a strategy to deal with loss. What we teach …is something very simple.
     … “What are all the things that helped?” “Listened to me for as long as I needed to talk.” “Talked to me in the same way after my loss as they did before my loss.” “Sat with me.” “Touched me.” “Brought me food.” What were the things that didn’t help? “Gave me advice without knowing the full story.” “Made me feel that the loss was my fault.” So, we gather up the wisdom about what helps loss to heal…. And the only instruction is: Listen generously.
     …Wholeness includes …our wounds. It includes …our vulnerabilities. It is our authentic self, and it doesn’t sit in judgment on our wounds or our vulnerabilities. It simply says, “This is the way we connect to one another.” Often we connect through our wounds, through the wisdom we have gained, the growth that has happened to us. …Integrity simply means what is true, to live from the place in you that has the greatest truth. And that truth is always evolving as well.
Source: https://onbeing.org/programs/rachel-naomi-remen-the-difference-between-fixing-and-healing-nov2018/ 

7.17: A Journey to Wholeness by Vidyamala Buch (236 words)
     In modern medicine the emphasis on finding a cure for whatever is affecting your health is wonderful if your condition can be cured, but it’s less well equipped to deal with incurable conditions that bring chronic pain and illness. 
     …Those of us with chronic conditions also need strategies to help us live well in the here and now, and many people in medicine and psychology who work in pain management recognize the importance of acceptance in learning to live with pain. Mindfulness can play a vital role in this process. While it might not cure your condition, it can be part of a profound process of healing.
     Mindfulness and healing are both concerned with becoming more integrated and whole. Even if you can’t be whole physically because of damage, surgery, or disease, you can still experience a healthy and whole relationship between your body and your mind, between yourself and the world. These connections can even be sacred: the words healing, health, holy, and wholeness all come from the same etymological root. Wholeness in this sense is the real key to happiness and inner peace.
     Integration is another word connected with wholeness and comes from the Latin integratio, which means ‘renewal’ or ‘restoration to wholeness.’ In my experience, moments of mindful wholeness feel like a homecoming, in which something that I intuitively recognize as healthy and true is restored. ...Mindfulness practice is a journey to wholeness.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/19670 

7.18: Dancing toward Wholeness by Anthony de Mello (215 words)
     The Jews of a small town in Russia were eagerly awaiting the arrival of a Rabbi. This was going to be a rare event, so they spent a lot of time preparing the questions they were going to put to the holy man.
     When he finally arrived and they met with him in the town hall, he could sense the tension in the atmosphere as all prepared to listen to the answers he had for them.
     He said nothing at first; he just gazed into their eyes, and hummed a haunting melody. Soon everyone began to hum. He started to sing and they sang along with him. He swayed and danced in solemn, measured steps. The congregation followed suit. Soon they became so involved in the dance, so absorbed in its movements that they were lost to everything else on earth; so every person in that crowd was made whole, was healed from the inner fragmentation that keeps us from the Truth.
     It was nearly an hour before the dance slowed down and came to a halt. With the tension drained out of their inner being, everyone sat in the silence peace that pervaded the room. Then the Rabbi spoke the only words he pronounced that evening: “I trust that I have answered your questions.”
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28086 

8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
     Youth
Tapestry of Faith
8.1: Workshop 7: Difficult Times Exploring Our Values Through Poetry: A Program for High School Youth
8.1.1: Workshop 7: Difficult Times
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/poetry/workshop7  
Difficult times come to almost everyone. While hope may not change things enough or immediately, it is always important as an aspect of healing. 
“Participants will:
· Recognize some of the common dilemmas of our human existence
· Reflect upon the way several poets and songwriters have explored these dilemmas
· Acknowledge hope as an important tool in our work to right society’s wrongs
· Express shared truths about the human condition in writing
· Optional: Provide a means for congregants to honor a deceased loved one
· Optional: Discover UU hymns that express our beliefs in freedom and hope”

8.2: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
8.2.1: Workshop 5: Hope
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop5 
Hopelessness is a powerful dis-ease, one that can make healing seem impossible. Bringing comfort and hope to someone who feels hopeless can make a big difference. 
“Participants will:
· Understand that hope and optimism are rooted in the Unitarian Universalist tradition and manifest in many ways
· Learn about and experience the Unitarian Universalist Flower Festival as an expression of hope
· Reflect on the role of hope in their lives and communities, making connections with current events
· Identify human and divine capacities that justify hope and optimism, and apply these to their beliefs and actions.”

8.3: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
8.3.1: Workshop 11: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop11 
Forgiveness is an act that can be central to healing oneself or another.
“Participants will:
· Explore the meaning of “forgiveness”
· Discuss a dilemma that calls for forgiveness
· Examine their own history of forgiveness and commit to the future practice of forgiveness in their lives.”

8.4: Videos to Prompt Discussion
See section 10.0 below (See 10.2 for a short video by a slam poet to spsrk discussion.

     Adults
8.5: Facing Death with Life: A Program for Adults
8.5.1: Workshop 4: Bereavement
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/facing-death/workshop-4-bereavement  
Grieving well can promote healing when a loved one died, but we don’t necessarily know how to grieve, and each person grieves in his or her own way. Good grief is essential to healing. 
“Participants will:
· Explore some emotions and perceptions that a bereaved person might experience
· Consider their personal experiences of grief and mourning
· Reflect on what is and is not helpful about the bereavement practices and expectations of Unitarian Universalist culture and of the broader culture
· Name some strategies that help with coping when one has lost a loved one.”

9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Fix You by Coldplay (4:53) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k4V3Mo61fJM
9.2: Healing by Riley Clemmons (3:30)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tDiG3Nxm7CU 
9.3: In Repair by John Mayer (6:08)
Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HKDPaf40LCw 
9.4: Come as You Are by Crowder (3:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=r2zhf2mqEMI 
9.5: Breathe (2 AM) by Anna Nalick (4:09)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FcvXr-9XtgA 
9.6: Heal Over by KT Tunstall (4:27)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xN9sejUptZk 
9.7: Heal the World by Michael Jackson (6:22)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BWf-eARnf6U 
9.8: Come Healing by Leonard Cohen (Live in Dublin) (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MUB1O2cT2gM 
9.9: Blue Bucket of Gold by Sufjan Stevens (4:43)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=erqpdc9W8F8 
9.10: Cry If You Want To by Karen Drucker (3:23)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=40OAGsYWfa0 
9.11: Made of Love by Amir Paiss (4:14)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vfPu9opD_R8 
9.12: Lullaby for A Stormy Night by Vienna Teng (4:34)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bZd2kgLZtfA 
9.13: Waiting on An Angel by Ben Harper (3:53)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Ro3OYiIERA 
9.14: Now by Dave Carroll (4:22)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bWbbxhfmkvo 
9.15: Did Ye Get Healed? by Van Morrison (4:07)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ezGtImlUIYg 
9.16: And the Healing Has Begun by Van Morrison (7:25)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u92E-e0t5HY 
9.17: Heal by Westlife (3:09)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MQYFP4hrcTo 
9.18: Love Heals by the Cast of RENT with lyrics (4:36)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sjwidwIkIE0 

10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
10.1: How to Heal Your Emotional Trauma & Past Wounds | Healing Workshop by Lavendaire (22:34)
     While you can listen to the video, her workbook is also worth reviewing. You can download it at: https://www.lavendaire.com/healingwb/ 
     “Sharing my steps to healing your past wounds and emotional trauma. We all carry some sort of emotional baggage. We all have an inner child that needs to heal. I hope this helps you further your self-discovery journey, to become more self-aware and cultivate more self-love. Take it one day at a time, focus on the present moment and how you can choose to live your life today and onward.”
Source: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Ml86PhDYoY 

10.2: Healing by Nayo Jones (2:57)
Powerful performance by this slam poet who suggests that self-love is not always the path to healing.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8YzIGoonIrE 

10.3: Patch Adams Speech (6:10) 
From the 1998 movie, Patch Adams. “After struggling with depression in a mental hospital, Hunter “Patch” Adams (Robin Williams) decides he wants to become a doctor. He enrolls at Virginia Medical University but is disillusioned by the school’s clinical perspective on patient care. With the aid of a wealthy friend, Adams opens his own medical clinic for those without insurance.” Robin Williams moving speech in front of the Board of Doctors is focused more on healing than cure.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KDEjgOFOLho

10.4: Healing Forest by Nitin Das (1:35)
“Our aim is simple. Helping people heal. Helping forests heal.”
Link to Video: https://vimeo.com/158564856 

10.5: Healing in Nature through Forest Bathing (aka Shinrin-Yoku) by Nitin Das (4:34)
“Healing Forest is a journey to discover the magical healing powers of nature. To find ways to reconnect people with nature through stories, films and walks. Join us in this exploration of fascinating forests and beautiful nature connection activities.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=y-wHq6yY2CI&t=10s 

10.6: Healing by Rhianna Ward (1:49) 
“A short film accompanied by a poem entailing the thoughts and feelings surround loss and healing.”
Link to Video: https://vimeo.com/264473936 

10.7: Holistic Healing by WWU-Digital Media in Journalism (5:59)
“Bianca Calagiu had a rough time growing up. She developed an eating disorder when she was 7. As a teenager, she nearly died. Medication and treatment helped save Calagiu’s life, but it wasn’t until she discovered the healing and meditative practice of yoga that she realized her calling in life. Now she’s working to complete a self-designed degree in yoga and holistic therapy with the ultimate goal of opening her own clinic to help anyone who needs physical or emotional healing.”
Link to Video: https://vimeo.com/209033769 

10.8: Healing Gongs by Pati Pellerito (4:29) 
     “Witness art and healing intersect through sound healing therapy. ‘The sounds of Mark Holland and Pati Pellerito’s Native American flute and Himalayan singing bowls will almost immediately lower your blood pressure,’ writes St. Louis Public Radio’s (KWMU) Kelly Moffitt.
“A multitude of venues will be seen while listening to the enrapturing sounds of their music and insight from Pati. View a fascinating visual display at the Fuller Dome, a gong and bowlside interview with Pati, and engagements ranging from intimate individual sessions to pools, retirement facilities, and large stage group encounters at such venues as The Sheldon, the Art & Soul Cafe and music festivals.” For more information about sound healing therapy, see Sound Healing Therapy: What is it and How Can It Benefit You? at https://sensoryretreats.com/blogs/news/sound-healing-therapy 
Link to Video: https://vimeo.com/176849710 

     TED Talks
10.9: How we can start to heal the pain of racial division by Ruby Sales (20:28)
“Where does it hurt?” It’s a question that activist and educator Ruby Sales has traveled the US asking, looking deeply at the country’s legacy of racism and searching for sources of healing. In this moving talk, she shares what she’s learned, reflecting on her time as a freedom fighter in the civil rights movement and offering new thinking on pathways to racial justice.
Link to video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7SfhKi24z-M
Transcript: https://www.ted.com/talks/ruby_sales_how_we_can_start_to_heal_the_pain_of_racial_division/transcript 

10.10: What if gentrification was about healing communities instead of displacing them? by Liz Ogbu (15:01)
“Liz Ogbu is an architect who works on spatial justice: the idea that justice has a geography and that the equitable distribution of resources and services is a human right. In San Francisco, she’s questioning the all too familiar story of gentrification: that poor people will be pushed out by development and progress. ‘Why is it that we treat culture erasure and economic displacement as inevitable?’ she asks, calling on developers, architects and policymakers to instead ‘make a commitment to build people’s capacity to stay in their homes, to stay in their communities, to stay where they feel whole.’”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=M5PiTCwoQRo 
Transcript: https://www.ted.com/talks/liz_ogbu_what_if_gentrification_was_about_healing_communities_instead_of_displacing_them/transcript 

10.11: Documentary films that explore trauma—and make space for healing by Almudena Toral (5:41)
“Through documentary films following survivors of trauma, TED Fellow Almudena Toral makes invisible psychological scars seen. She shares the heartbreaking story of Adayanci Pérez, a six-year-old girl from Guatemala suffering from post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD) due to her encounter with US immigration enforcement. A powerful call to give voice to those who are silenced -- and pressure governments to change their course of action.”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xvG3ftEv5rM 
Transcript: https://www.ted.com/talks/almudena_toral_documentary_films_that_explore_trauma_and_make_space_for_healing/transcript

10.12: When time doesn’t heal all wounds by Dr. Robert K. Ross (13:07)
Robert K. Ross, MD, President and CEO of The California Endowment, gives a compelling overview of the role that exposure to childhood trauma plays in the lives of troubled and chronically ill Americans.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dsCNuB_KBUw 

10.13: There is No Neutral by Michelle Johnson (16:54)
Michelle Johnson discussed how she has combined her passion for social justice with her yoga and healing practice. She discussed how trauma impacts the mind, body, spirit, and heart and how spiritual spaces and yoga communities can have a restorative impact on lives.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VEJ_F8NCD2Q&t=7s

10.14: Human Healing Unlocked: transforming suffering into wellbeing by David Reilly (27:24)
From germinating 30,000-year-old seeds to the effects of Type II diabetes on the National Health Service, Dr David Reilly’s fast paced talk on how to unlock the potential of human healing is both fascinating and touching. Using the example of one of his patients, and with a moving twist at the end, David interprets 40 years of academic research into an amazing story.
Link to video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LUFgxkBPh4Y 

10.15: Healing through diet by Dean Ornish (16:49)
Dean Ornish talks about simple, low-tech and low-cost ways to take advantage of the body’s natural desire to heal itself.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CbVflDOWCbU 
Transcript: https://www.ted.com/talks/dean_ornish_healing_through_diet/transcript 

10.16: The healing power of reading by Michelle Kuo (18:27)
Reading and writing can be acts of courage that bring us closer to others and ourselves. Author Michelle Kuo shares how teaching reading skills to her students in the Mississippi Delta revealed the bridging power of the written word—as well as the limitations of its power.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UCKfvxnljYY 
Transcript: https://www.ted.com/talks/michelle_kuo_the_healing_power_of_reading/transcript#t-12150 

10.17: Art and awe as healing by Jennifer Allison (13:15)
“For artist Jennifer Allison, everyday sounds can be overwhelming, certain clothes feel like rubbing against a cactus, and the number four is always royal blue. Allison suffers from a neurological condition called Sensory Processing Disorder (SPD), which causes her brain to react to stimuli in illogical and sometimes painful ways. Through her wild, yet intimate life story, Allison shares her attempts to cope with SPD, and how rediscovering art saved her life and transformed her world ‘from pain and chaos to mesmerizing awe and wonder.’”
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a9-JWVoOF_s 

10.18: An unexpected place of healing by Ramona Pierson
When Ramona Pierson was 22, she was hit by a drunk driver and spent 18 months in a coma. In this talk, she tells the remarkable story of her recovery—drawing on the collective skills and wisdom of a senior citizens’ home.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CTEhgUmSrro 
Transcript: https://www.ted.com/talks/ramona_pierson_an_unexpected_place_of_healing/transcript 

      Meditative Videos
10.19: Healing by Jason Munn (3:39)
Trying to reconcile ideals, find a balance, and accept the state of things.
Link to Video: https://vimeo.com/226145875 

10.20: Healing Waters by virginie kippelen (1:00)
Music and video of running water in the home.
Link to Video: https://vimeo.com/96043166 
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