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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: We gather on this Sabbath morn by Rev. Burton D. Carley (112 words)
1.2: Come into this circle of community by Rev. Andrew Pakula (79 words)
1.3: We are here because we are people of faith by Rev. Dr. Kendyl R. Gibbons (121 words)
1.4: As we gather together this morning by Rev. Bets Wienecke (112 words)
1.5: We gather here as individual people by Rev. Barbara Hamilton-Holway (219 words)
1.6: Don’t leave your broken heart at the door by Rev. Angela Herrera (118 words)
1.7: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn Owen-Towle (67 words)
1.8: The Ministry of Everyone by Rev. Robert Walsh (adapted) (110 words)
1.9: Let Go by Rev. Lois Van Leer (92 words)
1:10: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (106 words)
1.11: The Yes of Our Lives by Rev. Kirk Loadman‐Copeland (79 words)
1.12: In Need of Healing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)

1.13: Being Human Means We Are of This Earth by Sweethome Teacup (156 words)

1.14: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (72 words)

1.15: Lay It Down by Rev. Joan Javier-Duval (113 words)

1.16: The Longing for Something More by Rev. Gretchen Haley (113 words)

1.17: These Bodies, These Blessings by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (138 words)

1.18: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)

1.19: Begin Your Journey Home by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (129 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Love is the doctrine of this church by Rev. Lucas Hergert (53 words)
2.2: For every time we make a mistake by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
2.3: Struggle and Joy by Vance Bass (43 words)
2.4: On The Brink by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (44 words)
2.5: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)
2.6: Chalice Lighting for Challenging Times by Rev. Lisa Doege (87 words)

2.7: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (93 words)

2.8: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)

2.9: Healers in this Wounded World by Rev. Polly Leland-Mayer (109 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #16 Tis a gift to Be Simple

3.2: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love

3.3: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power

3.4: SLT #201 Glory, Glory, Hallelujah

3.5: SLT #204 Come, O Sabbath Day
3.6: SLT #205 Amazing Grace!

3.7: SLT #292 If I Can Stop One Heart from Breaking

3.8: SLT #340 Though Gathered Here to Celebrate

      Singing the Journey 
3.9: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.10: STJ #1002 Comfort Me

3.11: STJ #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.12: STJ #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place

3.13: STJ #1010 We Give Thanks

3.14: STJ #1012 When I am Frightened

3.15: STJ #1021 Lean on Me

3.16: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

3.17: STJ #1038 The 23rd Psalm

3.18: STJ #1045 There is a Balm In Gilead

3.19: STJ #1054 Let This Be a House of Peace

3.20: STJ #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden

3.21: STJ #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother

     Choral Music 

3.22: Rain Come Down by Shawn L. Kirchner
3.23: Heal the World by Michael Jackson/arr. Mac Huff

3.24: Healing Heart by Jacob Narverud

3.25: Love Heals Jonathan Larson/arr. Mac Huff (from Rent)

     Popular Music

3.26: Fix You by Coldplay (4:53) 

3.27: Healing by Riley Clemmons (3:30)

3.28: In Repair by John Mayer (6:08)

3.29: Come As You Are by Crowder (3:57)

3.30: Breathe (2 AM) by Anna Nalick (4:09)

3.31: Heal Over by KT Tunstall (4:27)

3.32: Heal The World by Michael Jackson (6:22)

3.33: Come Healing by Leonard Cohen (Live in Dublin) (4:00)

3.34: Blue Bucket Of Gold by Sufjan Stevens (4:43)

3.35: Cry If You Want To by Karen Drucker (3:23)

3.36: Made Of Love by Amir Paiss (4:14)

3.37: Lullaby For A Stormy Night by Vienna Teng (4:34)

3.38: Waiting On An Angel by Ben Harper (3:53)

3.39: Now by Dave Carroll (4:22)

3.40: Did Ye Get Healed? by Van Morrison (4:07)

3.41: And The Healing Has Begun by Van Morrison (7:25)
3.42: Heal by Westlife (3:09)

3.43: Love Heals by the Cast of RENT with lyrics (4:36)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: The Cleaning Woman by Dawna Markova (470 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (221 words)
5.2: Meditation on Hands by Rev. Christine Robinson (148 words)
5.3: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (367 words)
5.4: How does one address a mystery? by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (195 words)
.5: Self-Care by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (818 words)

5.6: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (155 words)
5.7: At One by Rev. Victoria Safford (368 words)

5.8: Breath Meditation by Samuel Trumbore (147 words)
5.9: Here in this space we are gathered by Rev. Maureen Killoran (260 words)
5.10: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston

5.11: In the midst of a world by Rev. Dr. Rebecca Parker (177 words)
5.12: Winter Solstice Meditation by Rev. Lyn Cox (457 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: A Prayer for the World by Rabbi Harold S. Kushner (152 words)
6.2: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (147 words)
6.3: O Creative Spirit of Life by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)
6.4: Universal Spirit of Life by Rev. Krista Taves (338 words)
6.5: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
6.6: Prayer of Hope and Healing by Chrystal Hogan (103 words)
6.7: Teach my heart healing words by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (64 words)
6.8: Great Unity beyond all differences by Rev. Andrew M Hill (128 words)
6.9: Meditation for a Beautiful Day by Rev. Sara York (210 words)
6.10: O God, whom we know as love by Rev. Wayne Arnason (256 words)
6.11: Penitent's Prayer by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (243 words)
6.12: Prayer for a Time in Need of Empathy by Tanya Cothran (155 words)
6.13: Prayer for Healing by Rev. Jane Mauldin (adapted, recast in third person) (79 words)
6.14: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker

6.15: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)
6.16: Healing by Rev. Adam Lawrence Dyer (250 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #442 We Bid You Welcome by Rev. Richard Gilbert

7.2: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George Odell

7.3: SLT #518 Grandfather, Look at our Brokenness by Ojibway Native Americans

7.4: SLT #552 My Help is in the Mountain by Nancy Wood

7.5: SLT #666 The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka

7.6: SLT #718 All Souls by May Sarton

7.7: Sabbath Rest by Rev. Dan Lambert (141 words)

7.8: Open Our Hearts With Love by Rev. Naomi King (321 words)

8.0: Readings

8.1: The Healing Time by Pesha Joyce Gertler (77 words)
8.2: Practicalities of Soul Making for when we are going through a dark night, adapted from Joan Borysenko (346 words)
8.3: Power, Healing, and Community by Malidoma Patrice Somé (58 words)
8.4: Talking to Grief by Denise Levertov (105 words)
8.5: The Healing Moment by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (278 words)
8.6: Healing by Wendell Berry (286 words)
8.7: Mending by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (226 words)
8.8: Tell Us of Pain by Kahlil Gibran (180 words)
8.9: Let your Life Heal You by Deena Metzger (189 words)
8.10: Love Abundant by Rev. Alicia Forde (160 words)
8.11: The Inherent Wholeness of Every Being by Rev. Erika Hewitt (328 words)
8.12: We Are Whole by Rev. Beth Lefever (159 words)
8.13: With Blended Voices by Rev. Dr. Kendyl Gibbons (196 words)
8.14: The Nature of Healing by Deena Metzger (183words)
8.15: Healing Woundedness by Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen (88 words)
8.16: The Five Stages of Grief by Linda Pastan (274 words)
8.17: The Healing Path by Deena Metzger (176words)
8.18: The Four Doors of the Mind by Patrick Rothfuss (228 words)
8.19: The Harmony of Healing by Barbara Rohde (261 words)
8.20: In the Ruins by Rev. Lynn Ungar (101 words)
8.21: New People Came This Time by Geoffrey Herbert (140 words)
8.22: Pandemic by Rev. Lynn Ungar (147 words)
8.23: Release by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (231 words)
8.24: Even This Is Enough by Rev. Vanessa Southern (333 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Each of us ministers to a weary world by Rev. Darcy Roake (80 words)
10.2: Share Your Glorious Light with the World by James Morison (103 words)
10.3: The World is Too Beautiful by Eric Williams (49 words)
10.4: Walk softly by Rev. Elaine Gallagher Gehrmann (13 words)
10.5: Go Forth in Simplicity by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (59 words)
10.6: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #1 by Rev. Dr. Rebekah Savage (67 words)

10.7: This Is Our Calling by Rev. D. Scott Cooper (29 words)

11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Advent: Making the Heart Ready by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,039 words)
11.2: Wanting Wholeness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (561 words)
11.3: The Things That Heal by Rev. Josh Pawelek (Excerpt, full text at http://uuse.org/the-things-that-heal/#.WCyDG_krLIU) (1,277 words)
11.4: How Shall We Be Healed? by Rev. Wayne Arnason (excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183464.shtml) (1,280 words)
11.5: Can a walk in the woods heal us? by Rev. Kathleen Hepler (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,310 words)
11.6: Good Grief by Rev. Douglas Taylor (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,282 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Appendix Reflections on Grief
A.1: Winter and Grief by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (649 words)
A.2: The Stages of Grief by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (653 words)
A.3: Tears by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (489 words)
A.4: Speaking Well, Speaking Truth by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (667 words)
A.5: Good Guilt by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (479 words)
Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: We gather on this Sabbath morn by Rev. Burton D. Carley (112 words)
     We gather on this Sabbath morn to worship in spirit and truth; to raise a joyful noise to the Eternal Mystery; to reconfirm our covenant to seek wisdom in love; to strengthen our commitment to the common good.

     We come from many paths to explore that which is hidden; to consider the ways of our hearts; to confess how we have stumbled; to heal what is broken.

     We assemble in the effort to quicken our compassion and mercy; to deepen our understanding; to renew our courage; to remember who we are.

     Thus, do we celebrate the grace and gift of life and practice our faith, to the greater glory of the Spirit.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5442.shtml 
1.2: Come into this circle of community by Rev. Andrew Pakula (79 words)
Come into this circle of community. Come into this sacred space.

Be not tentative. Bring your whole self!

Bring the joy that makes your heart sing.

Bring your kindness and your compassion.

Bring also your sorrow, your pain.

Bring your brokenness and your disappointments.

Spirit of love and mystery; help us to recognize the spark of the divine that resides within each of us.

May we know the joy of wholeness.

May we know the joy of being together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5193.shtml 
1.3: We are here because we are people of faith by Rev. Dr. Kendyl R. Gibbons (121 words)
     We are here because we are people of faith. Within each of us lives the conviction of a saving faith that could restore our broken planet and illuminate the lives of our sisters and brothers.

     Ancient wisdom teaches that we who would save the world must first save ourselves. We who would restore the planet must learn to restore the broken structures of the institutions closest to hand; to illuminate the lives of our companions and friends.

     To this end let us center ourselves, acknowledging the trouble of mind and vexation of spirit that accompany us even here.

     Let us open ourselves to that creative mystery which is at work in our striving, whose servants we are and seek to be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5888.shtml 
1.4: As we gather together this morning by Rev. Bets Wienecke (112 words)
As we gather together this morning, 

May we learn to recognize and affirm 

     The pieces of possibility -- 

     The bits of good -- we bring. 

May we encourage rather than control; 

     Love rather than possess; 

     Enable rather than envy. 

Allowing our individual gifts to weave a patchwork of peace: 

     The soft deep blue of sensitivity and understanding; 

     The red energy of creativity; 

     The white heat of convictions; 

     The risky, fragile green of new growth; 

     The golden flashes of gratitude; 

     The warm rose of love. 

Each of us is indispensable 

     If we are to minister to a broken and wounded world. 

Together, in our gathered diversity, we form the whole. 

So be it.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5185.shtml 
1.5: We gather here as individual people by Rev. Barbara Hamilton-Holway (219 words)
We gather here as individual people: 

     young and old

May we learn to recognize and affirm 

     The pieces of possibility -- 

     The bits of good -- we bring. 

May we encourage rather than control; 

     Love rather than possess; 

     Enable rather than envy. 

Allowing our individual gifts to weave a patchwork of peace: 

     The soft deep blue of sensitivity and understanding; 

     The red energy of creativity; 

     The white heat of convictions; 

     The risky, fragile green of new growth; 

     The golden flashes of gratitude; 

     The warm rose of love. 

Each of us is indispensable 

     If we are to minister to a broken and wounded world. 

     Together, in our gathered diversity, we form the whole. 

     So be it. 

     male and female; 

     temporarily able and disabled; 

     gay, lesbian, bisexual and straight people, 

     all the colors of the human race; 

     theist, atheist, agnostic; 

     Christian, Buddhist, feminist, humanist. 

     We gather here as a community of people who are more than categories. 

     We gather here—each ministering to the other, meeting one another’s strength, encouraging wholeness. 

     We give thanks for this extraordinary blessing—the gathering together of separate, unique individuals as one whole, one body, our church. 

     Here may our minds stretch, our hearts open, our spirits deepen. 

     Here may we acknowledge our brokenness and be ever stirred by love’s infinite possibilities. 

     Come, let us worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/21788.shtml 
1.6: Don’t leave your broken heart at the door by Rev. Angela Herrera (118 words)
Don’t leave your broken heart at the door:

Bring it to the altar of life.

Don’t leave your anger behind

It has high standards

And the world needs vision.

Bring them with you,

and your joy

and your passion

Bring your loving

and your courage

and your conviction

Bring your need for healing

and your powers to heal

There is work to do

And all that we need to do it

is here.

So let us come in

and then reach beyond the walls of this church

Let us fill this sanctuary with love

and then harness its power to stop oppression

Let us join together in worship

and together let us stand on the side of love.

Source: http://www.uucc.org/wp-content/uploads/2013/03/Standing-on-the-Side-of-Love13feb17.pdf 
1.7: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn Owen-Towle (67 words)
Come into this house of worship. Come in bringing all of who you are. Rest and quiet your week-worn spirit, for you are here to touch again eternal springs of hope and renewal. Calm your hurried pace. For this hour let the cares, the fretfulness and worry be set aside. Forgive yourself—you are so very worthy of moving on, of making new efforts, of trying again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5194.shtml 
1.8: The Ministry of Everyone by Rev. Robert Walsh (adapted) (110 words)
We can help people find a path toward spiritual wholeness, toward integrity, love, and purpose. We can celebrate loving, faithful covenants between people in families and in the church. We can bring the healing spirit of the church and its tradition into the presence of the suffering and the dying. We can proclaim the truth of the inherent worth and dignity of every person. We can help carry forward a living religious community that covenants to walk together in freedom and responsibility. We can speak out for justice and peace. We can help feed the hungry and shelter the homeless…. To change the world, we need the ministry of everyone.

Source: no longer online
1.9: Let Go by Rev. Lois Van Leer (92 words)
Let go

Of all that binds you

Of all that burdens you

Of what you carry

Of all that shames you

Of fear

Of trespasses and transgressions

Of woundedness

Let go of guilt

Let go of anger

Let go of small mindedness and pettiness

Of ways of being that no longer work for you

Of compulsions that consume your living

Let go of what you cannot change

Let go of regret

Of that which haunts you

Let go of pain

Let go of ways in which you missed the mark

Let go.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/let-go 
1:10: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (106 words)
We are called today, from the midst of pain and challenge, we are called to praise the world. From a world that appears broken, we are called to praise life’s moments of joy and grace. From time that seems to freeze in ongoing exchanges of platitudes and blame, we are called to reach out to those around us...to connect with those we care about...to try to make amends with those from whom we are estranged. The world is too fragile. There is too much pain. Let us bring our hearts together on this day. Let us praise the …world, in all its blessing and its pain.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/praise-world-all-its-pain-and-blessing 
1.11: The Yes of Our Lives by Rev. Kirk D. Loadman‐Copeland (79 words)
We are called to gather in worship as a beloved community. We are called to set aside distractions and anxieties, that we might touch deeper springs and be renewed. We are called to seek and to share comfort for the hurts that afflict. We are called to desire more love, more justice, and life more abundant. We are called to truth, to mercy, to humility, and to courage. Let us answer the call with the “Yes” of our lives.

Source: Touchstones
1.12: In Need of Healing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)

Welcome, you who come in need of healing,

you who are confused, or have been betrayed.

Welcome, with your problems and your pain.

Welcome, too, your joys and your wonderings,

welcome your need to hope, your longing for assurance.

Instead of answers, here may you find safety for your questions.

Instead of promises, may you find community for your struggles,

people with hands and hearts to join you

in engaging the challenges and changes of our day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/invocation-hard-times 

1.13: Being Human Means We Are of This Earth by Sweethome Teacup (156 words)

     May we recognize and abandon the familiar attitudes and practices that do not serve the whole. 

     We are who we are and

we have the opportunity to be who we want to be,

to create a new inheritance for the future.

     May our thoughts, words, and actions in our daily lives

assist in dismantling paradigms of oppression and suffering.

     May we give thanks for our individual place in time and space,

to our families and our relationships that touch and change us.

     May we give thanks to the wise teachers who help us remember how to be

and the chance to make it so.

     Underneath and within these stories and histories is our humanity.

     Being human means we are of this earth,

we are these waters, we are fire, and atmosphere, we are the Sun and the moon and the stars.

     We are all that we see and the wisdom is revealed by looking in between.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/being-human-means-we-are-earth 

1.14: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (72 words)

Two hands gracefully reach upward, palms open and fingers relaxed

Here we have come into this sacred space—

quieter now with our readiness

Hushed voices, hoping, trusting for so many things:

For connection, for communion

For inspiration, for information

For healing, for wholeness,

For words, for music,

For celebration and consolation,

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

Let us be willing… however we are changed.

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

1.15: Lay It Down by Rev. Joan Javier-Duval (113 words)

     Here

here is where you can lay it down

Lay down all that you have carried

the weight of the world that has rounded

your back

leaving you aching and exhausted

     Here

here is where healing begins

where burdens are set down

and alongside one another’s

their magnitude does not seem as great

     Here

here is where the door is thrown open

and the light can lift away the shadows

and what was hidden can now be seen

     Here

here is where you can rest

where nothing is expected

but that you bring all of who you are

into the presence of the holy and of this loving community

     Let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/lay-it-down 
1.16: The Longing for Something More by Rev. Gretchen Haley (113 words)

The shadowed silhouettes of two people holding their hands together to form a heart.

Every little thing that

breaks your heart

Is welcome here

We'll make a space for it

Give it its due time

and praise

for the wanting it represents

the longing for something more,

some healing hope that remains

not

yet

We promise no magic

no making it all better

But offer only this circle of trust

This human community

that remembers

Though imperfectly

that sings and prays

though sometimes

awkwardly

This gathering that loves,

though not yet enough

We're still practicing

After all,

still learning,

still in need of help

and partners

Still becoming

able

to receive

all this beauty and

all these gifts

we each bring

Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/longing-something-more 
1.17: These Bodies, These Blessings by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (138 words)

     Let us remember and celebrate, this morning,

that each of our bodies was woven together in the depths of mystery:

cells multiplying, tissue taking form, organs taking up their function,

all under the silky cover of skin.

Let us gather in reverence for the gift of these bodies,

whatever their ages, their shapes, their abilities,

and may we know them to be channels of the world coming alive through us.

     These bodies, these blessings, bring the world to life

through seeing, taste, hearing, scent, and touch.

May we bring to our intricately woven bodies a sense of sacred caretaking.

In doing so, let us also be grateful for the embrace of the Holy:

the Presence that creates and sustains life,

the Mystery that knit together each of our bodies,

and the force of Love that celebrates our desires.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/47861.shtml 

1.18: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)

We gather here to worship:

to seek the truth, to grow in love, to join in service;

to celebrate life's beauty and find healing for its pain;

to honor our kinship with each other and with the earth;

to create a more compassionate world,

beginning with ourselves;

to wonder at the mystery that gave us birth;

to find courage for the journey's end;

and to listen for the wisdom that guides us

in the quietness of this moment.

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

1.19: Begin Your Journey Home by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (129 words)

     Come now, all who are broken and cracked

Come to the place where your shattered pieces

Are the raw materials of mosaic and kintsugi*
Here you will find welcome

Among the armless dolls and cozy pilled sweaters

Loved exactly as they are

     Come now, all who are thirsty and burned

Come to the place where cool waters and aloe

Soothe your bedraggled soul

Drink your fill and salve your skin

Then fill your canteen and return once more to the struggle

Knowing the well will remain unobstructed

    Come now, all who long for the stars

Come to the place where that vision of infinity

Is written upon the people’s hearts

Hold it until you’ve memorized the way

Set your compass to point towards hope

And begin your journey home.

*Kintsugi is the Japanese art of repairing broken pottery by mending the areas of breakage with lacquer dusted or mixed with powdered gold, silver, or platinum

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/begin-your-journey-home 

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Love is the doctrine of this church by Rev. Lucas Hergert (53 words)
Love is the doctrine of this church

Our faith in each other is its sacrament

Working for justice and living with compassion is its prayer.

Reverently we covenant together

to stand on the side of love, to heal and not to harm,

and to share hope with each other and with the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/154761.shtml 
2.2: For every time we make a mistake by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
For every time we make a mistake and we decide to start again:

We light this chalice.

For every time we are lonely and we let someone be our friend:

We light this chalice.

For every time we are disappointed and we choose to hope:

We light this chalice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/every-time-we-make-mistake 
2.3: Struggle and Joy by Vance Bass (43 words)
Every day brings struggle, every day brings joy. Every day brings us the opportunity to ease the struggle of another, to be the joy in another’s life. May this flame remind us to carry our light to each other and to the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/struggle-and-joy 
2.4: On The Brink by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (44 words)
All that we have ever loved

And all that we have ever been

Stands with us on the brink

Of all that we aspire to create:

A deeper peace,

A larger love,

A more embracing hope,

A deeper joy in this life we share.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/brink 
2.5: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)
Joy and grief

Health and sickness

Light and Darkness

Peace and anger

Life and death

Wholeness and brokenness

We each bring all of these here to this sanctuary of unity in diversity

For this one hour of this one day

And pour them out

Commingling the oil of our lives

To become the flame of this chalice

The symbol of our shared living faith.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-our-shared-faith 
2.6: Chalice Lighting for Challenging Times by Rev. Lisa Doege (87 words)

"Why a flaming chalice?” the question comes.

It’s the cup of life, we answer.

A cup of blessings overflowing.

A cup of water to quench our spirits’ thirst.

A cup of wine for celebration and dedication.

The flame of truth.

The fire of purification.

Oil for anointing, healing.

Out of chaos, fear, and horror,

thus was the symbol crafted, a generation ago.

So may it be for us,

in these days of uncertainty, sorrow, and rage.

And a light to warm our souls and guide us home.

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

2.7: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (93 words)

     Out of the flames of fear

We rise with courage of our deepest convictions

to stand for justice, inclusion and peace

     Out of the flames of scrutiny

We rise to proclaim our faith

With hope to heal a fractured and hurting world

     Out of the flames of doubt

We rise to embrace the mystery, wonder and awe

of all there is and all that is yet to be

     Out of the flames of hate

We rise with the force of love

Love that celebrates our shared humanity

     Out of the flames we rise

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/out-flames 

2.8: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)

Let our lives be a prayer

That waters dry souls

Mends broken hearts

Refuses to be terrorized

Seeks this world’s beauty

And carries us through its storms.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/let-our-lives-be-prayer 

2.9: Healers in this Wounded World by Rev. Polly Leland-Mayer (109 words)

     Awesome and gracious God—you who are the power that brings us to life and the spirit that sustains us—forgive us for being less than we might be. Guide us to become what is in our power to become, in your service.

     Send us out from this place of worship and time of celebration, to live lives of hope, to be nurturers of the vision of wholeness, and to serve as healers in this wounded world.

     All this we ask in the name of those to come, and in the spirit of those who have gone before. Grant us wisdom; grant us courage; grant us your peace. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/gracious-god 

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #16 Tis a gift to Be Simple

3.2: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love

3.3: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power

3.4: SLT #201 Glory, Glory, Hallelujah

3.5: SLT #204 Come, O Sabbath Day
3.6: SLT #205 Amazing Grace!

3.7: SLT #292 If I Can Stop One Heart from Breaking

3.8: SLT #340 Though Gathered Here to Celebrate

      Singing the Journey 
3.9: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.10: STJ #1002 Comfort Me

3.11: STJ #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.12: STJ #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place

3.13: STJ #1010 We Give Thanks

3.14: STJ #1012 When I am Frightened

3.15: STJ #1021 Lean on Me

3.16: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

3.17: STJ #1038 The 23rd Psalm

3.18: STJ #1045 There is a Balm In Gilead

3.19: STJ #1054 Let This Be a House of Peace

3.20: STJ #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden

3.21: STJ #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother

     Choral Music 

3.22: Rain Come Down by Shawn L. Kirchner
(voicing: SATB) (level: easy) (length: 3:30) (piano)

“Written after the Columbine High School massacre, this song tenderly and poignantly addresses the need for healing after a loss.”

Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=503 

3.23: Heal the World by Michael Jackson/arr. Mac Huff

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 4:38) (piano)

“With a message that seems to become more important with each passing year, Michael Jackson's ballad championing the power of healing and acceptance has stood the test of time. A powerful arrangement.”

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Heal-the-World/10954005.item#.YZAseWDMLIU 

3.24: Healing Heart by Jacob Narverud

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 4:27) (acapella)

“The healing power of time is beautifully represented in this tender piece for unaccompanied chorus. Narverud's gentle repetitions of the words ‘healing heart’ and cluster chord ostinatos show us how, with each new breath and every heartbeat, the pain of life's disappointments is transformed into hope.”

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Healing-Heart/11165735.item#.YZAukGDMLIU 

3.25: Love Heals Jonathan Larson/arr. Mac Huff (from Rent)

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 4:20) (piano)

“The award-winning musical Rent has been adapted for the screen by director Chris Columbus, with some of the original Broadway artists reprising their roles. The eagerly awaited film features this new song by the late composer Jonathan Larson.”

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Love-Heals/10004063.item#.YZAx22DMLIU 

     Popular Music

3.26: Fix You by Coldplay (4:53) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k4V3Mo61fJM
3.27: Healing by Riley Clemmons (3:30)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tDiG3Nxm7CU 

3.28: In Repair by John Mayer (6:08)

Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HKDPaf40LCw 

3.29: Come As You Are by Crowder (3:57)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=r2zhf2mqEMI 

3.30: Breathe (2 AM) by Anna Nalick (4:09)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FcvXr-9XtgA 

3.31: Heal Over by KT Tunstall (4:27)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xN9sejUptZk 

3.32: Heal The World by Michael Jackson (6:22)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BWf-eARnf6U 

3.33: Come Healing by Leonard Cohen (Live in Dublin) (4:00)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MUB1O2cT2gM 

3.34: Blue Bucket Of Gold by Sufjan Stevens (4:43)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=erqpdc9W8F8 

3.35: Cry If You Want To by Karen Drucker (3:23)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=40OAGsYWfa0 

3.36: Made Of Love by Amir Paiss (4:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vfPu9opD_R8 

3.37: Lullaby For A Stormy Night by Vienna Teng (4:34)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bZd2kgLZtfA 

3.38: Waiting On An Angel by Ben Harper (3:53)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Ro3OYiIERA 

3.39: Now by Dave Carroll (4:22)

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

3.40: Did Ye Get Healed? by Van Morrison (4:07)

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

3.41: And The Healing Has Begun by Van Morrison (7:25)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u92E-e0t5HY 

3.42: Heal by Westlife (3:09)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MQYFP4hrcTo 

3.43: Love Heals by the Cast of RENT with lyrics (4:36)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sjwidwIkIE0 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: The Cleaning Woman by Dawna Markova (470 words)
     When I was in the hospital, the one person whose presence I welcomed was a woman who came to sweep the floors with a large push broom. She was the only one who didn’t stick things in, take things out, or ask stupid questions. For a few minutes each night, this immense Jamaican woman rested her broom against the wall and sank her body into the turquoise plastic chair in my room. All I heard was the sound of her breath in and out, in and out. It was comforting in a strange and simple way. My own breathing calmed. Of the fifty or so people that made contact with me in any given day, she was the only one who wasn’t trying to change me.

     One night she reached out and put her hand on the top of my shoulder. I’m not usually comfortable with casual touch, but her hand felt so natural being there. It happened to be one of the few places in my body that didn’t hurt. I could have sworn she was saying two words with each breath, one on the inhale, one on the exhale: ‘As . . . Is . . . As . . . Is . . .’ 

     On her next visit, she looked at me. No evaluation, no trying to figure me out. She just looked and saw me. Then she said simply, “You’re more than the sickness in that body.” I was pretty doped up, so I wasn’t sure I understood her; but my mind was just too thick to ask questions

     I kept mumbling those words to myself throughout the following day, “I’m more than the sickness in this body. I’m more than the suffering in this body.” I remember her voice clearly. It was rich, deep, full, like maple syrup in the spring. . . . 

     I reached out for her hand. It was cool and dry. I knew she wouldn’t let go. She continued, “You’re not the fear in that body. You’re more than that fear. Float on it. Float above it. You’re more than that pain.” I began to breathe a little deeper, as I did when I wanted to float in a lake. 

I remembered floating in Lake George when I was five, floating in the Atlantic Ocean at Coney Island when I was seven, floating in the Indian Ocean off the coast of Africa when I was twenty-eight. Without any instruction from me, this Jamaican guide had led me to a source of comfort that was wider and deeper than pain or fear.

     It’s been fifteen years since I’ve seen the woman with the broom. I’ve never been able to find her. No one could remember her name; but she touched my soul with her compassionate presence and her fingerprints are there still.”

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/books/reviews/excerpts/view/16906 
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (221 words)
     Let us enter into a time of meditation…

Feel the earth beneath your feet as it supports you.

Feel the love of this community as it surrounds and enfolds you.

Feel your breath as it flows in and out of your body.

Listen to your heartbeat.

Listen to your heart . . .

     And how is it with your heart?

Does your heart feel whole, shielded by intellect, cocooned by reason, closed to feeling?

Or is it broken, fragile to the touch, brimming with the pain of loss? Or has your heart been broken and healed so many times

that it now lies open to the world,

knowing that true growth comes not without pain,

that tears may wear down barriers,

that we may carry the hearts of others

even when our own is too heavy for us to bear.

     None of us has an unblemished heart, not one.

For such perfection can be found only in death,

and we who are alive still have much to heal.

     So let us give thanks for the broken places in our hearts,

and in our lives.

For it is only through such brokenness that we may truly touch one another

and only through touching one another that the world may be healed.

     Let us give then thanks for the brokenness that we share.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/143231.shtml 

5.2: Meditation on Hands by Rev. Christine Robinson (148 words)
     I invite you into a space of quiet and peace, to ground yourself by noticing your contact with chair and floor, by sitting straight, by becoming aware of your breathing.

     Look at your hands. They’ve been through a lot, those hands...they have strengths, scars, beauty...I invite you to remember that it is your hands that do the work of love in the world.

     These hands may hold another’s hands.

     These hands may type emails to politicians, sign cards of consolation and congratulation.

     These hands may patiently teach, quilt works of beauty or write words urging peace.

     These hands may bathe children, feed elders, nurse the ill, work the earth, organize communities.

     These hands clasp in prayer, open in release, grasp in solidarity, clench in righteous anger.

     These hands are God’s hands, your hands, our hands; a great mystery of flesh and intention, a great potential of embodied love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/hands 

5.3: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (367 words)
     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars

the Impulse that gives birth

to the Universe, to the Earth,

to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul

I wrap myself in the blanket

of my sadness and grief,

pain and suffering,

doubts and concerns,

fears and questions,

and look out from my wondering eyes

toward the Light that

dares to penetrate

the layers

of

blindness

that surround me.

     So obscured is my vision

because of the trials and tribulations

of this life,

that it is Your fractal rays of

possibility and hope

that I seek

to inspire me

to emerge from this cocoon

that holds me.

     Each luminescent ray

of Love and Hope and Possibility

is that catalyst which I need

to transform my thoughts and emotions

into fuel for that inner fire

which will dispel the darkness of my night,

which will help me to see

more clearly

the embers of love and hope and possibility

that dwell within me.

     I long to be filled

with renewed energy and strength

to thrust new life

into these wings of my rebirth;

the fragile fragments of my life

the ingredients in the Alchemist’s hand,

creating a new energetic substance

to course through my veins.

     This womb of my becoming

has been one of struggle and transformation.

I was never meant to remain

in this confinement of darkness.

I was created to dwell

in the Infinite Light.

     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars

the Impulse that gives birth

to the Universe, to the Earth,

to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul

I shall look thru the window of my expectant eyes

toward the Source of my Being,

waiting as I do

for Your Alchemist’s hand

to create within me

the change that is necessary

for the season of my rebirth.

     I was never meant to remain

in this confinement of darkness.

I was created to dwell

in the Infinite Light.

     Spring will come again,

this I know.

And I,

I will be ready for my emergence and unfolding,

that I might soar

ever higher

into my own Becoming,

into the Light of my own Transcendence.

Reawakened.

Renewed.

Reborn.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/psalm-wintered-soul 

5.4: How does one address a mystery? by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (195 words)
     How does one address a mystery?

     Cautiously—let us go cautiously, then, to the end of our certainty, to the boundary of all we know, to the rim of uncertainty, to the perimeter of the unknown which surrounds us.

     Reverently—let us go with a sense of awe, a feeling of approaching the powerful holy whose lightning slashes the sky, whose persistence splits concrete with green sprouts, whose miracles are present in every place and moment.

     Hopefully—out of our need for wholeness in our own lives, the reconciliation of mind and heart, the conjunction of reason and passion, the intersection of the timeless with time.

     Quietly—for no words will explain the inarticulate or summon the presence that is always present even in our absence.

     But what shall I say?

     Anything—any anger, any hope, any fear, any joy, any request, any word that comes from the depth of being addressed to Being itself—or, perhaps, nothing, no complaint, no request, no entreaty, no thanksgiving, no praise, no blame, no pretense of knowing or of not knowing.

     Simply be in the intimate presence of mystery, unashamed—unadorned—unafraid.

     And at the end say—Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/mystery 

5.5: Self-Care by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (818 words)

     I offer this guided meditation as a reflection on the importance of self-care.

     Imagine that you are on a journey. You've been traveling for longer than you can remember and you are weary. You are so weary that its hard to remember the destination you seek or the way to get there. Up ahead by the side of the road is a cabin. As you approach it you feel yourself strangely drawn to this place. You walk up to the door and knock. Hearing no response, you open the door and enter, coming into a single room. There is not much light in the room, making it difficult to see, but the room appears to be empty. You enter with the sense that you have been here before and you find that thought comforting.

     As the door closes behind you, you realize just how tired you are. To sit and rest for a while would be such a luxury. There, to your right, is a chair that you hadn't noticed, and you sit down.  As you settle into the chair, this sense of comfort washes over you as if the chair had been made for you alone.

     As you sit there, you notice that your hands are clenched and that your whole body is tense. You slowly open your hands, trying to remember what you have been holding on to so tightly. Was it anger or fear, sorrow or, perhaps, uncertainty about the future? Whatever it was seems now not to matter as you open your hands and willingly let it go. The opening of your hands creates this strange and wonderful sensation in your body. A warmth moves up both arms to your shoulders and your neck. You begin to relax in a profoundly deep way, a way that invokes in you a sense of calm and peace and joy and gratitude all at the same time. This warm glow begins to move down your back dissolving all the stress that is there. You realize that your whole body was contracted by the stress and frustration and you ask, "How long, how long, have I felt this way?" knowing that it has been far too long. You continue to unwind and relax as you sit there in the chair with your eyes closed.

     As you let go into yourself, relaxing more and more there is this sense of spaciousness that opens within you, this sense of possibility, this sense of wonder and of trust. The space that exists within you becomes like the room you are in--familiar, inviting, and safe. Sitting there you begin to think that this is what it feels like to care for yourself, this is what it feels like to really rest. Sitting there you relax further by setting aside for a time all the concerns and responsibilities and expectations (both your own and others) that drive you to distraction and, sometimes, drive you to despair. Setting these aside, you feel lighter, as if an incredible weight has been lifted off of you.

     Freed for a time from the litany of worries, problems, and demands, both at work and at home, new images begin to form in your mind, in the space that has opened within you. The faces of people appear of whom you were or are especially fond, some of the faces are those that have not come to heart or mind in ages. "Who comes to visit with you in your solitude?" As each face surfaces in your memory, you remember some of the special times that you spent with that person. All of this takes on the quality of old and treasured gifts newly given. 
     And there is more. You begin to call to heart and mind all that you love from the world of nature and music and art. Sitting there in a chair in a one-roomed cabin by the side of the path you wrap yourself in a quilted comforter. Woven into its fabric are all the things in your life that have brought you comfort: the embrace of a loved one, a sunset so beautiful that it moved you to tears, the melody of a much -oved song, the luscious taste of a ripe strawberry, the smell of lilacs, and much, much more. The room in which you are sitting begins to increase in size to hold all of the memories that offer you refreshment, that renew you as you recall them.

     Strangely, without even anticipating it, you find yourself ready to continue the journey. You slowly rise from the chair, stretch, open the door and step outside. Grateful for this remarkable rest, you start walking again, knowing that whenever you need it, this hostel, this place of hospitality, will be by the side of the road, just around the bend, waiting for you to arrive, bidding you to take care, to take care.
Source: Touchstones
5.6: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (155 words)
The following meditation can begin and end with the sound of the mindfulness bell.

     breathing in

i am aware of my pain.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my pain.

     breathing in

i am aware of my past.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my past.

     breathing in

i am aware of my anger.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my anger.

     breathing in

i am aware of my despair.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my despair.

     breathing in

i am aware of peace.

breathing out

i am aware that i am worthy of peace.

     breathing in

i am aware of love.

breathing out

i am aware that i am worthy of love.

     breathing in

i am aware of joy.

breathing out

i am aware that i am an agent of joy.

     breathing in

i am aware of hope.

breathing out

i am aware that i am an agent of hope.

     breathing in

i am aware.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/survival-meditation 

5.7: At One by Rev. Victoria Safford (368 words)

     The task is not to patch things up, smooth things over, reach a compromise, or sweep mistakes and uneasy memories under the rug; the task is not to feel better. The task is ownership. The goal is truth, for its own redemptive sake. I did this. I said this to you, and it was wrong. I neglected this. I botched this. I betrayed you thusly.

     I demeaned you, whether you ever knew it or not.

     This is the truth in which both of us are living. I ask you to forgive me.

     Imagine how many deep breaths you would need to take. Imagine how many doors you’d have to knock on, how many phone calls you’d have to make, how many letters, how many lunches and coffees, how many awkward moments with your children and your parents, and with strangers (that cashier to whom you spoke so sharply). Awkward is irrelevant. The task is not about comfort, it is about truth, about wholeness and holiness. Restoration.

     Imagine this.

     Someone has been preparing all year to speak with you, to write to you, to ask you a hard question. Perhaps in some way not quite conscious, you have even known this, and you have been preparing too. Finally, you answer the door or the phone, or open the letter with shaky hands, and there it is, what you thought you’d been longing for but really have dreaded: someone is asking your forgiveness. The task is not about comfort, it is about truth. Awkward is irrelevant. You get to choose now, you have to choose, whether and how you will participate in restoration. Abandon the pleasant piety that claims knee-jerk forgiveness as the unquestioned moral course. You get to choose which way will be right in this case, between you as persons and with all your gods. What response will make the world more whole?

     Imagine. Something yearns in us to come round right. Something creaky, rusty, heavy, almost calcified within us tries—in spite of us and of all our fears and self-deceptions—to turn and turn and creak and turn again and come round a little truer. Something in us stretches toward conversion.

     Imagine healing, wholly, from within.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/one 

5.8: Breath Meditation by Samuel Trumbore (147 words)
Let us turn inward now

Feel the rhythm of the breath.

In and out, In and out,

Find the peace of just being with the flow of the breath.

Letting go of yesterday and tomorrow.

Feel the restorative power of the peace of this moment.

A peace, large enough to open

to the concerns and sorrows that trouble us.

A stillness, quiet enough to respond

to the joys and celebrations that enliven us.

There is safety here in the rhythm of the breath.

The ebb and flow of life is enacted with each one.

Taking in oxygen sustenance,

Letting go of carbon dioxide waste.

Taking in the fullness of experience

Letting go of the residue that wants to cling to us.

Cultivate inner peace and inner safety

in this sanctuary

dedicated to cultivating the Spirit of Life

dedicated to being a beacon of love for all beings.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/130314.shtml 

5.9: Here in this space we are gathered by Rev. Maureen Killoran (260 words)
     Here in this space, we are gathered, called by our sense of urgency, or duty, or the longing for community, called to be together on this day...Here, in this space, we are gathered...called to hold ourselves accountable to our values...to remind ourselves of those hopes and dreams and possibilities for which sometimes in the rough-and-tumble world it can be hard to hold on to belief.

     Here, in this space, we are gathered, called to do our part in weaving a web of human community.

     Here, in this space, some of us have come in pain. [Give both general and specific examples]. To those who are dealing with issues of health, we pray, we wish, for courage and healing. May we pause, and hold gently all the concerns, named and unnamed, that are gathered in this room, this day.

     And in the complexities of community, it is right that in this space some have come with joy bubbling in their heart...May we rejoice together, remembering the wisdom that says joys are multiplied when shared...May we remember gratitude for warmth...thankfulness for sunshine...appreciation for the simple tastes of whatever food our lives and bodies let us choose.

     Here, in this space, we are called to weave the web of human community. May we pause, and in our silence, may we lift up at least one blessing, one joy, no matter how small, that has touched our life this week.

     May our shared silence be a blessing on our hearts, on this community, and may this blessing extend outward to grace the wider world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/154589.shtml 
5.10: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston

I will lift up my voice and sing;

Whatever may befall me,

I will still follow the light which kindles song.

I will listen to the music

Arising out of grief and joy alike,

I will not deny my voice to the song.

For in the depth of winter, song,

Like a bud peeping through the dry crust of earth,

Brings back memory,

And creates anew the hope and anticipation of spring;

Out of a world that seems barren of hope,

Sing decries beauty in the shapes of leafless trees,

Lifts our eyes to distant mountain peaks which,

Even if we see them not,

Remind us that they are there, waiting,

And still calling to us to come up higher.

Out of the destruction of dear hopes,

Out of the agony of heartbreak,

Song rises once more to whisper to us

That even this is but the stage setting for a new beginning,

And that we shall yet take the pieces of our hearts

And put them together in a pattern

Of deeper, truer lights and shades.

I will lift up my voice in song,

For in singing, I myself am renewed,

And the darkness of night is touched

By the promise of a new dawn,

For light shall come again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/i-will-lift-my-voice 

5.11: In the midst of a world by Rev. Dr. Rebecca Parker (177 words)
In the midst of a world

marked by tragedy and beauty

there must be those

who bear witness

against unnecessary destruction

and who, with faith,

rise and lead

in freedom,

with grace and power.

There must be those who

speak honestly

and do not avoid seeing

what must be seen

of sorrow and outrage,

or tenderness,

and wonder.

There must be those whose

grief ­troubles the water

while their voices sing

and speak

refreshed worlds.

There must be those

whose exuberance

rises with lovely energy

that articulates

earth’s joys.

There must be those who

are restless for

respectful and loving

companionship among human beings,

whose presence invites ­people

to be themselves without fear.

There must be those

who gather with the congregation

of remembrance and compassion

draw water from

old wells,

and walk the ­simple path

of love for neighbor.

And,

There must be communities of ­people

who seek to do justice,
love kindness and walk humbly with God,

who call on the strength of soul-force

to heal,

transform,

and bless life.

There must be

religious witness. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/in-the-midst-of-a-world 

5.12: Winter Solstice Meditation by Rev. Lyn Cox (457 wprds)
     We pause as the path of the sun reverses, seemingly holding its place for a moment of turning. Let us delve into the gifts of darkness at the winter solstice. We follow curiosity and contemplation down into the cold earth, taking a journey to the world below the surface. Here we find acorns, cached by squirrels and chipmunks, perhaps to be food laid in store, or perhaps to become trees in the fullness of time. We find the burrows of hibernating animals, those who sleep and repair. We find seeds, including some that will not sprout unless they first wait through frost and ice. Life finds rest and renewal in the darkness.

     May those who are weary find comfort. May those who are struggling find meaning and companionship. May those who are injured or ill find recovery. May those who hunger find abundance. Let this be a time of healing. And may the dreams of the dark lead us to share these gifts with one another.

     Our imagination rises back to the surface, to life where the cold ground meets the crisp air. Here we observe life finding its way. We observe animals eating seeds left on the ground, though the harvest is long past. We notice the migration of birds, natural movement that allows populations to find places where they can thrive. We observe the trees that appear to sleep, and yet hold sap that will rise again before the spring arrives. We observe that not everything lives through the winter, and yet all that has lived returns to the earth and is transformed.

     Let this be a time of resilience. May the changing seasons bring new meaning and new insights. May creativity and persistence lead us to find resources for all to share. May those who migrate find safety, and may there be good news in the wind. May transformation lead us onward.

     We now lift our imagination to the sky, to the returning sun and to the brilliant winter night. Shifting hours of light and darkness remind us that change is part of the rhythm of the universe, and so trouble does not last. Acknowledging the gifts of darkness, we also look forward to the growing light, a change that brings glimmers of hope. We marvel at the beauty of this time: stars unobstructed by leaves, jewels of the night shining over the land, moon and meteors inspiring us to awe and wonder.

    Let this be a time of celebration. What joy can be found, let us hold it close, blow on its embers, and share its spark. We do not take for granted having come this far, and we give thanks for our companions on the journey.

     We continue our meditation in silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/winter-solstice-meditationl 
6.0: Prayers

6.1: A Prayer for the World by Rabbi Harold S. Kushner (152 words)
Let the rain come and wash away the ancient grudges,

the bitter hatreds held and nurtured over generations.

Let the rain wash away the memory of the hurt, the neglect.

Then let the sun come out and fill the sky with rainbows.

Let the warmth of the sun heal us wherever we are broken.

Let it burn away the fog so that we can see each other clearly.

So that we can see beyond labels, beyond accents, gender or skin color.

Let the warmth and brightness of the sun melt our selfishness.

So that we can share the joys and feel the sorrows of our neighbors.

And let the light of the sun be so strong that we will see all people as our neighbors.

Let the earth, nourished by rain, bring forth flowers to surround us with beauty.

And let the mountains teach our hearts to reach upward to heaven. Amen.

Source: https://dragoon1st.tripod.com/poetree/files/new_kushner.html 

6.2: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (147 words)
May the light of your soul guide you; May the light of your soul bless the work you do with the secret love and warmth of your heart; May you see in what you do the beauty of your own soul; May the sacredness of your work bring healing, light and renewal to those who work with you and to those who see and receive your work; May your work never weary you; May it release within you wellsprings of refreshment, inspiration and excitement; May you be present in what you do. May you never become lost in the bland absences; May the day never burden; May dawn find you awake and alert, approaching your new day with dreams, possibilities and promises; May evening find you gracious and fulfilled; May you go into the night blessed, sheltered and protected; May your soul calm, console and renew you.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/1156525-may-the-light-of-your-soul-guide-you-may-the 

6.3: O Creative Spirit of Life by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)
O Creative Spirit of Life, in which we live and move and have our being:

We give thanks for all of nature’s bounties.

We give thanks for caring friends and compassionate neighbors.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

6.4: Universal Spirit of Life by Rev. Krista Taves (338 words)
     Universal Spirit of Life, God of many names, Source of all being in which we live and breathe and have our being,

     We come together in prayer even though many us struggle with what that means. We come together to stand before that which is greater than us, although we struggle to say what that is.

     And so, on this day we pray for those things we struggle with. For the conflicts we feel within ourselves and between us and those we love. We pray for guidance, compassion, for the opening of a path.

     We pray for those things that give us joy and hope. For those things that we trust in, believe in, will sacrifice for. These are gifts of grace, and perhaps we need not define them in order to savor them, rejoice in them, be thankful for them.

     What we do know is that we gather this morning with all kinds of needs. Some are facing serious physical problems and are in need of healing. Others need healing of a different kind – emotional and spiritual. Some are facing family problems. Some are weary with the struggles of life and seek assurance that this will someday pass. Others face financial difficulties and the specter of making difficult decisions for themselves and their families.

     For each of us, we speak the deepest prayers of our hearts in different ways, knowing that what it means for them to be answered will look and feel different for each of us. May we, somehow, this morning be met at the point of our differences and also in the places that we are one, of the same breath of life that courses through all living things.

     May we always hold in our hearts gratitude for those things that bless us with their presence, forgiveness for the ways we have turned from those blessings, and the willingness to open ourselves anew to this beautiful and hurting world.

     In the name of truth, compassion and justice, this we pray. Amen and blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/deepest-prayers 

6.5: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
     Giver of being and freedom, thou who touches our lives in unforeseen ways, who unsettles our ease and upsets our self-satisfactions:

     We wait in these moments of stillness to let the hidden processes of healing and growth do their silent work within us, and to let the quiet work of reconciliation be renewed among us.

     Because we know that the ultimate issues of life—healing and growth, reconciliation and renewal—cannot be forced, neither by excess of activity nor by tumult of words, we seek out this stillness. We seek the quiet—the resting place—of our restless hearts.

     Because we live with mystery, we trust that which is deeper than we know—which touches our hearts—which steadies us and rekindles our spirits—which, finally, in faith, may be named the love that has laid hold upon us, and will not let us go. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/giver-of-being 

6.6: Prayer of Hope and Healing by Chrystal Hogan (103 words)
To the God of our own understanding, the spirit with whom we commune this morning – we ask that our minds be open, our hearts welcoming, our arms embracing. We lift up those whose lives are touched by sadness, by illness, by worry, or by loneliness. May they find comfort, hope, and healing strength in this community and the larger community. We celebrate those whose lives are whole and well. May they share their strength with those in need and find warmth and love in the sharing of their spirit. And let us take a moment to silently reflect in the spirit of prayer.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184718.shtml 

6.7: Teach my heart healing words by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (64 words)
Teach my heart healing words.

Show me the words that help rather than harm.

Instruct me in the verbs that bring energy,

the nouns pointing to the real,

the adjectives describing your subtleties.

Reveal to me how words can be offered

in a way that connects rather than separates,

that develops trust and eschews suspicion,

that opens the heart and relaxes the mind.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5691.shtml 

6.8: Great Unity beyond all differences by Rev. Andrew M Hill (128 words)
     Out of a troubled world of expediency and selfish strife, we come to this place set apart for the renewal of vision.

     Great Unity beyond all differences, should our lives be narrowed by personal sorrow or tragedy, envision us with a sense of worth;

should we be weary of the diminishing purposes of community and the persistence of global conflicts, envision us with your larger purpose;

should we feel lost upon earth's lonely cosmic shore, envision us with joy and wonder.

     Uphold us when weak. Embrace us when broken. Transform us when partial.

     Restore to us your great unity that we and the green earth and the cosmic law may become as one.

     Great Unity, bless us now, in this moment of worship, with your commanding vision. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5573.shtml 
6.9: Meditation for a Beautiful Day by Rev. Sara York (210 words)
     Ah, how beautiful is this day. How crisp and clean the air. How clear the sky. How full of life the teeming earth. And we are alive! Yes, we feel the beat of our own hearts, the pulsing of life in our veins, the rhythm of our breathing. We come into the silence of this time with gratitude for this day.

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

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

     Each of us comes to dip into the well that nourishes our hungry spirits. Each of us comes with our own cup of goodness to pour into the well. We drink together. May we be strengthened in our bonds of love and peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5477.shtml 

6.10: O God, whom we know as love by Rev. Wayne Arnason (256 words)
     A person, seen only from the waist up in the dark, holds a red neon heart in their hands.

     O God, whom we know as love, we gather here this morning as seekers and finders, creators and destroyers, givers and receivers of love. From the day of our birth, we have asked for love, and yet as we grow and change in time we realize how little we really know about how love is given and how to grow within its nurture. Help us to recognize the love that surrounds us and in which we have our being. Help us to understand how we can be perfect channels for that love. Help us to see ourselves as the loving people we are and can be. In silence now, we bring to our minds' eye the people who have loved us and continue to love us:

     People who are not here with us today, but whose love we carry with us—People who are there every day, and whose love we sometimes take for granted—People who might be within our circle of love, could we but extend it a little further—

     In silence now, we hold these people in our hearts.

(Silence)

     In returning from silence, we ask that our hearts may be opened to all whose names and faces have crossed our minds. We ask that old wounds may be healed, that constant joys may be celebrated, and that the love we share with the people in our lives may be our abiding teacher. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/god-whom-we-know-love 
6.11: Penitent's Prayer by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (243 words)
     It is an hour before sunrise. The waves keep coming, but each minute they make less progress than the minute before. As the tide goes out, the beach is exposed—a million pebbles just visible in the lifting of night, a periwinkle clinging to a rock, a horseshoe crab scrambling to catch the receding ocean—and I am exposed in all my hurts and frailties. My composure drains away with the tide, and the disheveled beach mirrors the ragged edges of my soul. The whole bay is my confessional, the breath of dawn my confessor.

     I have been so consumed with my own hurts that I’ve forgotten to call a friend whose hurt is equal to my own. I put off doing those things that might bring healing to someone who is broken, or joy to someone who is sad, or compassion to someone who is at odds with the rhythm of life, because I cared more for my own loneliness. I refused the hand of one who reached out to me, clinging instead to old familiar ways. I chose to remain stuck inside a problem, rather than ask for help to solve it.

     I pray that some benevolent spirit has listened to my heart’s despair and judged me not. At the edge of the clouds a rim of cream appears. Night creeps away with my guilt beneath its cloak. Dawn sprinkles absolution, the earth has kept its promise. Forgiveness is at hand.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/penitents-prayer 

6.12: Prayer for a Time in Need of Empathy by Tanya Cothran (155 words)
     God, teach us to consider also how others experience the world. To understand how my reality and their reality are different and yet they share qualities of the same core desire.

     Teach us to listen for shared feelings, for places of connection.

     Teach us to be curious and open to hearing differences.

     Teach us to love into brokenness

to give space for,

to be patient with,

healing.

     Let us be strong in our vulnerability

in our not-knowing,

in exposing our less-than-perfect scary bits, to those in front of us.

     Give us courage to face judgment, scorn, and hatred because of the greater good.

     Let us be disciples of Essential Goodness, strong in our knowing that in each Being there is a divine light of the soul.

      Give us the strength, God, to keep feeling empathy, even when we are tired and broken.

     For it is then that You are feeling the empathy through us. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-time-need-empathy 

6.13: Prayer for Healing by Rev. Jane Mauldin (adapted, recast in third person) (79 words)
Torn and confused, 

lonely and enraged, 

We greet the new day with suspicion. 

Spirit of Life, 

show us the gate to healing. 

May we find in our hands the tools 

to craft a way through the pain. 

When even those tools fail us 

may other hands reach out. 

Let us welcome them, 

and know them as your hands, 

gently holding us, 

keeping us from collapse, 

shaping us and molding new strength 

until we are ready to try again. 

Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-healing 

6.14: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker

We gather with a hunger for reconciliation.

     What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

     We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     That there may be more than vision in this room,

These are the wounds we must heal together—

Grief and anger for all that has been lost,

Guilt or fear in the reliving,

Pain that has gone without sufficient comfort,

Mistrust that was earned, that continues burning still,

     Every injury we may have named, and yet still carry,

Those we haven’t, can’t, or dare not speak aloud,

Those we are not ready to make public,

Those still not recognized, accepted, understood.

     These are the wounds that seek replacement—

Not cancellation or denial,

Wounds we will tend cautiously,

Applying the salve of understanding,

Forming scars that mark our history,

Without disfiguring the future, we might share.

     This is not a time of quick solutions, fancy talking.

This is a slow precision. This is a prayer for peace.

     We are new at this endeavor. New at listening, new at hearing.

New at taking enough time to honestly receive one another’s stories.

     What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

     We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     May the strength of this time together help us to walk forward.

May the wisdom of this experience help us to know our path.

May we have the courage to return, as often as necessary, until our way is clear.

May we have the perseverance, together, to see it through.

     May we cause it to be so.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-reconciliation 

6.15: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)
     The human spirit has enormous resilience.

But it is pushed to the limit by grief following the tragedy we have witnessed:

sudden and unexpected death,

the loss of so many lives.

These vicious attacks defy our understanding.

     It hurts.

We grieve.

We do not understand, nor do we accept the logic of terrorists who go about a path of willful destruction.

It is an assault on the very soul of our nation, and for some, it is a personal assault as well.

     We begin to go through the torturous journey of weeks and months until somehow the scattered pieces of our souls slowly move forward from the painful shadows.

     And so we are here with mixed emotions:

deep sadness

numbness

anger

grief

helplessness

fear.

     We come seeking

answers

comfort

understanding

hope

peace.

     "Our spirit's healing temple is someone else's available and understanding heart,"

says Howard Thurman.

And so we pray that there will be those who offer

a listening ear, a healing touch.

     We pray that there will be those who will not shrink from our untidy suffering,

for it is through the support of these souls that we might find a balm, a salve, and begin to

heal our pain.

     We pray for strength, for

a few more morsels of faith

a few more nuggets of time when we can empty our minds of it all

and little spaces in our days and nights when we can touch another soul, and be held in someone else's embrace.

     Help us to find the hope that lies

beneath what our eyes can see and our ears can hear.

Help us to hold fast to the belief

that there is still goodness in this world.

Help us to respond out of love rather than out of fear.

Help us to trust again, knowing that

"the arc of the moral universe is long" and that it does indeed "bend toward justice."

     Mend once again our brokenness, and guide us toward the path of peace.

     Blessed be. Namaste. A' Salaam Alakim. Ashe, Shalom, and Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer-meditation/human-spirit 
6.16: Healing by Rev. Adam Lawrence Dyer (250 words)
     Don’t speak to me of “healing” racism,

or “wounded souls” or the “painful hurt”

until you are willing to feel the scars

on my great-great-grandmother Laury’s back.

     Don’t speak to me of “values”

or “justice” or “righting wrongs”

until you are able to feel the heartache

of my great-grandfather Graham

whose father may have been his master.

     Don’t speak to me of “equity”

or “opportunity” or the “common good”

until you are able to hear the fear

from my grandmother Mae

as the only black woman in her college.

     Don’t speak to me of “passion”

or “longing” or “standing on the side of love”

until you know the shame

felt by my mother Edwina

mocked by teachers for the curve of her back.

     Don’t speak to me of “together”

or “understanding” or “empathy”

until you know my rage

as a young actor hearing the direction

to “be more black . . . more male.”

     The pain you are trying to heal has no real name.

This “pain” you speak of has no story;

it is anonymous, vague, and empty.

     Don’t speak to me of “healing”

for I heal the second I am ripped apart.

My wounds self-suture,

and like the clever creature I am,

I just grow new legs to outrun the pain ever faster.

It is something I have had to practice for generations,

that feel like an eternity.

     So, please don’t speak to me of “healing”

because you cannot know what healing means

until you know the hurt.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/healing 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #442 We Bid You Welcome by Rev. Richard Gilbert

7.2: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George Odell

7.3: SLT #518 Grandfather, Look at our Brokenness by Ojibway Native Americans

7.4: SLT #552 My Help is in the Mountain by Nancy Wood

7.5: SLT #666 The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka

7.6: SLT #718 All Souls by May Sarton

7.7: Sabbath Rest by Rev. Dan Lambert (141 words)

Leader: Because the daily pressure of life weighs heavy on our minds, on our bodies, and on our spirits.

All: We need a time of sabbath rest.

Leader: Because the stresses of our culture often leave us feeling burdened and looking for hope.

All: We need a time of sabbath rest.

Leader: Because rest, fun, leisure, and naps help us cope and feel refreshed.

All: We need a time of sabbath rest.

Leader: Because we think more clearly, love more freely, and share more joyfully when we are well rested.

All: We need a time of sabbath rest.

All: Giver of Life, help us recognize when we need to stop and care for ourselves. Allow us to enjoy a sabbath as often as we need one. Allow us to rest without guilt so that we may work with more joy. We are thankful for the gift of sabbath rest. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/sabbath-rest 

7.8: Open Our Hearts With Love by Rev. Naomi King (321 words)

When the world’s violence shatters the joy of a moment

We pause and reach out for the hands that remain

We open our hearts with love.

When despair rises as a monster from the deep and drags down one of our own, our answer is that

We open our hearts with love.

When hatred and anger rage in fire and suffering

We bend to pick up the wounded, to bind up ourselves and

We open our hearts with love.

When fear whispers "build more gates" "add more locks" "the blessed are those who defend themselves," we rock those fears to sleep and let them rest as

We open our hearts with love.

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

We open our hearts with love.

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

We open our hearts with love.

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

We open our hearts with love.

In love, we pray for those families, those individuals, all the persons here and everywhere who are desperately sure that there is not enough love in the world for them to have some, who are desperately sure that they do not matter. In love with life, in love with the Beloved, we turn to answer that desperation with assurance: you are loved, you are loveable, we will and do love you. Now, attend to your life’s work: to love. It’s the only legacy that matters.

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

8.1: The Healing Time by Pesha Joyce Gertler (77 words)
Finally on my way to yes

I bump into 

all the places 

where I said no

to my life

all the untended wounds

the red and purple scars

those hieroglyphs of pain

carved into my skin, my bones,

those coded messages that send me down

the wrong street

again and again

where I find them

the old wounds

the old misdirections

and I lift them

one by one

close to my heart

and I say holy

holy.

Source: http://www.sharonsinger.ca/poem.php?poem_id=592 

8.2: Practicalities of Soul Making for when we are going through a dark night, adapted from Joan Borysenko (346 words)
1. Pay close attention to your physical needs—breathing; stretch breaks; Daily exercise and mindful walking. Eat Well—Drink water. Sleep regularly. Play music instead of TV

2. Time each day to be alone to garden; go into nature.

3. Find support you need—to grow and change, not be victimized and dependent.—identifying yourself as victim is fine in the first steps of healing when you are grieving losses and expressing anger; deeper healing requires you to let go of being a victim and to move on and pick up your power.

4. Serenity Prayer: “God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, The courage to change the things I can and The wisdom to know the difference.”—the hard part

5. Follow the four rules for living from Anthropologist Angeles Arrien: Show up. Pay attention. Tell the Truth. Don’t be attached to the results but (Intend the good)

6. Good to be Alive! Remember a holy moment—focus on the moment of peace, energy safety. I am alive and I am grateful and today I will….for the benefit of myself, my family and all beings.

7. Practice loving-kindness. Begin with respect and love for self; affirming “May I be at peace, May my heart remain open, May I know the beauty of my own true nature. May I be healed.”

8. Remember that you have the right to be happy. The best outcome of crisis is a return to our own true nature, the inmost center or Higher Self (some call Divine). The attributes of that peaceful core are not only wisdom and compassion but also joy and happiness.

9. Ask for what you need both in dialogue with self when ego shadows appear; and when you are in a dark night—What do you want? What do you need? and Do your share to bring about positive changes. . . “What lesson is here for me? What is my soul’s intention in this situation?”

10. Pray for strength and courage to endure the passage—ask the Universe for help.

Source: no longer online
8.3: Power, Healing, and Community by Malidoma Patrice Somé (58 words)
A community is a place of self-definition. Any group of people meeting with one intention of connecting the power within is a community…. The community is where we draw the strength needed to effect change inside of us. What one acknowledges in the formation of community is the possibility of doing together what is impossible to do alone.

Source: no longer online
8.4: Talking to Grief by Denise Levertov (105 words)
     Ah, Grief, I should not treat you

like a homeless dog

who comes to the back door

for a curst, for a meatless bone.

I should trust you.

     I should coax you into the house

and give you

your own corner,

a worn mat to lie on,

your own water dish.

     You think I don’t know you’ve been living

under my porch.

You long for you real place to be readied

before winter comes. You need

your name,

your collar and tag. You need

the right to warn off intruders

to consider my house your own

and me your person

and yourself

my own dog.

Source: https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/talking-to-grief/ 

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/healing-moment 

8.6: Healing by Wendell Berry (286 words)
I

The grace that is the health of creatures can only be held in common.

In healing the scattered members come together.

In health the flesh is graced, the holy enters the world.

II

The task of healing is to respect oneself as a creature, no more and no less.

A creature is not a creator, and cannot be. There is only one Creation, and we are its members.

To be creative is only to have health: to keep oneself fully alive in the Creation, to keep the Creation fully alive in oneself, to see the Creation anew, to welcome one’s part in it anew.

The most creative works are all strategies of this health.

IV

…Good work finds the way between pride and despair.

It graces with health. It heals with grace.

It preserves the given so that it remains a gift.

By it, we lose loneliness:

we clasp the hands of those who go before us, and the hands of those who come after us;

we enter the little circle of each other’s arms,

and the larger circle of lovers whose hands are joined in a dance,

and the larger circle of all creatures, passing in and out of life, who move also in a dance, to a music so subtle and vast that no ear hears it except in fragments.

IX
…The teachings of unsuspected teachers belong to the task, and are its hope.

The love and the work of friends and lovers belong to the task, and are its health.

Rest and rejoicing belong to the task, and are its grace.

Let tomorrow come tomorrow. Not by your will is the house carried through the night.

Order is the only possibility of rest.

Source: https://www.ronnowpoetry.com/contents/berry/Healing.html 
8.7: Mending by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (226 words)
     How shall we mend you, sweet Soul?

What shall we use, and how is it

in the first place you’ve come to be torn?

     Come sit. Come tell me.

We will find a way to mend you.

     I would offer you so much, sweet Soul:

this banana, sliced in rounds of palest

yellow atop hot cereal, or these raisins

scattered through it, if you’d rather.

Would offer cellos in the background singing

melodies Vivaldi heard and wrote

for us to keep. Would hold out to you

everything colored blue or lavender

or light green. All of this I would offer you,

sweet Soul. All of it, or any piece of it,

might mend you.

     I would offer you, sweet Soul,

this chair by the window, this sunlight

on the floor and the cat asleep in it.

I would offer you my silence,

my presence, all this love I have,

and my sorrow you’ve become torn.

     How shall we mend you, sweet Soul?

With these, I think, gently

we can begin: we will mend you

with a rocking chair, some raisins;

a cat, a field of lavender beginning

now to bloom. We will mend you with songs 

remembered entirely the first time 

ever they are heard.

     We will mend you with pieces of your own 

sweet self, sweet Soul—with what you’ve taught 

from the very beginning.

Source: Instructions in Joy by Rev. Nancy Shaffer

8.8: Tell Us of Pain by Kahlil Gibran (180 words)
     And a woman spoke, saying, “Tell us of Pain.”

And he said: Your pain is the breaking of the shell that encloses your understanding. 

     Even as the stone of the fruit must break, that its heart may stand in the sun, so must you know pain. 

     And could you keep your heart in wonder at the daily miracles of your life, your pain would not seem less wondrous than your joy; 

     And you would accept the seasons of your heart, even as you have always accepted the seasons that pass over your fields. 

     And you would watch with serenity through the winters of your grief. 

     Much of your pain is self-chosen. 

     It is the bitter potion by which the physician within you heals your sick self. 

     Therefore, trust the physician, and drink his remedy in silence and tranquility: 

     For his hand, though heavy and hard, is guided by the tender hand of the Unseen, 

     And the cup he brings, though it burns your lips, has been fashioned of the clay which the Potter has moistened with His own sacred tears.

Source: https://poets.org/poem/pain-1 
8.9: Let your Life Heal You by Deena Metzger (189 words)
     The individual who is ill or afflicted often feels incapable of giving anything. But that is the point of this work: incapable or not, an offering needs to be made and the effort and discipline of making it, despite the circumstances, transforms the situation. Suddenly, we are someone else—the one who makes the offering. Everything has changed.

     Soon we learn that praying for healing is not exactly the right prayer. The right prayer is more likely to be: Please show me the way of healing. Show me the healing path. Now we are closer to the possibility of healing. Healing becoming a way of life, not a single event. A way of life that affects others. And what might the healing path be? A path in alignment with Spirit. Rather than asking the Divine to extend a boon to us, we find ourselves asking to live according to Divine precepts that are beneficial for the whole, in such a way that benefits all beings. This turns out to be the way of our healing. We have started to heal our lives so that our lives can heal us.

Source: http://deenametzger.net/healing-in-the-community/ 
8.10: Love Abundant by Rev. Alicia Forde (160 words)
I lift my eyes up to the hills

from where will my help come?

My help comes from Love abundant.

my help comes from the hills

my help—my help, it comes from

ancient Mothers whose hearts beat in mine.

It comes from the trees that sway and the breeze that sways them . . .

my help comes from all that was and is and will ever be . . .

I lift my eyes . . . hushed by the soothing touch of waves

caressing wounded shores

wounded souls

I lift my eyes . . . to the horizon bathed by

the hum of mothers and mothers’ mothers

cradling—¬gently rocking

I lift my voice—call of the sea trees sister moon mother earth

my soul weeping—a symphony of life overflowing

I give myself

I too hum through every pore

with every breath

I give myself—

an extension

of all that is, was, and ever will be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/love-abundant 
8.11: The Inherent Wholeness of Every Being by Rev. Erika Hewitt (328 words)
     We who are Unitarian Universalist not only affirm the inherent worth and dignity of every person; we also affirm the inherent wholeness of every being -- despite apparent brokenness.

     No one reading these words is a stranger to pain, or the knowledge that things break, or break down: promises, friendship, sobriety, hope, communication…. this breaking happens because our human hearts and our very institutions are frail and imperfect. We make mistakes. Life is messy. Brokenness happens.

     We’re intimately acquainted with brokenness, then, even as we believe that no matter how fractured we are or once were, we can make whole people of ourselves. We are whole at our core, because of the great, unnamable, sometimes inconceivable Love in which we live.

     As UUs, we believe that paying attention to something is an act of love; witnessing and naming brokenness is how we begin to heal it. Some sorrows demand to be named out loud:  

My sister died.

My body is fragile.

I’m scared that I won’t be able to pay my rent this month.

The streets in my city are filled with violence.

     Healing begins when we examine what’s in pain, wonder how it occurred, and allow it to teach us.

     In fact, sometimes the brokenness is immense and the only grasp, the only power we have over that large and complicated pain looming over us is to bear witness, to tell its story, and to seek out companions and helpers who are willing to agree that yes, there is something breaking or messy in front of us, and we will not leave or even look away until repair has begun.

     If love begins with attention, repair takes the form of compassion, bearing witness, speaking out.

     Repair looks like connection, justice, or even revolution. It looks like after-school tutoring programs, community meals, and holding signs in front of City Hall.

     And it begins by placing full trust and faith that there is inherent wholeness in every broken situation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/inherent-wholeness-every-being 
8.12: We Are Whole by Rev. Beth Lefever (159 words)
     We are whole,

even in the broken places,

even where it hurts.

     We are whole,

even in the broken places,

the places where fear impedes our full engagement with life;

where self-doubt corrupts our self-love;

where shame makes our faces hot and our souls cold.

     We are whole,

even in those places where perfectionism blunts the joy

of full immersion into person, place, activity;

where “good enough” does not reside except in our silent longings;

where our gaps must be fast-filled

with substance, accomplishment, or frenzied activity

lest they gape open and disgust.

     We are whole

where we would doubt our own goodness, richness, fullness and depth,

where we would doubt our own significance, our own profoundness.

     We are whole,

even in our fragility;

even where we feel fragmented, alone, insubstantial, insufficient.

     We are whole,

even as we are in process,

even as we ¬stumble,

even as we pick ourselves up again,

for we are whole.

     We are whole.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/175456.shtml 
8.13: With Blended Voices by Rev. Dr. Kendyl Gibbons (196 words)
We come together because we are creatures who are fundamentally, physiologically incomplete. As much as our individuality defines us, we also need other people to make our limbic circuits function the way evolution has built us. To the core of our chemistry and our neural networks, we are a social species. Our physical, emotional, intellectual, and spiritual well-being depends on our connections—both to the world of nature, and to our fellow humans. Spirituality for skeptics is about keeping alive that connective tissue that makes us who we are and enables us to imagine what we might yet become. Some of that work we do alone, in moments of inspiration or insight, but more of it happens in the company of other seekers, those who share the skeptical path with us, insisting on the freedom of conscience and the integrity of doubt. We do it by grappling with the deep questions and the big ideas. We do it simply, by sitting next to each other, by speaking forth our joys and sorrows, by sharing soup, by lifting our hearts in praise of this amazing earth and our astonishing lives, by making music with our blended voices.

Source: https://www.uuworld.org/articles/primal-reverence 
8.14: The Nature of Healing by Deena Metzger (183words)
     People who chose right-living as a way to heal themselves rarely indulge in the kind of hedonism or narcissism that one might expect. The changes that I have witnessed have been, dare I say, “wholesome.” People who undertook this path began to opt for simpler lives rather than luxurious ones, for intimacy rather than adventure, for meaning rather than excitement. And so the healing of their lives had a beneficial effect on those around them. They found that in healing their individual life they could not but positively affect their families and their kin-net, their communities.

     …In my mind, there is a direct relationship between the healing of my being and the healing of the world. Where healing and peacemaking are one, they are the bridge between individual healing and the healing of the community. I do not ask for my healing without committing entirely to the healing of the other as the small possibilities of the healing of the world are sacred gifts extended to me as well. The world’s body. My body. The same. This is the very nature of healing.
Source: http://deenametzger.net/healing-in-the-community/ 
8.15: Healing Woundedness by Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen (88 words)
The healing of our present woundedness may lie in recognizing and reclaiming the capacity we all have to heal each other, the enormous power in the simplest of human relationships: the strength of a touch, the blessing of forgiveness, the grace of someone else taking you just as you are and finding in you an unsuspected goodness. Expertise cures, but wounded people can best be healed by other wounded people. Only other wounded people can understand what is needed, for the healing of suffering is compassion, not expertise.

Source: Kitchen Table Wisdom: Stories that Heal by Rachel Naomi Remen
8.16: The Five Stages of Grief by Linda Pastan (274 words)
The night I lost you 

someone pointed me towards 

the Five Stages of Grief. 

Go that way, they said, 

it’s easy, like learning to climb 

stairs after the amputation. 

And so, I climbed. 

Denial was first. 

I sat down at breakfast 

carefully setting the table 

for two. I passed you the toast– 

you sat there. I passed 

you the paper–you hid 

behind it. 

Anger seemed more familiar. 

I burned the toast, snatched 

the paper and read the headlines myself. 

But they mentioned your departure, 

and so I moved on to 

Bargaining. What could I exchange 

for you? The silence 

after storms? My typing fingers? 

Before I could decide, Depression 
came puffing up, a poor relation 

its suitcase tied together 

with string. In the suitcase 

were bandages for the eyes 

and bottles of sleep. I slid 

all the way down the stairs 

feeling nothing. 

And all the time Hope 

flashed on and off 

in defective neon. 

Hope was a signpost pointing 

straight in the air. 

Hope was my uncle’s middle name, 

he died of it. 

After a year I am still climbing, 

though my feet slip 

on your stone face. 

The treeline 

has long since disappeared; 

green is a color 

I have forgotten. 

But now I see what I am climbing 

towards: Acceptance 
written in capital letters, 

a special headline: 

Acceptance, 

its name in lights. 

I struggle on, 

waving and shouting. 

Below, my whole life spreads its surf, 

all the landscapes I’ve ever known 

or dreamed of. Below 

a fish jumps: the pulse 

in your neck. 

Acceptance. I finally 

reach it. 

But something is wrong. 

Grief is a circular staircase. 

I have lost you.

Source: https://wordsfortheyear.com/2018/01/21/the-five-stages-of-grief-by-linda-pastan/ 
8.17: The Healing Path by Deena Metzger (176words)
     An old friend calls. Her life has fallen apart. She does not know whether her suffering comes from not using her gifts the way she dreamed or whether she simply can no longer bear the wretchedness of the world. Everything that was beautiful and hopeful has turned to dust. I remember that among her many gifts, all of which seem useless to her now, she has a beautiful voice. I do not listen very long to the litany of her grief. Instead, I ask her, exhausted though she is, to jump on a plane and come to Los Angeles. “We can teach you how to heal others with the beauty of your voice.” Surprisingly she comes. She spends the entire day praying and then making an offering to others. When she leaves, she is still aware of the unbearable suffering that is around her, yet now she is enlivened and can feel the presence of Spirit.

     The healing path does not save us from suffering. But it shows a way of carrying what is otherwise insupportable.
Source: http://deenametzger.net/healing-in-the-community/ 

8.18: The Four Doors of the Mind by Patrick Rothfuss (228 words)
     Perhaps the greatest faculty our minds possess is the ability to cope with pain. Classic thinking teaches us of the four doors of the mind, which everyone moves through according to their need.

     First is the door of sleep. Sleep offers us a retreat from the world and all its pain. Sleep marks passing time, giving us distance from the things that have hurt us. When a person is wounded, they will often fall unconscious. Similarly, someone who hears traumatic news will often swoon or faint. This is the mind’s way of protecting itself from pain by stepping through the first door.

     Second is the door of forgetting. Some wounds are too deep to heal, or too deep to heal quickly. In addition, many memories are simply painful, and there is no healing to be done. The saying ‘time heals all wounds’ is false. Time heals most wounds. The rest are hidden behind this door.

     Third is the door of madness. There are times when the mind is dealt such a blow it hides itself in insanity. While this may not seem beneficial, it is. There are times when reality is nothing but pain, and to escape that pain the mind must leave reality behind.

     Last is the door of death. The final resort. Nothing can hurt us after we are dead, or so we have been told.

Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/156661-perhaps-the-greatest-faculty-our-minds-possess-is-the-ability 
8.19: The Harmony of Healing by Barbara Rohde (261 words)
     A person's hands and lower arms: the hands touch at the fingertips, palms separated, pointed upwards as if in prayer. 

     The Congregational minister stopped me in the aisle of the supermarket a few months after I had unexpectedly recovered from a serious illness. With a gentle but slightly teasing smile he asked me, “How does a Unitarian deal with a miracle?”

     It was a good question, one which I thought about a lot. I started by asking myself more questions.

     What is a miracle?

     An event that fills us with wonder.

     Is a miracle supernatural?

     That depends on how one defines supernatural. Traditionally, supernatural has been defined as something beyond the natural, an intervention from outside. But the supernatural also might be defined as that which is most perfectly natural, that which is whole, that which is completely true to its purpose in nature. In this sense, the Eden of the ancient story was supernatural. In this sense, the occasion when a body is allowed to heal itself, and does, is supernatural. Not all bodies will heal themselves. But on those occasions when everything within the wider body is working together—the tremendous skill and caring of the doctors and nurses, the encouragement and love and strength-giving acts of family and friends, the amazing healing powers of the human body itself, and the patient but passionate life-loving spirit within oneself—then this definition of a miracle may apply.

     What does a Unitarian Universalist do with a miracle?

     She does what all humans do in the presence of wonder. She gives thanks.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/harmony-healing 

8.20: In the Ruins by Rev. Lynn Ungar (101 words)
A man sits on the rubble—

not just in the rubble, but on the pile

of what remains. No people

in the bombed-out houses.

No dogs. No birds. Just ragged hunks

of concrete and loss. And on his perch

he is playing an instrument constructed

of what is left—an olive oil can, a broom handle,

a bowed stick and strings. It sounds

exactly as it is supposed to sound.

The instrument cries, but the man sings.

Because sometimes loss is deeper than tears.

Because sometimes grief is resistance.

Because, somewhere down the very long road,

music is stronger than bombs.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/ruins 

8.21: New People Came This Time by Geoffrey Herbert (140 words)
     New ­People came this time, and we shared

our stories, the familiar truths, about

shock and healing and being glad that at last

our children can say who they are,

and we know them now, love them more.

      Funny stories and good news ripple around,

and smiles about lesbigay ways, and jokes,

against ourselves, taking the masks off

to show the same donkey faces underneath.

A communion of laughter.

     And several dawns once more lit up among us,

the sharpness of beginning sight,

a slower sunrise over the years,

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

A communion of wisdom.

     But this time—

     we nearly all wept:

wept with the blinding new hurts,

winced with what we thought

had been healed—old wounds, waiting.

We put the tissue box in the ­middle

and passed it round.

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

8.22: Pandemic by Rev. Lynn Ungar (147 words)
     What if you thought of it

as the Jews consider the Sabbath—

the most sacred of times?

Cease from travel.

Cease from buying and selling.

Give up, just for now,

on trying to make the world

different than it is.

Sing. Pray. Touch only those

to whom you commit your life.

Center down.

     And when your body has become still,

reach out with your heart.

Know that we are connected

in ways that are terrifying and beautiful.

(You could hardly deny it now.)

Know that our lives

are in one another’s hands.

(Surely, that has come clear.)

Do not reach out your hands.

Reach out your heart.

Reach out your words.

Reach out all the tendrils

of compassion that move, invisibly,

where we cannot touch.

     Promise this world your love--

for better or for worse,

in sickness and in health,

so long as we all shall live.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/pandemic 

8.23: Release by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (231 words)
     I wish I were like the trees,

Who let their leaves go

gracefully, without regret.

     Or the tumbling stream

that flushes silt to sea,

Exchanging murkiness

for blessed clarity.

     Or the dandelion,

who bows its head

to the subtle breeze,

Unleashing its future

without fear or loss.

     Instead, I drive white-knuckled,

defensive, as we were taught,

Tense and guarded for

what may come my way.

     I keep a death-grip

on my life.

     If you asked me for my dying wish

It would not be for

ten more wishes.

     It would be to let go

of wishing any more.

     Wishing I’d made different choices,

and that I hadn’t hurt you

as I did.

And to forego these old and dusty

grudges that I keep like pictures

in a shoebox beside my bed.

     I long to embrace my life

with a lover’s touch,

or as you would an injured wren:

precious, tender, true.

     Instead, regret and fear,

twin anchors, hold me fast,

close in against the shore.

     “Cast off! Cast off!”

I hear them call

from the open, exotic lands

my heart yearns for.

     But the waters in between

my here and theirs

hold unknown hazards,

unlike this dark familiar port.

     This day, a prayer:

To ease my grip

on what once was,

or what is meant to be.

     That I may find

Myself content

To drift and float

Upon life’s boundless sea.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/release 

8.24: Even This Is Enough by Rev. Vanessa Southern (333 words)
     So much undone.

So much to do.

So much to heal

in us and the world.

So much to acquire:

a meal

a healthy body—

a fit one—

a lover

a job

a better job

proof we have and are enough

just around the corner of now.

     And up against it the reality of all that falls short and the limits of today.

We honor the limits:

If your body won’t do what it used to, for right now let it be enough.

If your mind won’t stop racing or can’t think of the word, let it be enough.

If you are here utterly alone and in despair, be all that here with us.

If today you cannot sing because your throat hurts or you don’t have the heart for music, be silent. 

When the offering plate goes around if you don’t have money to give or the heart to give, let it pass.

     The world won’t stop spinning on her axis if you don’t rise to all occasions today.

Love won’t cease to flow in your direction,

your heart won’t stop beating,

all hope won’t be lost.

     You are part of the plan for this world’s salvation,

of that I have no doubt.

The world needs its oceans of people striving to be good

to carry us to the shores of hope and wash fear from the beach heads,

and cleanse all wounds so they can heal. 

But oceans are big and I am sure there are parts that don’t feel up to the task of the whole some days.

Rest, if you must, then, like the swimmer lying on her back who floats,

or the hawk carried on cushions of air.

Rest in pews made to hold weary lives in space carved out for the doing of nothing much

but being.

     Perhaps then you will feel in your bones,

in your weary heart,

the aching, healing sense that

this is enough—

even this.

     That we are enough.

You are enough.

Enough.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/even-enough 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

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

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

will one day prevail in this nation and across the earth.

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

     When we take fire from our chalice, it does not become less.

It becomes more.

     And so we extinguish our chalice, but we take its light and warmth with us,

multiplying their power by all of our lives, and sharing it with the world.

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

It is our work, shared with each other in covenant,

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

The light of this faith lives on in us, together,

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/breath-song
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
We have basked in the warmth and beauty

of this flame and this community.

As the chalice flame is extinguished,

let us carry its glow within.

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

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

10.1: Each of us ministers to a weary world by Rev. Darcy Roake (80 words)
There is too much hardship in this world to not find joy, every day

There is too much injustice in this world to not right the balance,

every day

There is too much pain in this world to not heal, every day

Each of us ministers to a weary world.

Let us go forth now and do that which calls us to make this world 

more loving, more compassionate and more filled with the grace of divine presence, 

every day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/each-us-ministers-weary-world 
10.2: Share Your Glorious Light with the World by James Morison (103 words)
Within each of our hearts there is a most glorious light.

Go forth, and let its spark help you understand what troubles both you and others;

Go forth, and let its light of reason be a guide in your decisions;

Go forth, and bring its ray of hope to those in need of help in both body and spirit, that they may find healing;

Go forth, and fan the flames of passion to help heal our world;

Go forth, and spread the warm glow of love, pushing back the darkness of the world;

Go forth, and share your glorious light with the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/share-your-glorious-light-world 
10.3: The World is Too Beautiful by Eric Williams (49 words)
The world is too beautiful to be praised by only one voice.

May you have the courage to sing your part.

The world is too broken to be healed by only one set of hands.

May you have the courage to use your gifts.

May you go in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/world-too-beautiful 
10.4: Walk softly by Rev. Elaine Gallagher Gehrmann (13 words)
Walk softly.

Speak truthfully.

Love gently.

Breathe deeply.

Live wisely.

Go in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6047.shtml 
10.5: Go Forth in Simplicity by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (59 words)
Go forth in simplicity.

Find and walk the path

that leads to compassion and wisdom,

that leads to happiness, peace and ease.

Welcome the stranger and

open your heart to a world in need of healing.

Be courageous before the forces of hate.

Hold and embody a vision of the common good that

serves the needs of all people.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/go-forth-simplicity 

10.6: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #1 by Rev. Dr. Rebekah Savage (67 words)

Spirit of Life, Spirit of Love,

We have gathered under the banner of a shared faith.

We are born of a welcoming grace that extends and receives love;

we are touched by the ways we have fallen short of who we strive to be;

and we here we reborn — forged by a greater courage.

Let us move from this place,

Encouraged and refreshed for the journey ahead.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/promise-and-practice-benediction-1 

10.7: This Is Our Calling by Rev. D. Scott Cooper (29 words)

The world aches for us to join together and bring about healing, toil for justice, and produce ever-increasing love. This is our calling. Go forth and act accordingly. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/our-calling 

11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Advent: Making the Heart Ready by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,039 words)
     Unitarian Universalist minister Harry Hoehler suggests that Advent is “a time for soul-searching, repentance, renewal, expectation.” John Taylor, also a Unitarian Universalist minister, wrote, “If there were no Advent, we would need to invent it. We human creatures, in spite of all that has happened to us and been done by us, are still hopeful. Something new, something vital, something promising is always coming, and we are always expecting.” 

     Often, the most difficult part of an advent is waiting. We do not tend to value waiting in our culture. Waiting seems to be a waste of time when we could be doing so much more. We are advised that good things come to those who wait, yet we find ourselves impatient. Still, waiting is an integral part of our lives. We wait for

*the bread to rise

*the water to boil

*the seeds in the Styrofoam cup to sprout

*the letter to arrive from the college where we applied for early admission

*the table at a restaurant, 

*knowing the “ten-minute delay” will be more like an hour

*the right moment to discuss a concern with a loved one

*the doctor, who is running an hour behind,  to see us

*the traffic to start moving again so we won’t be any later than we already are 

*the day of our wedding or union ceremony

*the first day of summer vacation

*the results of the biopsy to learn if the tumor is benign or cancerous

*the call from the bank to see if the mortgage has been approved

*the front door to be opened by our son or daughter who is out past his or her curfew

*the cashier at the check-out line in the supermarket to work just a little faster

*the birth of a baby who is six days overdue

*the death of a loved one who has suffered too long with a terminal illness 

*the divorce to be final

*the profound and painful feelings of grief to diminish as we seek healing

*the first signs of spring

*the birthday when we will be 6 or 16 or 18 or 21

*the first snowfall 

*the first ski-trip of the season

*or the coming of Christmas

     “We spend a major part of our lives waiting,” wrotr G. Peter Fleck. “Waiting to be born and waiting to die. Waiting to grow up and waiting to grow old. Waiting for expectations to be fulfilled, for hopes to come true.”

     We wait in life for many things, some with great anticipation and some with profound dread. And we wait in many different ways.  We wait by

*being overwhelmed by what awaits us

*distracting ourselves by whatever means is most comforting or most numbing

*fantasizing about what we will do if our dreams come true

*talking about our hopes or fears with those around us

*cleaning the house or exercising to try to discharge the excitement or the anxiety 

*thinking, to the point of obsession, about all the things that could go wrong

*reaching out for the comforting embrace of another

*getting frustrated or angry that this should be happening to us

*or suffering the boredom that waiting seems to impose

     Often, we fail to attend adequately to the challenges and opportunities that are inherent in the process of waiting. We do not realize that waiting may, in fact, require spiritual discipline. So I want to speak about waiting. It is not easy. It is not easy to wait. It is not easy to wait in a way that makes use of the waiting. It is not easy to wait in a way that makes use of the waiting either because we do not know how to wait or how to trust that there may be value in the waiting itself. 

     Sometimes we need to recognize our own cry for help, the one that is saying, “Stop! Wait, so I can catch up with myself.”  

     While waiting is precipitated by an external event, it often involves an internal need. Waiting has the power to pull us out of the present moment. It can pull us toward or away from that which awaits us. This approach or avoidance response, so well documented in psychology and anthropology, has been essential to our survival as a species. Sometimes, however, a third response is required: “don’t just do something, stand there.”

     True waiting is not a process of doing nothing. It is a process of creating a space out of which understanding or meaning or hope or other possibilities can arise. There is a saying that illustrates the nature of waiting: “Sometimes I sit and think, and sometimes I just sit.” 

     The most productive waiting involves this sitting without trying to figure it all out. True waiting is what the Buddhists call mindfulness. It is an invitation to be in the present moment, neither fleeing what we dread, nor chasing after that which we desire. Do not strive to make the waiting productive, to use it to arrive at a decision or an action. Use the waiting to allow the muddy water of our awareness to become clear. Let the anxiety or the fear or the excitement subside, for clarity is impossible with all that churning.

     When I think of the creative process or problem-solving of any sort, I remember the times when breakthroughs occurred or solutions appeared after I stepped away and stopped thinking about the project. Rather than forcing a solution, I waited for one to arise. Usually, these solutions were dramatically better than those that I had been trying to force. The mystic Simone Weil wrote, “We do not obtain the most precious gifts by going in search of them but by waiting for them.”  

     This does not mean that we should diminish the value of being proactive. It is simply an acknowledgment that occasionally the most productive action utilizes the discipline of waiting. Further, it seems to me that waiting is often an effective antidote for the busyness of our lives. Peter Fleck wrote, “The quality of our lives depends on the spiritual mood in which we wait. For only when we wait empty of desire and preoccupation and busyness, will Truth come to us and we will be ready to receive it.”

11.2: Wanting Wholeness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (561 words)
     The phrase “being broken, wanting wholeness” comes from Unitarian Universalist minister Marilyn Sewell. It is a statement about the human condition, which is not an either/or but a both/and. Not only can we be broken and want wholeness, but we can be broken and whole at the same time when our brokenness is incorporated into our wholeness. Parker Palmer sees brokenness in having to live a divided life. He writes, “Most of us know from experience what a divided life is. Inwardly we feel one sort of imperative for our lives, but outwardly we respond to quite another. This is the human condition, of course; our inner and outer worlds will never be in perfect harmony. But there are extremes of dividedness that become intolerable…” and these undermine the possibility of wholeness. 

     The impulse for wholeness is strong within us. This is challenging because our concept of wholeness seems to change as we move from one stage of life to the next. Further, we do get broken along the way by illness, the death of loved ones, and the other tragedies that touch our lives. 

     There are different ways to talk about wholeness. Unitarian minister A. Powell Davies said, “The purpose of life is to grow a soul.” I believe that we are born incomplete, as if we have a hole in the soul that we spend a lifetime trying to heal. Sometimes, rather than working on the process of healing, we simply try to relieve the pain. This can lead to addiction and other behaviors that make achieving wholeness even more difficult, if not impossible.

     In seeking wholeness, we are attempting to complete our life before death ends it. To paraphrase the poet May Sarton, we are called to create our self, and, as that task proceeds, we learn that change is always in the making, both inner and outer if we can be patient, if we can learn to trust ourselves. 

     The irony is that sometimes the wholeness is already there, but hidden. I’m reminded of the great violinist Itzhak Perlman, who contracted polio at the age of four and had to learn to walk using crutches. In a memorable performance, one of the strings on his violin broke just as he began to play. The audience grew silent, but Perlman didn’t leave the stage. He signaled the conductor, and the orchestra began its part. Perlman played with power and intensity on only three strings. He modulated, changed, and recomposed the piece in his head. He re-tuned the strings upward and downward to get different sounds. At the end the audience screamed delight, and applauded their appreciation. Asked later how he had accomplished this feat, Pearlman said, “It is my task to make music with what remains.” This is being broken, wanting wholeness, and then creating wholeness. 

     It is interesting to note that the word perfect has a Latin root, perfectus, which means “finished.” By definition we human beings are unfinished and will always be so up to and including our last breath. Unitarian minister A. Powell Davies captured this life-long process of becoming by noting that life provided us with the opportunity to grow a soul.

     Even in our brokenness we may discover a hidden wholeness that could not, would not exist as it does without our brokenness. In this way, brokenness also has the capacity to bless.

11.3: The Things That Heal by Rev. Josh Pawelek (Excerpt, full text at http://uuse.org/the-things-that-heal/#.WCyDG_krLIU) (1,277 words)
     …Spirituality plays [an important role] in healing: healing from illness—physical illness, mental illness; healing from addiction; healing from childhood traumas, from abuse, from rape, from neglect; healing from being the victim of a crime; healing in the wake of the death of a loved one; healing from broken relationships; healing from stressful life circumstances—overwork, exhaustion, job loss, financial struggles, caring for a family member or friend with a chronic illness, distress and anxiety in response to world events—terrorism, global warming, war. …Nobody leaves this life without having to heal from something. Nobody leaves this life without suffering in response to something. …So many things can and do happen to our bodies, our minds, our spirits, our souls that unravel us, pull us apart, break us into pieces, leave us living in fragments. How does spirituality help us bind the pieces of ourselves back together? How does it aid in healing? How does it strengthen our resilience?
     I want to …critique a common assumption about the role of spirituality in healing, essentially that one’s capacity to heal is determined by the strength of their belief, by the power of their faith in God. …Sometimes people say God must have a reason and we aren’t meant to know. But that’s a theological cop out. The reality is, some illnesses have no cure. Some circumstances are beyond help. Sometimes our brokenness is larger than all the resources we have to address it. To fault the strength of one’s faith in such situations is unhelpful and unfair—sometimes it comes across as downright mean. The role of spirituality in healing is far more multifaceted than simply having correct belief.
     …Over the years I’ve discerned five liberal commandments for spirituality and healing …as you seek healing in your lives.
     First, get out of the body’s way. Healing begins with confidence in the body’s capacity to repair itself, to return from or adapt to physical and mental illness. Specialized white blood cells fight harmful microbes. Blood clots to heal wounds. Skin and bones fuse back together after breaking. We learn how to live well with anxiety.
     …There is a life force, a will to live, an innate power to mend, a natural tendency toward repair. We encounter it not only in ourselves but throughout nature—starfish regenerate lost arms; deer regenerate lost antlers; eco-systems repair damage after earthquakes and oil spills. Trusting in this power may not restore sight to the blind or resurrect the dead, but it will help us remember what we can do to get of the body’s way so it can follow its natural processes of mending, repair, and adaptation.
     Second, approach healing from a place of openness. This is hard to do, especially when one is in pain. Pain makes us rigid, brittle, and single-minded. It closes us off. But human beings heal in many ways, and because healing is not always a given, we need to search for what works. Indeed, some treatments emerge out of years of study and have firm scientific grounding. Sometimes they result in healing, sometimes they don’t. Some treatments are completely irrational, make no logical sense, and have no scientific grounding. Sometimes they result in healing, sometimes they don’t. I want us to be open to as many opportunities for healing as we can find—from the most scientifically grounded to the most implausible, even ludicrous. I put more faith in the former, but I never rule out the latter, and I combine them wherever and whenever possible. Even though we know healing doesn’t always happen, I want us to cultivate an attitude that healing is always a possibility. 
     …Third, be willing to fight for healing. When necessary, be direct, be assertive, be aggressive. As Unitarian Universalists we talk about discerning who we are, what we’re passionate about, what our purpose is. We talk about being our truest, most authentic selves. On many occasions I’ve watched people struggling to heal, and everything they know about themselves just disappears. They listen to everyone but themselves, and there’s no fight in them. And on many occasions, I’ve witnessed just the opposite: People struggling to heal suddenly realize they’re not healing because the healthcare system isn’t responding to them, isn’t seeing them, isn’t caring for them. And when this dawns on them, and they become angry about it, suddenly they gain wonderful, powerful clarity about who they are, about the value and sacredness of their own life, and they find their voice. And they start fighting. It’s your body, it’s your health, and it’s your life: fight for what you need. And if you don’t feel strong enough to fight on your own, look for allies and advocates.
     Fourth, discern root causes. Sometimes healing doesn’t come. A cold lingers for weeks; a back-aches with no respite; sleep never seems to arrive or doesn’t last; a wound refuses to close; the wrong cells start dividing, start spreading—words and names don’t come as easily to mind as they used to; nerves go numb; physical strength wanes; emotions come more forcefully than they should, and don’t quite match the moment; memory fades; medications lose efficacy; relationships fray. We lose confidence. Why am I not getting better? Why am I not healing? Perhaps you’ve been focusing too much on the symptom, and not its root.
     …So often the reason our body’s natural healing tendencies don’t work is not because they are broken, but because they are blocked by stress, fear, grief, anxiety; or they are stunted by a larger culture whose guiding values and practices conflict constantly and relentlessly with the values and practices we hold most dear; or they are weakened because something essential is missing from our lives—healthy relationships, community, safety, peace, meaning, purpose. Sometimes all these things are happening at once and it’s difficult to know why healing isn’t occurring. Often, we know the what but not the why. 

     …Finally, when healing fails, seek wholeness. Healing may not always be possible, but wholeness is our birthright. In her meditation, “Mending,” Nancy Shaffer asks, “How shall we mend you, sweet Soul? / With these, I think, gently, / we can begin: we will mend you / with a rocking chair, some raisins; / a cat, a field of lavender beginning /now to bloom. We will mend you with songs / remembered entirely the first time ever they are heard. / We will mend you with pieces of your own sweet self, sweet Soul—with what you’ve taught / from the very beginning.” She’s not referring to physical healing. She’s referring to returning to a state of balance and harmony, an original state, a primordial state, a womb state. “With what you’ve taught /from the very beginning.” She’s referring to wholeness.
     Sometimes our best efforts at healing, and the best efforts of our physicians, simply aren’t enough. What I’ve come to trust is that even in such situations, even when the prognosis is grim, we can still attain wholeness. Sometimes, through the course of our attempts to heal, we realize that we’ve repaired long-broken relationships. We realized that we’ve forgiven those who’ve wronged us. And we’ve accepted forgiveness from those we’ve wronged. Sometimes, through the course of our attempts to heal, we suddenly realize that we’re deeply in touch with our passions, that we’re affirming and celebrating the things that matter most. Even when the body’s natural tendencies toward healing no longer work, we can still be the people of integrity and purpose we long to be. And with that realization comes an experience of completeness, of fulfillment, of enduring, abiding peace. It can happen at any age. That’s wholeness. When healing fails, may wholeness come.
11.4: How Shall We Be Healed? by Rev. Wayne Arnason (excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183464.shtml) (1,280 words)
     …How …shall we be healed? What does it mean for us as religious liberals to talk of healing in a religious context? What does it mean to talk of healing in a world where illness and disease are understood more clearly than ever before, but where adequate health care for most of the world’s people remains inaccessible? What does it mean to talk of healing when medical and spiritual models of wellness don’t speak much to each other? What does it mean to talk of healing when all too often the best we can do with all our knowledge and power and technology is not enough? How shall we be healed?

     I don’t think we can begin to talk about what it means to be healed until we have arrived at a common understanding about what it means to be sick. If we limit our understanding of illness to the physical realm, then we limit our understanding of healing to that realm as well. We all live our lives in four dimensions. The physical is but one of those dimensions. The other three are the emotional, the intellectual, and the spiritual. Although we think first about something being physically wrong when we become ill, it doesn’t take much reflection to realize that illness involves all four of these dimensions at the same time. …Illness not only affects the body, mind, and spirit of the one who is sick; it becomes a systemic disease that infects and disrupts a marriage, a family system, a community. Illness affects the wholeness of who we are, and this wholeness is a religious issue.

     …If we think about [illness and] healing in this broader sense, we then can understand that curing and healing may not be the same thing. When we cure an illness, we generally think of the cessation of physical symptoms or the correction of the physical malfunction that was causing them. But if healing involves the whole person, we can imagine the possibility that medical technology can help the physical problem but not cure the underlying dysfunctions in other dimensions of our lives that have brought the illness to the forefront in the first place.

     I would like to think that a person’s spiritual and emotional dimensions could be made so whole and healthy that they would dramatically pull the physical self toward wholeness as well. I heard a UU colleague, who was a friend of the great Doctor Albert Schweitzer, paraphrase an observation that Schweitzer had once made. He said, “The role of the doctor is to awaken the physician in each person, and no one knows really how we do that.” …The physician in each person is there to be awakened, and there is no single path, no single belief system that forms the correct way for that awakening to happen.

     I cannot use that word awakening without thinking of the book of that title, written by Dr. Oliver Sacks. …Awakenings is the story of a community of profoundly disabled people who have varying neurological deficits ranging from Parkinsonian tremors and tics to deep coma states, all results of the disease known as “sleeping sickness” that afflicted them in the early part of this century. Sacks tells the story of their miraculous responses to experimental treatments with dopamine drugs in 1969. The awakening they experienced was the temporary restoration of nearly normal functioning for most of the patients in the experiment. The patients’ personalities re-emerged intact from underneath the rock of symptoms under which they had been hidden for as much as forty years. In the annals of modern medicine, if anything comes close to duplicating the miracles that were ascribed to Jesus, it surely is these awakenings that happened in 1969. Tragically, the miracle was not permanent. Almost all the patients who took the drug suffered from a return to previous symptoms and detached states or the emergence of new and sometimes more severe Parkinsonian symptoms. Each patient reacted differently, according to his or her own unique life history, family support, and personality.

     In spite of this recurrence and relapse into Parkinson’s, Sacks reported that many of his patients reached a new level of accommodation with their illness, a state that he describes as “no longer very well or very ill,” as “relatively even water which is nevertheless much better than their (pre-treatment) state.” There is indeed a will to get well, to be well, which Sacks describes in his patients, and which is so familiar to anyone who develops friendships with people who have disabilities. Sacks observes: “One sees again and again, not merely in the contact of Parkinsonism, but in cancer, tuberculosis, neurosis—all diseases—remarkable, unexpected, and ‘inexplicable’ resolutions, at times when it seems that everything is lost. One must allow, with surprise, with delight—that such things can happen.. Why they should happen, and what indeed is happening, are questions which it is not yet in our power to answer; for health goes deeper than any disease.”
     “Health goes deeper than any disease.” I like that. I believe that. I think that the most difficult thing for people who are ill, especially for people who have serious or life-threatening illnesses, is that not only will their caregivers begin to see and define them in terms of their disease, but friends and family will start to do that as well. While it is true that illness affects the whole person, it does not need to dominate the whole person, and the emotional, intellectual and spiritual strength of people whose physical selves have been decimated by illness is undeniable.

     If we are to answer the question “How shall we be healed?” it is this strength of spirit, intellect, and feeling in our loved ones and in ourselves that we must recognize and to which we must appeal. If we truly believe that health goes deeper than any disease, we can reach deeper and become the agents of healing, even when we have given up hope for a cure. The journey into illness, the will to get well, and the search for healing are some of the most important spiritual journeys that we take in our lives. These are not voluntary journeys, ones we neither seek nor boast about, but for most of us they are an inevitable part of what it means to be human. In his meditations about the journeys taken by his patients, Oliver Sacks could be describing the larger meaning of healing in the face of illness for all of us. 

     He writes: “Many of (these patients) appear now to have come back full circle, and to be back where they were, in their [most disabled] position; but this, in actuality, is by no means the case. They are no longer the people they were. They have acquired a depth, a fullness, a richness, an awareness of themselves and of the nature of things, of a sort which is rare, and only to be achieved through experience and suffering. I have tried, insofar as it is possible for another person to enter into or share their experiences and feelings, and alongside with them, to be deepened by these; and if they are no longer the people they were, I am no longer the person I was. We are older and more battered, but calmer and deeper.
     “They have come to rest once again in the bosom of their causes. They have come to re-feel the grounds of their being, to re-root themselves in the ground of reality, to return to the first ground, the earth ground, the home-ground, from which, in their sickness, they had so long departed.”
     This is how we too shall be healed.

11.5: Can a walk in the woods heal us? by Rev. Kathleen Hepler (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,310 words)
     Can a walk in the woods heal us? Well of course if you ask Little Red Riding Hood or Hansel and Gretel if their walks in the woods healed them, the answer would probably be, “Not-so-much!”

   These old fairy tales reflect a fear of the woods, of the natural. They remind me that how we humans have viewed the earth through time has everything to do with how we have treated our planet. Biblical Scripture tells of God making the world in seven days and calling it “good”. Yet, the Bible also says that man will have “dominion over the earth”. This idea, the attitude that the earth was made for human use, for our comfort alone, for our sustenance, and our profit is still very much with us. Add this view to capitalism and unbridled corporate power and we are injuring the earth at a rate that is almost (but not quite yet) unredeemable.

   …We Unitarian Universalists take as our earth-view our seventh principle: “We affirm and promote the interdependent web of all existence.” Science presents this truth, as do many other nations and groups in our time. And this view, will save the planet if we as a species make decisions with this principle as their basis.

     Can a walk in the woods heal us? [A congregational member and I] …attended Camp Mowana in the summer as kids; a Lutheran Church Camp in Ohio. We both remember, even as small children, the exercise of going out into the woods alone to sit under a tree to pray or reflect. Our little souls were already learning that nature heals, that there is something important and eternal to be felt, experienced, and realized in nature. What a simple and accessible activity this is that we can do with our children, by ourselves, or with one another!

     Most of us will answer “yes” to the question “Can a Walk in the Woods Heal Us?” We have experienced its calming and healing magic.

     Science affirms that the healing nature of the natural is verifiable. Study after study reveals this. In Paoli, Pennsylvania gall bladder patients whose rooms faced trees recovered a day sooner and with less pain and complication than those whose rooms looked out onto a brick wall. Patients who gazed out onto a natural scene were four times better off than those who faced a brick wall.

     If this is so… imagine the healing effects of a walk in the woods! Indeed, studies have been done about this too. We are spending 50% less time outside than 20 years ago. And here is what we miss by so doing:

1. Nature clears our heads/ lower levels of brooding and worry

2. Unplugging from technology makes us more creative. People who took the “Remote Associates Test” (which measures creativity), before and after they spent four days in nature without technological devises, increased their creativity by 50%.

3. Attention and focus are proven to increase with a walk in the woods.

4. Burns 400-700 calories an hour.

5. Memory and recall improve with nature’s healing help.

6. The more time we spend in the woods, or anywhere in nature, the more we esteem ourselves.

     A walk in a city scape does not have the same effect. The difference in the two is how they draw our attention. Cityscapes draw our attention to specific things and tasks which activates a part of the brain that says “Look!”, “See over here!”, and “Now over there!” It is mentally tiring. Yet, being in a natural, non-human-made setting draws our attention to the larger picture in a way that rests the busy mind. “Forests, streams, rivers, lakes, and oceans demand very little of us, though they’re still engaging. We are able to think as much or as little as we like, and this replenishes our mental state.

     Can a walk in the woods heal us? The Japanese have a natural therapy called shin-rin yoko, or “forest bathing”. It requires that patients walk for extended periods of time in forested areas. Germany has a similar treatment. These are not just “cultural quirks”. People who bathe in the forest have lower blood pressure, lower pulse rates, and lower cortisol (or stress hormone) levels. Across the board those who walk in nature report less depression and more hope. 

     So, a walk in the woods does affect our physiology and our psychology for the good. And, this is healing. Add to this that, spiritually, being in nature expands our souls beyond our own drama and reminds us of the large and beautiful mystery of living.  It can seem like we return “home” …to the nest of the cosmos where we remember the largess of creation….God’s bounty.

     …There was a Passover Seder developed by Rabbi Arthur Waskow called Passover When Earth Really Matters. It takes the original Passover journey out of exile and applies it to the current issue of Climate Change. In it we all travel out of denial about climate change, and walk toward action to heal the planet. This progressive Haggadah is multi-cultural and interfaith including Scripture from faiths other than Judaism.

From Judaism this part of the Passover meal script, or Haggadah:

     “In every generation there is a Pharaoh who arises to enslave us and destroy us. In every generation we must all see ourselves: It is we who must go forth from slavery to freedom, not our forbearers only.” And from Christianity: the Gospel of Luke, Jesus says “I tell you, if they keep silent the very stones will cry out. “

     “In our own time, the stones are crying out. The frozen stones we call glaciers are groaning as they melt. The Mountains of West Virginia are moaning as they are destroyed in order to mine coal. The Coral Reefs are wailing as they blanch and die. And all these silenced voices call us to speak and to act. To speak against the Empires of Oil, Tar, Coal and Unnatural Gas. To stand up to the Pharaohs of Fracking. “

     …We are called to be the midwives, those who bring forth the sacred truth of our responsibility to the earth. We must decide to be those who speak up against all of the greed-based behavior that is ruinous to this planet and its inhabitants.

     Can a walk in the woods heal us? Yes. Without doubt. Science confirms this and we know it in our souls.

     Yet, earth does not exist to meet our needs alone. We cannot stop there…with our own healing only. If we do, we will be participating in that worldview that the earth is here to serve our purposes only; that attitude that pushes us into the slavery of consumption, the hubris of national righteousness, and a selfish disconnected living.

     The Earth is so very generous, and so very forgiving of our excess and plunder. But Earth is not inexhaustible. All humans are called to stay the course in changing our own lifestyles, lobbying, writing, picketing the Pharaohs of our time so that the Earth can heal.

     Let any walking in the words we do inspire us to stay focused on the earth we bequeath to those who will live long after us. Let us keep our spirits tuned to the Seventh Generation beyond this one, as some Native American Tribes have said. Let us love the Seventh Generation beyond now with our actions.  May those who we will never know be born into a world that has found its balance again; the Promised Land, the good land, and a large land; a land flowing with milk and honey for every creature.

     “Oh set all Earth from bondage fee, Let all my peoples go; And let all life be free to be. Let air and water flow. Go down Moses, way down in every land. Tell all Pharaohs; Let our creation go!”

11.6: Good Grief by Rev. Douglas Taylor (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,282 words)
     Rumi says to be as a ‘guest house’ and welcome each new arrival, even if it be a crowd of sorrows. Invite them in, Rumi says. Meet them at the door laughing, treat each guest honorably. They may be clearing you out for some new delight.

     Grief is not a welcome guest at most doors. Grief is the companion of love, to be sure, but grief is a hard companion. In her book Companion through the Darkness, Stephanie Ericsson says, “Grief is a tidal wave that overtakes you, smashes you up into its darkness, where you tumble and crash against unidentifiable surfaces, only to be thrown out on an unknown beach, bruised, reshaped.”

     Others say grief is like a vast and lonely plain where all the echoes are of only one sound. Some say grief rises suddenly, in unexpected moments; others say it is a constant ache, ever present. Or consider C.S. Lewis when he exclaimed, “No one ever told me that grief felt so like fear.” And Rumi suggests we treat each guest honorably, to welcome them, to invite them in. No simply task, that’s for sure.

     It is better by far to share it, to speak of it, though it is wrenching to do so. William Shakespeare noted: “Give sorrow words; the grief that does not speak whispers the o’er-fraught heart and bids it break.” The difficult path through grief is the only path that exists. “Even if they’re a crowd of sorrows, who violently sweep your house empty of its furniture,” invite it in.

     Grief does not always appear as tears, it affects people in different ways. Grief can make us cry uncontrollably and it can make us go numb. Grief can make us feel guilty or depressed or fearful or angry. Grief can cause emotional problems in our hearts and physical problems in our bodies. Grief can put us in a state of disbelief; it can make us withdraw; it can make us feel like we are going crazy. In other words, no matter what the textbook tells you, the stages of grief do not offer a direct route.

     Elizabeth Kubler-Ross’s model from her 1969 book suggests the passage is: denial, anger, bargaining, depression and acceptance. It is often forgotten that Kubler-Ross also said the list is not comprehensive and can happen in any order.

     …There are patterns, yes; but each person experiences grief in unique ways. Some griefs are harder than others. Smaller losses and griefs can serve as practice for the bigger ones. The grief that comes with the death of a loved one is not the same as the grief that comes with the loss of a job or of youthful friendship or of a role in the community. These smaller losses (if ‘smaller’ is the right term) are opportunities to meet grief and practice it for the bigger losses.

     Mary Cook writes,      

     “The day my fiancé fell to his death, it started to snow, just like any November day, just like the bottom hadn’t fallen out of my world when he freefell off the roof. His body, when I found it, was lightly covered with snow. It snowed almost every day for the next four months, while I sat on the couch and watched it pile up.

     “One morning, I shuffled downstairs and was startled to see a snowplow clearing my driveway and the bent back of a woman shoveling my walk. I dropped to my knees and crawled through the living room and back upstairs so those good Samaritans would not see me. I was mortified. My first thought was, How will I ever repay them? I didn’t have the strength to brush my hair let alone shovel someone’s walk.

     “Before Jon’s death, I took pride in the fact that I rarely asked for help or favors; I could always do it myself. My identity was defined by my competence and independence. Two hours after Jon died, I canceled every obligation in my life. The identity crisis that followed was devastating. Who was I if I was no longer capable and busy? How could I respect myself if all I did was sit on the couch every day and watch the snow fall?

     “Learning how to receive the love and support that came my way wasn’t easy. Friends cooked for me and I cried because I couldn’t even help them set the table. “I’m not usually this lazy,” I wailed. Finally, my friend Kathy sat down with me and said, “Mary, cooking for you is not a big deal. I love you and I want to do it. It makes me feel good to be able to do something for you.

     “Over and over, I heard similar sentiments from the people who were supporting me during those dark days. One very wise person told me, ‘You are not doing nothing. Being fully open to your grief may be the hardest work you will ever do. Watching your willingness to be vulnerable and to fully embrace your grief is a gift. The line between giving and receiving is constantly blurred.’

     “I began to think about how good it made me feel to help people, how the joy was always in the giving rather than the getting, and that maybe that was true for my friends and neighbors, as well. I also came to realize that I didn’t have to repay anyone in kind, but that I could pass on their love and compassion to others who needed it. Most importantly, I could accept their help in the spirit in which it was given—with grace and humility.”

     “Being fully open to your grief may be the hardest work you will ever do.” There is something in grief that makes a virtue of turning inward. We need to turn inward at such times. Though it is a little paradoxical, we also need to be touched by others at such times. We need both, but the timing and the rhythm of this turning inward and reaching out is not obvious. There is no rubric that holds always true for when to leave a friend alone and when to impose, when to grieve alone and when to let others in. So, …we are each left to figure out on our own how to navigate our grief and the grief of our friends. It is fraught with uncertainty.

     …It is very hard for us middle-class Americans to not do something. It even seems irresponsible to us to not do something, even when we don’t know exactly what to do.

     And herein lies the heart of what I would like to offer you all this morning, whether you look at it from the perspective of a person in grief or from the perspective of someone longing to comfort a person in grief. Letting your grief in opens you to gratitude. Letting other people in opens you back to life.

      I know this is …bringing us to not only consider our sadness but to also feel it this morning. But also there is gratitude, also there is joy, also there is love.

     Sorrow comes only where love abides. Out of sorrow shall come understanding and through sorrow you are joined with all that live. These are delights that turn grief into gratitude. This is the heart of the lesson offered by grief—that love still lasts.

     Rumi says to be as a ‘guest house’ and welcome each new arrival. Even if they’re a crowd of sorrows, who violently sweep your house empty of its furniture, invite them in, Rumi says. Meet them at the door laughing, treat each guest honorably. They may be clearing you out for some new delight.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Healing is a mystical, undefinable experience that is part of being human.”   Susanna Barlow 

“Healing may not be so much about getting better, as about letting go of everything that isn’t you—all of the expectations, all of the beliefs—and becoming who you are.”   Rachel Naomi Remen

When you don’t give people the chance to say, “I hurt,” they end up saying, “I hate.”  Don Wheat

“The wound is the place where the Light enters you.”   Rumi

“Only people who are capable of loving strongly can also suffer great sorrow, but this same necessity of loving serves to counteract their grief and heals them.”   Leo Tolstoy
“As my sufferings mounted, I soon realized that there were two ways in which I could respond to my situation—either to react with bitterness or seek to transform the suffering into a creative force. I decided to follow the latter course.”   Martin Luther King, Jr.
“And in the end, we were all just humans… drunk on the idea that love, only love, could heal our brokenness.”   Christopher Poindexter
“The practice of forgiveness is our most important contribution to the healing of the world.”   Marianne Williamson
“Everyone keeps telling me that time heals all wounds, but no one can tell me what I’m supposed to do right now. …I know all about time and wounds healing, but even if I had all the time in the world, I still don’t know what to do with all this hurt right now.”   Nina Guilbeau 

“Somewhere we know that without silence, words lose their meaning, that without listening, speaking no longer heals, that without distance closeness cannot cure.”   Henri J.M. Nouwen
“The human heart has a way of making itself large again even after it’s been broken into a million pieces.”   Robert James Waller 

“Did you want to see me broken? / Bowed head and lowered eyes? / Shoulders falling down like teardrops. / Weakened by my soulful cries. / You may shoot me with your words, / You may cut me with your eyes, / You may kill me with your hatefulness, / But still, like air, I’ll rise.”   Maya Angelou

“The wounds that never heal can only be mourned alone.”   James Frey 

“We don’t want to survive. We want to be healed.”   Joyce Meyer

“My heart was broken and my head was just barely inhabitable.”   Anne Lamott

“Our wounds are often the openings into the best and most beautiful part of us.”   David Richo
“Maybe we just live between hurting and healing.”   Benjamin Alire Sáenz 

“A kind gesture can reach a wound that only compassion can heal.”   Steve Maraboli 

“Don’t ever discount the wonder of your tears. They can be healing waters and a stream of joy. Sometimes they are the best words the heart can speak.”   William Paul Young 

“It’s not forgetting that heals. It’s remembering.”   Amy Greene

“The soul is healed by being with children.”   Fyodor Dostoyevsky
“Just like there’s always time for pain, there’s always time for healing.”   Jennifer Brown 

“We think that the point is to pass the test or overcome the problem, but the truth is that things don’t really get solved. They come together and they fall apart. Then they come together again and fall apart again. It’s just like that. The healing comes from letting there be room for all of this to happen: room for grief, for relief, for misery, for joy.”   Pema Chödrön
“Hearts are breakable. …And I think even when you heal, you’re never what you were before.”   Cassandra Clare 

“It takes skill to be real. Time to heal each other.”   Tupac Shakur

“The emotion that can break your heart is sometimes the very one that heals it..”   Nicholas Sparks
“The truth is, in order to heal we need to tell our stories and have them witnessed.. The story itself becomes a vessel that holds us up, that sustains, that allows us to order our jumbled experiences into meaning. …As I told my stories of fear, awakening, struggle, and transformation, and had them received, heard, and validated…, I found healing.”   Sue Monk Kidd
“Everybody needs beauty as well as bread, places to play in and pray in, where nature may heal and give strength to body and soul.”   John Muir

“I have found deep meaning in the Hebrew phrase Tikkun ha’ olam, [which means] ‘repair of the world,’ for surely the world, wonderful as it is, is broken.”   Richard Gilbert

“It is strange how often a heart must be broken before the years can make it wise.”   Sara Teasdale

“They say time heals all wounds, but that presumes the source of the grief is finite.”   Cassandra Clare

Appendix Reflections on Grief
A.1: Winter and Grief by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (649 words)
     Winter descends. The hours of daylight are diminished in length and intensity as autumn’s colorful departure leaves in its place a brooding greyness. The temperature’s plunge is also intensified by the wind as the warmth we create is whisked away. And the chill can, at times, go very deep. This is the season that we would sleep away. This is the season that causes us to withdraw into our homes and into ourselves. Winter unfolds in its own way, with its own demands, and we must take heed. The deep winter’s cold and darkness are the via negativa, the negative life. This is the season of absence.

     In winter, snow can transform the landscape into a piece of art. An engaging watercolor that relies on a field of white broken occasionally by tree or shadow to disclose a world and provide perspective. We can see further and less, for so much is hidden beneath the snow. Absence is an artistic means of using what is not there to reveal what is. Because there is less to see, we can see more. If we take time to meditate on the winter landscape, muted details catch our eye. We begin to pay attention to things that we have missed or ignored or denied. Absence is also a spiritual reality that encompasses loss, desolation and despair. This, too, is the via negativa, the void within.

     Martin Marty writes that “Winter is a season of the heart as much as it is a season in the weather.” He cautions that those possessed of a “summery spirituality” are prone to disregard this season of the heart. There is a tendency to minimize the anguish of grief, of sorrow and suffering, of doubt or fear. But this spirituality, while seemingly invincible, does not fit the mood or temperament of our inner winter weather. In such a season of discontent we must rely on a wintry spirituality. The painter Andrew Wyeth, in speaking of winter, said, “Something waits beneath it--the whole story doesn’t show.” A wintry spirituality demands faith, faith that there is more than meets the eye or touches the heart; more love, more hope, and more life. It also requires patience, for the changes that this kind of spirituality fosters happen slowly. We must learn not to hurry winter, but to wait on it.

     Ruth Fleck’s poem captures the stilled rhythm of waiting. “Waiting is\ time suspended\ The clock’s hands\ are stilled\ Sounds have lost\ all meaning\ Heartbeats count\ but hours do not\ It almost feels\ like falling snow.” It takes great discipline to wait. It would be much easier to do something, anything or everything to ease the dis-ease, to alleviate the experience of loss, desolation or despair, to fill the void created by absence, to fill, as it were, the hole in the soul. Instead we must do the work of waiting because healing and wholeness are not subject to any timeline that we might impose. 

     As we attend to waiting we eventually begin to recognize subtle changes that otherwise might have escaped our notice. Often the outer changes appear first. First light comes earlier and the winds blow less cold. But the more important changes are those within. The sense of absence is diminished and we somehow feel more connected with the life around us. Slowly, but surely, we seem more awake and alive than we have been in a long time. Edna O’Brien suggests that, “In a way winter is the real spring, the time when the inner thing happens..” As the seasons turn within our heart, winter’s final gift is spring. When our days are darkest, may we trust this wintery spirituality, despite the cold and snow, to nurture us like a fallow field, preparing us for more love, more hope and more life. And when the preparation is complete, let us praise winter and welcome the spring.
Source: Touchstones
A.2: The Stages of Grief by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (653 words)
     Most people think that grief is just grief, just one thing only. Most people think that we can end our grieving at any time we choose by an act of willpower, by deciding that we have grieved long enough and that we must now “get-on-with-our-life.” Most people think that the time required to grieve a significant death ranges between two days and six weeks. (This, at least, is what was reported in a USA Today poll some time ago.) Many people know very little about grief and what they do know is wrong.
     The truth of grief is that it is many things. It is not one thing only, but an ongoing process of healing that proceeds by stages. Each stage of grief demands certain things of us to complete that stage. The stages of grief are known by different names. One way of naming them is shock, protest, disorganization and reorganization. 

     Shock numbs us to the reality of what has happened so that we are not completely overwhelmed by the intensity of our pain. As the shock subsides it gives way to protest. Our protest against the death can take many forms. We can deny that it has happened, believing that our loved one is away and will return home. Often denial is hard to maintain and our protest takes the form of anger. We are angry at doctors, at family members, at friends. We are angry at the one who has died for leaving us. We are angry at God for “letting” this happen. Anger overcomes the shock and numbness. It can make us feel alive and energized and it can take our mind off of our pain. When we direct our anger at ourselves it may take the form of guilt. We begin to think of all the things we should/shouldn’t have said or done. Such guilt grows out of the recognition that the relationship we had with our loved one was not perfect. When we are able to set aside this expectation of perfection our guilt can grow into regret. This difference is critical. Guilt involves blaming ourselves while regret acknowledges that we are human and that we make mistakes.

     Anger is understandable as we protest the death, but it is wise to remember that anger is a secondary emotion. This means that there are additional emotions below the anger that are hidden by it. These may include fear, sorrow, or distrust. Expressing our anger and moving beyond it enables us to get in touch with these other feelings. The temptation to stay with our anger exists so we won’t have to deal with these other feelings. Eventually, we need to let go of our anger to embrace the other feelings that are part of our grief.  

     The phase of protest eventually gives way to disorganization which may be the most difficult part of our grief. The full impact of our loved one’s death hits us as we experience the breakdown of old ways of being upon which we had depended. Loneliness can become over-whelming as we feel abandoned. Out of this valley of despair we slowly begin to rebuild our life. This is the period of reorganization.

     How long does this all of this take? Perhaps one or two years, perhaps longer. In truth it takes as long as it takes.  

     The tasks of grief include accepting the reality of the death, suffering the pain of the loss, transforming the physical relationship into a spiritual relationship (or a relationship of memory) and adjusting to life without the one who has died. All of this, all of this is necessary to get on with life. Ironically, to stop grieving before we have been healed is to make a decision not to get on with our life. It is to choose to stay wounded. May we allow our grief to heal us. May we follow our grief back to life. 

Source: Touchstones
A.3: Tears by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (489 words)
     The Rev. Forrest Church wrote, “I read recently about a clown who does charity work in children’s hospitals. It is difficult work, heart wrenching work. My guess is that he does this, because it helps to ground him in a deeper understanding of that sadness intrinsic to the human condition which makes him want to help people laugh. He always brings popcorn with him. When children cry, he takes the popcorn, dabs it in their tears, and they eat it together. The tears become a food like communion, a divine sacrament.”

     How compelling to regard tears, especially the tears that flow out of our sorrow, out of our grief, as a sacrament, as one of the holiest of human expressions and experiences. This is in stark contrast to suggestions that tears are an indication of weakness or of being emotionally “out of control.” The admonition to stop crying is much more than just that. It is asking another person to stop grieving, to stop feeling. And is this not desolation itself, another kind of death? 

     Tears are more powerful than we realize. They overcome the dam by which we would contain our emotions. They uncork the stopper by which we would keep our feelings bottled up. If there is a problem, it may be that we do not cry too much, but too little. Oftentimes tears are the primary way in which our grief is felt, expressed and healed. As each tear contains our sorrow, so each tear is more eloquent than any spoken word. And yet others have such difficulty listening to our tears. How sad, given the fact that tears are the poetry of our grief, the music of our sorrow.    

     Tears can also be more subtle than we realize. It would be a mistake to assume that all crying is external, that all tears that are shed can be seen. Sometimes our tears fall like rain and are as cleansing. At other times, as our eyes begin to well up with tears, we blink them back before others notice. Or it may be our heart is weeping uncontrollably without any outward sign. Still the tears of our being are falling inside, like the petals of the rose.

     The Bible says, “Let tears run down like a river day and night..” This is good advice for it is the river of our grief that eventually returns us to life.

     Perhaps the problem with tears is that they seemingly put the person who is weeping beyond our reach, beyond our care and consolation. But this is part of the reality of deep sorrow, of being cut-off for a time, even from ourselves. As Antoine de Saint-Exupery wrote, “It is such a secret place, the land of the tears.”

     May we come to know tears for what they truly are, a precious part of ourselves that gives voice to our deepest feelings when neither words nor silence will do.

Source: Touchstones
A.4: Speaking Well, Speaking Truth by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (667 words)
     Alan Wolfelt writes, “The body of the person is no longer alive, but the memories will live on forever. That part of your whole being that loves him or her is embraced when you allow yourself the privilege of remembering.” The body is gone to dust, but the body of memory is alive, memory that is embodied in us. It is important to spend time with those memories, just as we spent time with our lived one in the life we shared together. Time spent in remembrance recreates the presence of our loved within. 

     Alan Wolfelt speaks of grieving as a process of reconciliation. We do not “get over” the death of our loved one, rather we are reconciled to it. The pain of the loss does not ever disappear, but it softens. So we remember and slowly heal.

     In some religious traditions, the eulogy is a important part of a funeral or a memorial service. It is a word from the Greek that means “good words” or “praise.” It is created largely from the memories of family members and very close friends who met with the minister, priest or rabbi to plan the service. Other traditions who use a funeral sermon or homily instead of a eulogy tend to focus more on the life of faith than the life of the person who has died. Ultimately both “lives” are important in terms of our grief work. 

     If a eulogy was not part of the funeral or memorial service for your loved one, perhaps you might want to create one. (Even if it was included, did it say what you needed it to say about your loved one?) You can write the eulogy if you want to, but that is not necessary. The process of remembering can be enough, since a eulogy is a collage of memories that attempts to capture the essence of a person. The eulogy, in part, is the body of memory that symbolizes who our loved one was to us.

     In Judaism the word for eulogy is hesped. Its meaning is different from that of the Greek word. While one wants to speak well of the person who has died, one also wants to speak the truth about this person. The way to blend these two understandings of this word is to speak the truth in love. So, in our private eulogy, let us speak of all the good traits that our loved one had. Let us also acknowledge the truth of his or her limitations and flaws. It is this combination that not only makes them human, but that also makes them undeniably who they were as an individual. The task of grieving is to grieve the loss of the whole person, warts and all. This is not a sign of disrespect. It is a sign of a willingness to approach the process of grieving with honesty and integrity. It is a way of acknowledging that neither relationships nor people are perfect. So we remember the good times and the bad times, the joys and the sorrows, the pleasure and the pain, the admirable traits and the shortcomings, the laughter and the tears. 

     In truth, you are no longer writing a eulogy, you are piecing a quilt of memory together. Some of the pieces of cloth are old and tattered, some colors are bright and joyous, some are dark and somber. Each piece of cloth has a unique shape, each piece of cloth is part of a pattern. You are trying to fit the pieces together, to discover the pattern, to understand the meaning of life, the life of your loved one, and the meaning of death. The meanings are there in the pieces of cloth. Keep picking up the pieces, keep playing with the memories, all of them, until the quilt begins to take its own shape. This quilting, this eulogizing, this grieving, this healing, is all the same. You are creating a body of memory through the privilege of remembering.

Source: Touchstones
A.5: Good Guilt by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (479 words)
     One of the more common and more unpleasant emotions experienced during grief is guilt. Berating ourselves for all the things that we didn’t do is so easy. “If only I had done this, my loved one wouldn’t have died.” “If only I had done that, our life together would have been better.” It doesn’t take much effort to become overwhelmed with guilt. We may feel this way because of some negative feelings we had toward our loved one. Since we are counseled not to speak ill of the dead, it is natural that these negative or ambivalent feelings can become a source of guilt. We may even feel guilty because our loved died and we are still alive. 

     What is important in all of this is not what we feel, but how we respond to these feelings. Most of the time we do not handle guilt well. This all-too-human feeling is not an enemy, although it can feel like one. It is, as one writer has noted, “the guardian of our goodness.” Guilt becomes bearable when we realize that its fundamental purpose is to reconnect us with our own inherent worth and dignity. It becomes constructive when it motivates us to seek right relationships with ourselves, with others and with life itself. Finally, guilt becomes an ally when we give up our pretensions to perfection and accept that to be a human being is to be imperfect. Although guilt is an invitation to grow, we can use it as a substitute for growth. We do this when we stay stuck in our guilt, punishing ourselves for our failings. The better response is to take some action that will help us grow beyond guilt.

     We can deal with our guilt by facing it directly, by asking questions of it. Sometimes we can do this in the presence of someone we trust. Sometimes honest, quiet reflection is all that we need. We may realize that our guilt grew out of unrealistic expectations that we had of ourself. As we let go of those expectations, we can let go of the guilt. If we did fall short of important expectations, we can seek forgiveness, even from our loved one who has died. Ironically, the forgiveness that is often the hardest to seek and accept is our own self-forgiveness. 

     The point of guilt is not to feel guilty. Guilt exists to get our attention when we have not acted as we desire. It invites us to restore to wholeness what has been broken. When we begin to see our guilt in this way, it begins to change into other things: regret, understanding, wisdom, and even, love. As Joan Borysenko wrote, “Guilt is the teacher, love is the lesson.” To this I would add, “Guilt is not the destination, it is the awareness that a journey toward healing and wholeness and love is necessary.”

Source: Touchstones
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