[image: image1.png]Sy,

-

Uy

w0,
TR\

\ad
4



henri

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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources

Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn Owen-Towle (112 words)
1.2: Out of Our Yearning by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (194 words)
1.3: Determined Seed by Laura Wallace (51 words)
1.4: Invocation in Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)
1.5: Invocation for Difficult Times by Elena Westbrook (172 words)
1.6: Welcome for a Difficult Morning by Rev. Erika Hewitt (170 words)
1.7: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (107 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 The chalice of communion wine by Rev. Maryell Cleary (93 words)
2.2: We Prepare for the Future by Rev. Robin Gray (67 words)
2.3: Warmth, Joy, Togetherness by Ben Soule (34 words)
2.4: Let there be light! by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (43 words)
2.5: Still There is Light by Nadine McSpadden (78 words)
2.6: A Spark of Hope by Melanie Davis (37 words)
2.7: Candle Lighting by Rev. Susan Veronica Rak (275 words)
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love

3.2: SLT #81 The Wordless Mountains Bravely Still

3.3: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.4: SLT #95 There is more love somewhere

3.5: SLT #97 Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child
3.6: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power

3.7: SLT #127 Can I See Another’s Woe?
3.8: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life3.9: SLT #292 If I Can Stop One Heart from Breaking
3.10: SLT #315 This Old World is Full of Sorrow

3.11: SLT #340 Though Gathered Here to Celebrate
3.12: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me

3.13: SLT #348 Guide My Feet

3.14: SLT #391 Voice Still and Small
      Singing the Journey 

3.15: SJT #1002 Comfort Me
3.16: SJT #1009 Meditation on Breaths 

3.17: SJT #1012 When I Am Frightened
3.18: SJT #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.19: SJT #1021 Lean on Me
3.20: SJT #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness

3.21: SJT #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead
3.22: SJT #1053 How Could Anyone
3.23: SJT #1060 As We Sing of Hope and Joy
     Choral Music 

3.24: Rain Come Down by Shawn L. Kirchner
3.25: The Dark Around Us, Come by Giselle Wyers

3.26: Always Something Sings by Brandon G. Hurley

3.27: Hold Fast to Dreams by Susan LaBarr

     Popular Music

Desolation/Sorrow

3.28: Sorrow by Sleeping at Last (5:10)

3.29: Fix You by (1) Coldplay (4:53) & (2) Fearless Soul (5:11)

3.30: Hello in There by (1) John Prine (5:58) & (2) Bette Midler (4:17)

3.31: I See Fire by Ed Sheeran, closing song for The Hobbit: The Desolation of Smaug (5:39)

3.32: Dust in the Wind by Kansas (3:26)

3.33: In the Year 2525 by Zager And Evans (1969) original (3:38) & cover (5:47)

3.34: Say Something by A Great Big World and Christina Aguilera (3:51)

3.35: It's A Heartache by Bonnie Tyler (3:27)

3.36: Creep by Scala & Kolacny Brothers (5:17)

3.37: Everybody Hurts by R.E.M. (5:44)

3.38: Boulevard of Broken Dreams by Green Day (4:47)

3.39: Streets of Philadelphia by Bruce Springsteen (2:57)

3.40: Man of Constant Sorrow by Home Free (3:41)

3.41: Eleanor Rigby by The Beatles (2:11)

3.42: Desolation by Adam Hurst with Cello and Organ (3:16)

3.43: Beyond Desolation by Gustavo Santaolalla (2:24)

3.44: Desolation by Puissance (5: 53)

3.45: Desolation by Midnattsol (4:22)

3.46: Child of Desolation by Virgin Steele (4:48)

Consolation/Caring

3.47: Praying by Kesha (4:59)

3.48: Hurts 2B Human by P!nk & Khalid (3:34)

3.49: Safe & Sound by Taylor Swift (4:01)

3.50: Stand by Me by (1) Ben E. King (3:00) & (2) Playing for Change (5:27)

3.51: Stand by You by Rachel Platten (3:45)

3.52: You've Got a Friend by Carole King (6:27)

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

3.54: Bridge over Troubled Water by Simon & Garfunkel (4:40)

3.55: There Is Hope (4:39) for Mental Health

3.56: No Matter What by Calum Scott (3:35)

3.57: Same Love by Macklemore & Ryan Lewis featuring Mary Lambert (7:03)

3.58: Monsters by James Blunt (4:35)

3.59: You Raise Me Up by (1) Josh Groban (4:49) and (2) Martin Hurkens (4:35)

3.60: Take Me Home by Jess Glynn (4:50)

3.61: Scars to Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10)

3.62: Fly by Maddie & Tae (3:42)

3.63: My Ally by Victoria Williams and David Pirner (3:33)

3.64: Rise Up - Andra Day // Cover by Mother and Son (Jordan Rabjohn Cover) (3:55)

3.65: People Help the People by Birdy (4:17)

3.66: In the Arms of the Angel by Sarah Mclachlan (4:30)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Bamboo Amazing, inspired by a tale of desolation & consolation (631 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (224 words)
5.2: Food for the Spirit by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (109 words)
5.3: Gentleness in Living by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (162 words)
5.4: Salvation by Rev. Lynn Ungar (94 words)
5.5: To Light the Darkness and Begin Again by D. Scott Cooper (222 words)
5.6: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
5.7: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)
5.8: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
5.9: Gird Thyself by Jessica York (165 words)
5.10: The Holy Work of Showing Up by Rev. Ashley Horan (274 words)
5.11: Meditation on Letting Go by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (240 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: For Beginning by Judith Quarles (129 words)
6.2: O Thou whose power we see in the stars by Rev. Charles Howe (189 words)
6.3: Penitent’s Prayer by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (243 words)
6.4: Prayer by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)
6.5: Prayer for Compassion by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (237 words)
6.6: Spirit of life and love by Amarette Callaway (79 words)
6.7: Let Care Be Our Prayer, O God by Rev. Richard Fewkes (296 words)
6.8: To Be Guarded by You by Rev. Susan Maginn (211 words)
6.9: Prayer for Hopelessness by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (177 words)
6.10: Prayer for a Time of Sorrow by Rev. Susan Veronica Rak (89 words)
6.11: Help us make this church a refuge from the world by Rev. Richard Trudeau (316 words)
6.12: A Prayer for Desert Times by Rev. Margaret Keip (184 words)
6.13: Help us to hold the mystery by Rev. Celie Katovitch (138 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 Indians

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

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

7.6: For Nothing Is Fixed by James Baldwin (94 words)
7.7: Together in a Sacred Space by Lorelai Greenwood-Jones (195 words)
7.8: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
8.0: Readings
8.1: Poetry as Sacrament: Disentangling from the Darkness by Parker Palmer (284 words)
8.2: Contact by Rev. Gordon B McKeeman (120 words)
8.3: From the Shore by Ric Masten (104 words)
8.4: The February Shore by Parker J. Palmer (125 words)
8.5: Let the Artists Win by Rev. Bob Janis-Dillon (287 words)
8.6: The Sweet Tension of Remembering and Letting Go by Christine Cleary (246 words)
8.7: A Sorrow Shared by Henri J. M. Nouwen (234 words)
8.8: When I Am Asked by Lisel Mueller (112 words)
8.9: Standing at the Edge of Time by Isabelle Guzman (114 words)
8.10: The Legacy of Caring by Rev. Dr. Thandeka (134 words)
8.11: I Want to Be with People by Rev. Dana Worsnop (357 words)
8:12: Comfort Ye My People by Barbara Rohde (429 words)
8.13: Who Cares? by Jeffrey A. Lockwood (297 words)
8.14: Needing Help as Gift by Marilyn Chandler McEntyre (121 words)
8.15: Scarred by Struggle, Transformed by Hope by Joan Chittister (273 words)
8.16: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (103 words)
8.17: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
8.18: Inexplicable by Rev. Karen Johnston (117 words)
8.19: Remembering Well by Rev. Paul Sawyer (491 words)
8.20: Seeing the Spiritual in the Everyday by Margaret Silf (138 words)
8.21: The world we know is passing by Rev. A. Powell Davies (129 words)
8.22: Quaker Funeral by W.H. Matchett (adapted) (76 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: Words for Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (69 words)
10.2: As you prepare to leave this sacred space by Rev. Andrew Pakula (65 words)
10.3: Be a Branch of the Tree of Life by Rev. Norman Naylor (69 words)
10.4: Much of ministry is a benediction by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (58 words)
10.5: Our connection by Rev. Kathy Huff (51 words)
10.6: As we depart one from another by Rev. James A Hobart (96 words)
11.0: Sermons

11.1: What to Do When Nothing Can Be Done by Rev. Barbara Pescan (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,447 words)
11.2: Caring by Rev. Dr. John Buehrens (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183787.shtml) (1,239 words)
11.3: Choosing a Path by Rev. Molly Housh Gordon (Excerpt, full text at https://uucomo.org/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/2012-09-23_choosing_a_path.pdf) (1,424 words)
11.4: Holding Fast by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183479.shtml) (1,449 words)
11.5: Getting Through the Night by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/getting-through-night) (1,314 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn Owen-Towle (112 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.

     Know that you are not alone. There is strength and caring support for you here. You will find comfort if you but ask. Look around. You are a part of potential community. You can make it what you will.

    Enter into this house of worship.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5194.shtml 
1.2: Out of Our Yearning by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (194 words)
We speak to the god, the goddess, the spirit of life, the eternal.
We speak to the mysterious thread that connects us one to the other and to the universe.
We speak to the deep wisdom at the center of our beings.
We embody the yearning of all people
to touch each other more deeply,
to hear each other more keenly,
to see each other’s joys and sorrows as our own
and know that we are not alone,
unless we create solitude for ourselves;
and even then, community awaits us.
Out of our yearning we have come
to this religious community.
May we help each other to proclaim the possibilities we see,
to create the community we desire,
to worship what is worthy in our lives,
to teach the truth as we know it,
and to serve with justice in all the ways that we can,
to the end that our yearning is assuaged
and our lives fulfilled in one another.
Let us go, now, into the silence of the faith that is
unique to each of us, and still the same.
Let us be silent together for a moment.

[Pause.]
May peace be yours.

Source: now longer online
1.3: Determined Seed by Laura Wallace (51 words)
As frozen earth holds the determined seed,
this sacred space holds our weariness, our worry,
our laughter and our celebration.
Let us bring seed and soul into the light of thought,
the warmth of community,
and the hope of love.
Let us see together, hear together, love together.
Let us worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/determined-seed
1.4: Invocation in Hard Times 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: no longer online
1.5: Invocation for Difficult Times by Elena Westbrook (172 words)
     When all around us voices are raised in anger,
hatred spilling into the streets and sparking more hatred,
sometimes the best we can do
is to sink our hands into the soil.

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/invocation-difficult-times
1.6: Welcome for a Difficult Morning by Rev. Erika Hewitt (170 words)
     Whether you’re here because worshiping with us is part of your routine or whether you feel like our country has been stopped in its tracks and it’s impossible to return to normalcy, on this morning we gather to proclaim that we belong to one another, and that others belong to us.

Broken hearts are welcome here.
Anxious spirits are welcome here.
Minds whirring faster than a racing engine, uncertain what to think?
Stubborn egos that sometimes trip us up, cementing us to opinions?
Fragile, shell-shocked souls?
Say it with me:  they are welcome here—yours, mine, and everyone else’s — not because this community will fix it through easy solutions or the “right” way forward.

     As a liberal religious congregation, we have something far more fragile, and far more powerful than that: our need to be together, our need to reconnect to the life-giving source that moves within and among us, and our need to make one another a little bit braver and wiser before returning to the service of life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/invocation-difficult-times 
1.7: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (107 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 mutilated world, in all its blessing and its pain.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/praise-world-all-its-pain-and-blessing 
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 The chalice of communion wine by Rev. Maryell Cleary (93 words)
     Long ago the chalice of communion wine was set apart for the priests alone.

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

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-communion-wine 
2.2: We Prepare for the Future by Rev. Robin Gray (67 words)
     By the light of this chalice we prepare for the future.

     We prepare ourselves for the times of triumph and times of trial that might come.

     We prepare ourselves to be present to one another with loving hearts even in the most difficult of times.

     We prepare ourselves to make the connections that will lift us out of isolation and prepare the path of justice and equality.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-prepare-future 
2.3: Warmth, Joy, Togetherness by Ben Soule (34 words)
Out of the darkness, light.
Out of the light, warmth.
Out of the warmth, joy.
Out of the joy, togetherness.
May this flame hold us for the time we are here with one another.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/warmth-joy-togetherness 
2.4: Let there be light! by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (43 words)
“Let there be light!”
Let it shine in dark places,
in moments of pain,
in times of grief,
in the darkness of hatred,
violence,
oppression,
where there is discouragement and despair.

Wherever darkness is to be put to flight,
“Let there be light!”

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/let-there-be-light 
2.5: Still There is Light by Nadine McSpadden (78 words)
During our darkest moments, still, there is light.
When facing our biggest challenges, still, there is light.
When all we can do is put one foot in front of the other, still, there is light.
When we can’t see the way out, still, there is light.
When all we can do to help is hold someone’s hand as they cry, still, there is light.
We are the light. For ourselves and for one another.
Always, there is light.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/still-there-hope 
2.6: A Spark of Hope by Melanie Davis (37 words)
If ever there were a time for a candle in the darkness,
this would be it.
Using a spark of hope,
kindle the flame of love,
ignite the light of peace,
and feed the flame of justice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/spark-hope 
2.7: Candle Lighting by Rev. Susan Veronica Rak (275 words)
     We light this first candle to invoke the spirit of compassion. We extend our sympathies to all those who grieve the loss of loved ones. The nation and the world are so full of sorrow. We honor and embrace the pain caused to all of us by thousands of injuries and deaths. We invoke the spirit of compassion. [pause for lighting]

     We light this second candle to invoke the spirit of wisdom and discernment. We send our wishes to those who serve the nation in the halls of government. We call on you to keep faith with our country’s values of freedom, fairness, and justice. We invoke the spirit of wisdom and discernment. [pause]

     We light this third candle to invoke the spirit of gratitude and courage. We send our thanks to the firefighters, the rescue and search workers, the police officers, those who tend the wounds of the injured, those who care for the dying. We stand in awe of your strength and we live in gratitude of your testament to human caring. We invoke the spirit of gratitude and courage. [pause]

    We light this fourth candle to invoke the spirit of reason and love. We remind ourselves of the danger of rushing to judgment and the sins of scapegoating, prejudice, and racism. We remind ourselves to be gentle with one another in the days and months to come. Let us be open to the pain in our hearts, and in others’ hearts. Let us call forth the healing which comes from listening and from the touch of human hands. Let us call forth the best which lives in the human soul. We invoke the spirit of reason and love.

Source: no longer on line
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love

3.2: SLT #81 The Wordless Mountains Bravely Still

3.3: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.4: SLT #95 There is more love somewhere

3.5: SLT #97 Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child
3.6: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power

3.7: SLT #127 Can I See Another’s Woe?
3.8: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life

3.9: SLT #292 If I Can Stop One Heart from Breaking
3.10: SLT #315 This Old World is Full of Sorrow

3.11: SLT #340 Though Gathered Here to Celebrate
3.12: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me

3.13: SLT #348 Guide My Feet

3.14: SLT #391 Voice Still and Small
      Singing the Journey 

3.15: SJT #1002 Comfort Me
3.16: SJT #1009 Meditation on Breaths 

3.17: SJT #1012 When I Am Frightened
3.18: SJT #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.19: SJT #1021 Lean on Me
3.20: SJT #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness

3.21: SJT #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead
3.22: SJT #1053 How Could Anyone
3.23: SJT #1060 As We Sing of Hope and Joy
     Choral Music 

3.24: Rain Come Down by Shawn L. Kirchner
(voicing: SATB) (level: easy) (length: 3:30) (piano)
“This song tenderly and poignantly addresses the need for healing after a loss. The folk style will appeal to all.”
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=503 

Text:

Come, rain, come down, come, rain, come down,
Heaven’s tears of mercy, come a-runnin’ down.
Say no words, it is too soon, say no words out loud.
But wrap your quiet arms around, hide us in your cloud.
Come wash away this grief and pain,
and let all hearts be clean.
And bring the fairest flow’rs
to meet the sorrows we have seen.
A little lower than the angels we were born to be,
Yet which of all the creatures knows this misery?
Come, rain, come down, come, rain, come down,
Heaven’s tears of mercy, come a-runnin’ down.:

3.25: The Dark Around Us, Come by Giselle Wyers

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 6:45) (piano)
“A setting of Wendell Berry’s evocative poem ‘The Dark Around Us Come.’ In this poem, Berry describes an imaginary tribunal of all the elements and creatures of the earth, including humans: “light, leaf, foot, hand, and wing”. These living creatures meet in darkness- a darkness of spirit, or the literal darkness of a shadowed forest, to attempt reconciliation. Wendell Berry seems to suggest that humankind must come to “know” all of the earth and join in harmony with the planet as “One household high and low” so that "all the earth shall sing.” This piece embodies the sorrow of our failings to reconcile with the earth, but ends with a poignant hope and optimism, as is reflected in Berry’s simple yet radiant text. The composer hopes by singing this work, we will find a way towards ‘rejoicing mind and eye, rejoining known and knower.’”
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1528 
3.26: Always Something Sings by Brandon G. Hurley

(voicing: SATB) (level: difficult) (length: 3:28) (a capella)
“This piece was composed with the idea of music living not only in the joyous moments of life, but in some of the darkest. I left the piece fairly empty when it comes to dynamic markings because I believe the conductor can interpret this piece as he or she sees fit. The key component of the piece is keeping the flow, the movement that keeps the piece driving forward.”
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1352 
3.27: Hold Fast to Dreams by Susan LaBarr

(voicing: SATB) (level: easy) (length: 4:35) (piano)
The message of the famous Langston Hughes poem affirms that dreams are a source of consolation. Without them, life is desolation.
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1136 
     Popular Music

Desolation/Sorrow

3.28: Sorrow by Sleeping at Last (5:10)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2ERJpT76rGw
3.29: Fix You by (1) Coldplay (4:53) & (2) Fearless Soul (5:11)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k4V3Mo61fJM 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SsBNDryJYSs
3.30: Hello in There by (1) John Prine (5:58) & (2) Bette Midler (4:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OVhA01J0Zsg
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oq51a-wyPnw
3.31: I See Fire by Ed Sheeran, closing song for The Hobbit: The Desolation of Smaug (5:39)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uf8Fwiy0Bkc 

3.32: Dust in the Wind by Kansas (3:26)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9fNrJMkTWEE
3.33: In the Year 2525 by Zager And Evans (1969) original (3:38) & cover (5:47)

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

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vdSqLfuRN18
3.34: Say Something by A Great Big World and Christina Aguilera (3:51)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-2U0Ivkn2Ds 

3.35: It's A Heartache by Bonnie Tyler (3:27)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5bQ0GW3acE4
3.36: Creep by Scala & Kolacny Brothers (5:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Yt6-gBGCJ-4 

3.37: Everybody Hurts by R.E.M. (5:44)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5rOiW_xY-kc
3.38: Boulevard of Broken Dreams by Green Day (4:47)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Soa3gO7tL-c
3.39: Streets of Philadelphia by Bruce Springsteen (2:57)

Video Link https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4z2DtNW79sQ
3.40: Man of Constant Sorrow by Home Free (3:41)

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

3.41: Eleanor Rigby by The Beatles (2:11)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HuS5NuXRb5Y 

3.42: Desolation by Adam Hurst with Cello and Organ (3:16)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zNm6YvTdFRg
3.43: Beyond Desolation by Gustavo Santaolalla (2:24)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OB09mmZvlsw 

3.44: Desolation by Puissance (5: 53)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=weE8B_1TJN4 

Lyrics: https://genius.com/Puissance-dreams-of-desolation-lyrics
3.45: Desolation by Midnattsol (4:22)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oVBNcunj5IA 

3.46: Child of Desolation by Virgin Steele (4:48)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y1qsbB1tFGU 

Consolation/Caring

3.47: Praying by Kesha (4:59)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v-Dur3uXXCQ 

3.48: Hurts 2B Human by P!nk & Khalid (3:34)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z25aDKQ7Ojw 

3.49: Safe & Sound by Taylor Swift (4:01)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RzhAS_GnJIc
3.50: Stand by Me by (1) Ben E. King (3:00) & (2) Playing for Change (5:27)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dTd2ylacYNU 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Us-TVg40ExM 

3.51: Stand by You by Rachel Platten (3:45)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bwB9EMpW8eY 

3.52: You've Got a Friend by Carole King (6:27)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VbMI4imWFzY 

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

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

3.54: Bridge over Troubled Water by Simon & Garfunkel (4:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WrcwRt6J32o 

3.55: There Is Hope (4:39) for Mental Health

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b8C0aBdu4cg 

3.56: No Matter What by Calum Scott (3:35)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kBIhqNT5gsE 

3.57: Same Love by Macklemore & Ryan Lewis featuring Mary Lambert (7:03)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hlVBg7_08n0  

3.58: Monsters by James Blunt (4:35)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DTFbGcnl0po 

3.59: You Raise Me Up by (1) Josh Groban (4:49) and (2) Martin Hurkens (4:35)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aJxrX42WcjQ 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4RojlDwD07I 

3.60: Take Me Home by Jess Glynn (4:50)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9ERC6wTRra8 

3.61: Scars to Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10)

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

3.62: Fly by Maddie & Tae (3:42)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KfDr_7LN-Ew 

3.63: My Ally by Victoria Williams and David Pirner (3:33)

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

3.64: Rise Up - Andra Day // Cover by Mother and Son (Jordan Rabjohn Cover) (3:55)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3AnzWa4AJ1w 

3.65: People Help the People by Birdy (4:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OmLNs6zQIHo 

3.66: In the Arms of the Angel by Sarah Mclachlan (4:30)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SnL1e4-NfaA 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Bamboo Amazing, inspired by a tale of desolation & consolation (631 words)
     The farmer’s plot of land ran along the bank of a river. Years ago, he planted a bamboo plant, which grew straight and tall and beautiful. He called the plant, Esay. In turn, Esay started other bamboo plants. The farmer would cut these down. While he sold some of the bamboo in the market, he used other pieces to make bamboo flutes. His favorite flute was called “dizi,” but he also made other flutes like the “xiao” and “koudi.” No one knows who “invented” bamboo flutes, but legend suggests that the dizi was made by order of the Yellow Emperor, who wanted a musical instrument made out of bamboo.

     In the early evening of each day, the farmer would take his son out to the bamboo grove. The farmer would play a flute as Esay swayed in the gentle breeze and his son danced to the beautiful, soothing music. Esay looked down, grateful for the farmer’s compassion. After a while, the little boy would lie down and fall asleep. The farmer stopped playing, picked up his son, said good night to Esay, and carried his son back to their simple home, and put him to bed. 

     This evening ritual began to change as the boy grew older. He would no longer dance to the music, but he listened attentively to his father’s music. He no longer fell asleep and had to be carried, but before they both left to go back home, the son, whose name was Wu, would go to Esay and lovingly rub his hand up and down along her green stem. It was his way of saying goodnight.

     Wu decided that he wanted to make flutes like his father. He assumed the responsibility of selling bamboo at the market. He was quite good at bartering with customers, and often got a very good price for the bamboo. His father put aside the extra money. Eventually, there was enough money to buy the empty plot of land to the east. This was to become Wu’s farm. The only problem was a big problem. There was no source of water that Wu could use to grow bamboo.

     The farmer knew what had to be done. He went to Esay and said, “Esay, I am sorry, but I have a problem. I can only solve it if I cut you down.” Esay began to weep, as did Wu, but eventually she agreed. There was heartache all around for Esay had towered over the bamboo grove for more than 20 years. After cutting her down, the farmer then said, “Esay, while I hate to do it, I must remove your braches and leaves.” Esay, was even more distraught for she had always thought that her leaves were quite beautiful. Nonetheless, she agreed. Finally, the farmer said, “Esay, I must now split you in two and hollow you out.” Since there was no turning back, Esay again agreed, although she had no idea why any of this was necessary.

     When all of this was done, the farmer instructed Wu to help him carry the two long pieces of bamboo. One end was placed at the riverbank. The second piece was connected to the first. The two pieces were so long that they reached all the way to Wu’s farm. That night, the farmer and Wu went to the river bank. As the farmer played a flute, Wu scooped up water using a bamboo bucket and poured it into the bamboo trough. It was then that Esay realized why she would always be loved. It was her job to carry the water to Wu’s farm so that he could start and grow a bamboo grove. Knowing she would bring life to a whole new field, she smiled as she listened to the beautiful music.

Source: Touchstones
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (224 words)
     Let us enter into a time of meditation, contemplation, and prayer.
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: Food for the Spirit by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (109 words)
In one church it was meals,
prepared and frozen
to be shared with those in need.
Food was handed out at the door,
or taken to where it was needed.

In another church it was casseroles,
brought to families
whose strength was consumed
by illness or disaster.

Small gestures, these,
little hairs on the roots
of community, reaching into the soil,
drawing the nutrients of earth.

When we sing together,
share a meal together,
make soup together,
the hairs on the roots
reach out then, too,
nourishing us in ways beyond the ways
we may think we know.

The dark soil is full of nutrients.
We feed without knowing.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/food-spirit 
5.3: Gentleness in Living by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (162 words)
Be gentle with another—

It is a cry from the lives of people battered
By thoughtless words and brutal deeds;
It comes from the lips of those who speak them,
And the lives of those who do them.

Who of us can look inside another and know what is there
Of hope and hurt, or promise and pain?
Who can know from what far places each has come
Or to what far places each may hope to go?

Our lives are like fragile eggs.
They crack and the substance escapes.
Handle with care!
Handle with exceedingly tender care
For there are human beings within,
Human beings as vulnerable as we are,
Who feel as we feel,
Who hurt as we hurt.

Life is too transient to be cruel with one another;
It is too short for thoughtlessness,
Too brief for hurting.
Life is long enough for caring,
It is lasting enough for sharing,
Precious enough for love.

Be gentle with one another.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/gentleness-living 
5.4: Salvation by Rev. Lynn Ungar (94 words)
By what are you saved? And how?
Saved like a bit of string,
tucked away in a drawer?
Saved like a child rushed from
a burning building, already
singed and coughing smoke?
Or are you salvaged
like a car part—the one good door
when the rest is wrecked?

Do you believe me when I say
you are neither salvaged nor saved,
but salved, anointed by gentle hands
where you are most tender?
Haven’t you seen
the way snow curls down
like a fresh sheet, how it
covers everything, makes everything
beautiful, without exception?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/salvation 
5.5: To Light the Darkness and Begin Again by D. Scott Cooper (222 words)
     There is a glow far off in the distance, a light to which no path leads. We know that each time we help another or join with them to heal the world, each time we stand up for justice and what is right, each time we work and hope and love against all odds, a spark is created that adds to the intensity of that light. We join with others who see and turn toward the glow. As we travel toward that beacon, the underbrush of indifference is flattened and a path is created. More are led to join us, and obstacles are kicked away, and a road is formed.

     Many approach the light, strengthened by our works, and we join them to each light a candle. Although many candles are lighted, the blaze never diminishes. We travel out into the world again, to light the darkness and begin again.

     The cycle continues, our work intensifying the glow, and our joining with others to travel to the blaze and light our candles again. We continue knowing that one day we, or our grandchildren, or perhaps their grandchildren will no longer travel that widened and trodden path to light a candle, because dawn has arrived, justice is commonplace and poverty is vanquished, and the Beloved Community stands illuminated in the fullness of daylight.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/light-darkness-and-begin-again 
5.6: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
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 
5.7: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)
     When Jesus was baptized the spirit descended upon him like a dove and God said, “This is my son, in whom I am well pleased.” It must have been a great feeling, but it didn’t last long. The next thing Jesus knew, the nice spirit that had descended like a dove became aggressive and drove him into the wilderness. There he spent forty days of deprivation, self-examination, and confrontation with the devil. He suffered; he struggled; he was tested. Jesus’ solitary struggles to remain true to his covenant and calling echo those of his ancestors, who spent forty years in the wilderness establishing a religious community.

     Wilderness is a part of every person’s soul-journey, and part of our journey together as human beings who seek to live in community. Time in the wilderness is always a time of struggle. It is also a time of transformation and renewal. In traditional terms, it is a time of purification. The journey into wilderness reminds us that we are alone and not alone. We are neither where we have been nor where we are going. There is danger and possibility, risk and promise. In the wilderness, the spirit may descend like a dove and lift us on its wings of hope, then drive us into the depths of despair; it may affirm us with a gift of grace, then challenge us to change. In the stories and rituals of Eastern as well as Western religions, a journey into the wilderness represents a time when we both pursue and resist the Holy.

     We may choose to enter the wilderness like the people of Yahweh, to escape bondage, or, like Henry David Thoreau, to “live deliberately.” Or we may, like Jesus, be driven there without much choice. Once there, even our markers of time and space collapse, for this wilderness is not in space or time, but is the boundless territory of the soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/22277.shtml
5.8: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
When we are overwhelmed with the world
And cannot see our way clear,
When life seems a struggle between tedium and apathy
Or frenzy and exhaustion;
When today seems a punishment and tomorrow a torment,
May we find the courage of patience.

May we recognize courage in ourselves and our companions;
That is not dramatic, that elicits no fanfare;
That commands little notice by the world,
That is forgotten and taken for granted.

May we learn how to cope
Like those who live one day of pain at a time,
Who see the long path of suffering and do not despair,
Who inspire us by their patient courage,
When we are impatient and afraid.

May we know such courage
And quietly celebrate its presence among us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/courage-patience 
5.9: Gird Thyself by Jessica York (165 words)
This is not a prayer that you may find hope
For hope is a luxury that some cannot find and others cannot afford
This is not a prayer that you find more love in the world
Though I hope you continue to feel love and send love to those near and far
I pray instead that you may find tools
A hammer lying half-hidden in the grass
A roll of duct tape, curled up and forgotten on a high shelf in the back of the closet
A wrench poking out of the back pocket of a stranger
Take these tools and gird thyself
A hammer for justice
Duct tape to hold together your broken heart
A wrench to “grip and provide advantage in applying torque to turn objects” – or turn the world
Take these tools and others you may find in places expected and unexpected
Take these tools and gird thyself
For weeping may last through the night
But the work begins in the morning.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/gird-thyself 
5.10: The Holy Work of Showing Up by Rev. Ashley Horan (274 words)
     How is it with your soul?

     This is the question that John Wesley, Anglican priest and the founder of Methodism, was known to ask of participants in small reflection groups. I ask you because, for me, this has been a hard week. So, beloveds, how is it with your souls?

     If your response to that question is anything like mine, I want to invite you to pause as you read this. Take a deep breath, say a prayer, sing a song, light your chalice, feel the force of gravity pulling us all toward the same center—whatever helps you feel more rooted and less alone.

     Now do it again. And again, and again. 

     And, once you feel that rootedness and connection, hear this:

     You are loved beyond belief. You are enough, you are precious, your work and your life matter, and you are not alone. You are part of a “we,” a great cloud of witnesses living and dead who have insisted that this beautiful, broken world of ours is a blessing worthy of both deep gratitude and fierce protection. Our ancestors and our descendants are beckoning us, compelling us to onward toward greater connection, greater compassion, greater commitment to one another and to the earth. Together, we are resilient and resourceful enough to say “yes” to that call, to make it our life’s work in a thousand different ways, knowing that we can do no other than bind ourselves more tightly together, and throw ourselves in the holy work of showing up, again and again, to be part of building that world of which we dream but which we have not yet seen. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holy-work-showing 
5.11: Meditation on Letting Go by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (240 words)
Let us enter into a time of meditation, contemplation, and prayer.

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.

Take another breath, and hold it.

The air you hold in your body is the most precious thing in the world,

for your very life depends on it.

And yet, none of us can hold on to it for more than a moment,

or else we would strangle and die.

What is most precious to us must be released, [exhale…]

so that we may live, and live fully.

Look into your heart, find what is there, and hold it.

The love you hold within your heart is the most precious thing in the world.

And yet no one can hold on to it any more than your heart can withhold its blood,

or else we would die from loneliness and misery.
What is most precious to us must be shared,

so that we may love, and love fully.

Look into your life, at those things that are most precious to you.

Look again, you will find that their value lies not in being held,

but in being shared.

Life, love, laughter, longing,

may we share these precious gifts

that they may return to us, multiplied beyond measure.

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

6.1: For Beginning by Judith Quarles (129 words)
Spirit of life and love,
In this season of beginning
Some of us are hurried and harried.
Some of us feel sorrowful and afraid.
Some of us are not yet ready to step forward into the future.
May we minister to one another with wisdom,
Meeting our friends with open ears, open eyes, and open hearts.

In this season of beginning
Some of us are celebrating triumphs and joys.
Some of us feel whole and happy.
Some of us are eager and excited, curious to see what happens next.
Let us each, as we are able, take part in one another’s happiness and enthusiasm.
Quiet spirit of life and love,
Bring us the grace to share wholly and faithfully in the lives of our friends and loved ones.
Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/48314.shtml 
6.2: O Thou whose power we see in the stars by Rev. Charles Howe (189 words)
     O Thou whose power we see in the stars and whose presence we experience as love, we would today be sustained by that power and open to that love.

     Help us to remember that “as we sow, so shall we reap”—that whatever we project out from ourselves also comes back to us. Help us then to give our love, that we may also receive love, for we acknowledge that all of us need it—not out of selfishness, but out of necessity -- no matter how independent and self-sufficient we may appear to be.

     Help us to understand that even when we feel empty of love—when we feel that we have none to give (and sometimes we all feel this way)—that we can still receive love if we are but open to it. And then, having received it, help us to recognize that we do, again, have something to give.

     And now, in the sacrament of shared silence, may we “think on these things”—think of those opportunities that may be ours—opportunities for openness, for giving, for receiving—when, where—to whom, from whom. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5819.shtml 
6.3: 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 
6.4: Prayer 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 
6.5: Prayer for Compassion by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (237 words)
     Spirit of Life, I give thanks for the opportunities to love that present themselves in the turmoil of life.

     Where the light catches the tears in another’s eyes, where hands are held and there are moments without words, let us be present then, and alive to the possibility of changing. Let us seek to make another’s well-being the object of our concern. Let us seek to be present to another’s pain, to bathe another’s wounds, hear another’s sadness, celebrate another’s success, and allow the other’s story to change our own.

     Let us stand in the morning on damp grass, hear the syllables of bird song, and fill up on sweet air that rolls over oceans and continents. Let us look up at the stars and the planets that fill the night sky with majesty. Let us witness the first fresh buds of spring amid the brown sticks of winter. And for all this, let us be grateful.

     Let us not defend ourselves against the discomfort of unruly emotion, nor seek to close down our hearts for fear a new love will come to shake our foundations. Let us instead be open to discovering a new way of seeing an old problem, or appreciating the perfection of a seashell, or the possibility of friendship. For in giving ourselves to what we do not understand, we receive life’s blessings, and in taking care of another, we are cared for.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-compassion 
6.6: Spirit of life and love by Amarette Callaway (79 words)
     Spirit of life and love, thank you for the gifts of life and love.

     Help us to embrace fully the sweet and the bitter moments of our days.

     Help us to treasure the times of abundance and to find meaning in the times of emptiness.

     Help us in our abundance to reach out to those who hunger—and help us in our times of hunger to admit our neediness and to accept the caring hand of our neighbor. Amen. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5619.shtml 
6.7: Let Care Be Our Prayer, O God by Rev. Richard Fewkes (296 words)
     Many of us, O God, don’t believe in prayer. We’re more comfortable with meditation, particularly the silent part. And some of us aren’t sure we believe in God, or we scarcely know what the word means. But we do know that we care, that we care about one another and the kind of world we live in.

      We care, dear God, we care, and sometimes the care we feel scares us, because we’re afraid to care too much... too much for those we love... too much for friends and companions along the way... too much for all the poverty, pain and injustice in the world... too much for those who suffer needlessly and without cause... too much for the waving grain and falling leaves, the passing of transient beauty before our eyes... too much for the depth of anguish and grief we might feel if we allowed ourselves to care too much for what can so easily be lost.

     If we could pray out of the deep well of our capacity to care we might say, O God, let this care we feel become the bond of love that unites and heals us within and without, that joins us in body and spirit with the hopes and aspirations of people everywhere. Let our loving concern for those in our midst be the spark that enflames our loving concern for universal humanity. If we can’t pray for lack of words, or for too little belief in the power of prayer, then, dear God, let our care be our prayer, and may we find the answer to all our prayers, spoken and unspoken, in the daily human expression of our loving concern.

     Hear our prayer, O God, as we dare to care, now and here, and everywhere. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5597.shtml 
6.8: To Be Guarded by You by Rev. Susan Maginn (211 words)
     Gracious God, from Exodus we hear you say, “I am going to send an angel in front of you, to guard you on the way and to bring you to the place that I have prepared.”

     You have called us all toward uncertain destinies, to cast our fate into unknown perils, upon paths as yet untrodden. Our comfort is found in this angel you speak of, leading us from the front, luring us onward, guarding us along the way.

     To be guarded by you, God, sometimes means our physical bodies will be saved and protected. In the valley of the shadow of death, sometimes we will emerge unharmed and triumphant.

     And sometimes to be guarded by you means that you will guard our spirits to be held in wholeness, even when our bodies are broken, even in physical suffering, illness and injury, even in death. Yes, even then, you prepare a table before us in the presence of our enemies. No one and nothing can keep you from us. Wherever we go, there you are.

     We will follow you, O God, and surrender our faith into your steady hands, for you have built the strong shelter of goodness and mercy from which our soul forever emerges and returns.

     Blessed be.
     Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/be-guarded-you 
6.9: Prayer for Hopelessness by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (177 words)
The days that come
and carry away your spirit, your spark —
bow down.
Lay your head on the hard earth
and let your brokenness
join the death that is stirring there.
Life rebels against death,
takes the very dust of our bones
and reweaves it into glory.
You were made for Life,
and Life does not intend to let you go.
But rest you can.
Decay and falling away from ourselves
are part of that process.
If you need to fall apart, then do —
for Life will hold you in that, too
will teach you how to desiccate and blow away
and then will call you back from the four corners of the earth
and will renew you with the water
of the tears of others
who
like you
weep for all that is lost.
She will breathe back into you
the breath that washes from the mouths of children laughing
from the lion’s roar,
from the exhalation of trees.
You will be reborn
into the arms of beloveds
and together,
we will sing a new song.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-hopelessness 
6.10: Prayer for a Time of Sorrow by Rev. Susan Veronica Rak (89 words)
I share with you the agony of your grief, 
The anguish of your heart finds echo in my own. 
I know I cannot enter all you feel 
Nor bear with you the burden of your pain; 
I can but offer what my love does give: 
The strength of caring, 
The warmth of one who seeks to understand 
The silent storm-swept barrenness of so great a loss. 
This I do in quiet ways, 
That on your lonely path 
You may not walk alone. 
Amen. Shalom. Saleem. Alechim. Blessed Be. Peace.

Source: no longer online

6.11: Help us make this church a refuge from the world by Rev. Richard Trudeau (316 words)
     O God of life, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different.

     May this be a place (for example) where no experience is necessary—where people are encouraged to risk new things: where a university administrator can try her hand at plumbing, if she wants, or a plumber can help manage the finances, or a banker can teach five-year-olds.

     May this be a place where people always feel that their efforts have been worthwhile, and their energy well-spent. And may this be a place where, as in a children’s baseball league, everyone gets to play.

     O God, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different.

     May no one feel invisible here, or feel worried about what others might be thinking of them. May no one be bored here: if a person isn’t interested in what the minister is talking about today, may he or she be excited by the music, or by a conversation at coffee hour.

     May this be a place where people are touched—if not by something said, then perhaps by something sung, or by the light coming through the windows, or by the sense that the people who come here support one another.

     May this be a place where everyone feels safe: safe to follow their thoughts wherever they lead, safe to believe whatever they must, and safe to share whatever is on their minds and whatever is in their hearts.

     O God, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different—a place where our wells can fill up again, where we can be refreshed and renewed, so that, when we return to the world with our batteries recharged, we can help transform the world into a place where the rules are different. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5565.shtml 
6.12: A Prayer for Desert Times by Rev. Margaret Keip (184 words)
     The journeys of our lives are never fully charted. There come to each of us deserts to cross—barren stretches—where the green edge on the horizon may be our destination, or an oasis on our way, or a mirage that beckons only to leave us lost.

     When fear grips the heart, or despair bows the head, may we bend as heart and head lead us down to touch the ground beneath our feet. May we scoop some sand into our hands and receive what the sand would teach us:

     It holds the warmth of the sun when the sun has left our sight, as it holds the cool of the night when the stars have faded. Hidden among its grains are tiny seeds, at rest and waiting, dormant yet undefeated.

    Desert flowers. They endure. Moistened by our tears and by the rains which come to end even the longest drought, they send down roots and they bloom.

May we believe in those seeds, and in the seeds within us. May we remember in our dry seasons that we, too, are desert flowers. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-for-desert-times 
6.13: Help us to hold the mystery by Rev. Celie Katovitch (138 words)
     Spirit of life and death,
Thou who art as present to us in our suffering
As in our wellbeing,
Abide with us in this permeable time
Between dusk and dark.
Soothe the secret pains we carry.
Bless us with the courage to move toward our grief
And not away.
     When all is hidden—
When we find ourselves moving among the shadows—
When we do not know the way—
Quiet our hearts; still our restlessness.
Help us to embrace the unknown:
To hold the mystery,
And to let ourselves be held by it.
For Thou art the great Hiddenness,
And yet we know that our breath is not so close to us
As thy presence.
     Abide with us, O spirit of compassion,
As the power of healing,
The assurance of peace,
The Love that will not let us go.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/help-us-hold-mystery 
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 Indians

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

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

7.6: For Nothing Is Fixed by James Baldwin (94 words)
For nothing is fixed,

forever and forever and forever,

it is not fixed;

the earth is always shifting,

the light is always changing,

 the sea does not cease to grind down rock.

Generations do not cease to be born,

and we are responsible to them because we are the only witnesses they have.

The sea rises, the light fails, lovers cling to each other, and children cling to us.

The moment we cease to hold each other,

the moment we break faith with one another,

the sea engulfs us and the light goes out.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/responsive-reading/nothing-fixed 
7.7: Together in a Sacred Space by Lorelai Greenwood-Jones (195 words)
In this sacred place, we need not be alone. We seek a listening ear, a warm heart, open arms.

In this sacred place, we join together against the waves of negativity and oppression in our world.

We are a community of individual beings, living our own lives, yet coming together now and then in joyous celebration of Spirit and one another.

Our differences do not divide us; rather, they are a source of interest and discovery. We need not think alike to love alike.

Here, joys are shared, and sorrows comforted. We are Seen and Heard and Believed.

My compassion overflows; our hearts reach for others.

We are a gathering of like-hearted people, and here are our hearts filled. We hear the wisdom and counsel of our ministers and that of one another.

We have much to learn from each other, so many different colors of truth and ways and methods.

In this sacred place, may we find what our spirits desire, and what our spirits need. May we be grounded in love and sharing.

In this sacred place, may we find acceptance and consideration. May our actions and words echo what we learn here.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/responsive-reading/together-sacred-space 
7.8: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
When we are overwhelmed with the world and cannot see our way clear

When life seems a struggle between tedium and apathy or frenzy and exhaustion.
When today seems a punishment and tomorrow a torment

May we find the courage of patience.
May we recognize courage in ourselves and our companions, which is not dramatic, that elicits no fanfare

That commands little notice by the world, that is forgotten and taken for granted.
May we learn how to cope, like those who live one day of pain at a time

Who see the long path of suffering and do not despair.
Who inspire us with their patient courage when we are impatient or afraid.

May we know such courage and quietly celebrate its presence among us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/courage-patience 
8.0: Readings
8.1: Poetry as Sacrament: Disentangling from the Darkness by Parker Palmer (284 words)
     Years ago, a teacher told me, “Poetry is my religion.” I didn’t understand what she meant until I began reading Mary Oliver, whose poems often strike me as sacraments—outward and visible signs of an inward and invisible grace.

     Some mornings when I wake up—this morning was one of them—I find it hard to disentangle myself from the darkness. My analytic mind can usually tell me why. Today it was a lingering illness, a vexing email I got last night, and events that weigh me down….

     Understanding the “why” helps me gain perspective. But that kind of knowledge does not free me from the night, free me to move into the day to engage the world with trust and hope. So, this morning, as I always do, I turned to poetry—another kind of knowing—in search of grace, and found a dimly-remembered Mary Oliver poem called “Landscape” (see https://explorecreatelearngrow.com/2017/07/02/landscape-by-mary-oliver/) 
      Taking in those images readied me for this truth: “…if the doors of my heart/ever close, I am as good as dead.” As long as I can feel the darkness as well as the light, those doors remain open—and with the poet, I can say, “Every morning, so far, I’m alive.” I chalk that blessed fact up to a combination of dumb luck, the love of friends, the kindness of strangers, and the grace mediated by life’s many sacraments, including poetry and the natural world. For this I can only say, “Thank you.”

     “Poetry,” said C.S. Lewis, “is a little incarnation.” When I read Mary Oliver, those little incarnations add up. They help me step full-bodied into the day with whatever light I possess to do whatever I can to illumine the darkness.

Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/poetry-as-sacrament-disentangling-from-the-darkness/ 
8.2: Contact by Rev. Gordon B McKeeman (120 words)
     I stretch forth my hand
Knowing not what I shall touch...
A tender spot,
An open wound,
Warmth,
Pulsing life,
Fragile blossoms,
A rock,
Ice.
     I am tentative, trembling...
Wishing to avoid hurt,
Wanting to link my life with Life.
Lonely, I desire companions
Naked, I long for defenders.
Lost, I want to find...
to be found.
Will I touch strangers
Or enemies
Or nothing?
     My hand is withdrawn
But still it touches
My vulnerable skin, my furrowed brow,
My empty pocket, my full heart.
Do others reach, ​tremble, withdraw?
Do they desire, long, seek?
Are they lonely, fearful, lost?
Will they grasp a tentative, trembling hand?
     I stretch forth my hand
Knowing not what I shall touch...
But hoping...
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/contact 
8.3: From the Shore by Ric Masten (104 words)
shouting back to Stevie Smith
who cried “I’m drowning! Not waving!”
     I ain’t waving babe, I’m drowning
going down in a cold lonely sea
I ain’t waving babe, I’m drowning
so babe quit waving at me

     I ain’t waving babe, I’m crying
I’m crying, oh why can’t you see?
I ain’t fooling babe, I ain’t fooling
so babe quit fooling with me

     this ain’t singing babe, it’s screaming
I’m screaming that I’m gonna drown
and you’re smiling babe, and you’re waving
just like you don’t hear a sound

     I ain’t waving babe, I’m drowning
going down right here in front of you
and you’re waving babe, you keep waving
hey babe, are you drowning too?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/shore 
8.4: The February Shore by Parker J. Palmer (125 words)
     Let this stillness settle on
the surface of your mind—

     The figured sand, its fossil prints
and hieroglyphs held fast in memory of ice…

     The surf-flung pools framed here and there
as mirrors to behold the shining day…

     The ice-glazed rocks that lose their weight
while floating in mirage of glancing sun…

     Upon that sea of cold foreboding blue
a second sea of sequined, dancing fire…

     Over all, the silken air,
the seamless and forgiving sky…

     Now let this ocean breathe for you,
beat your heart and pump your briny blood,
heave your sighs and weep your sea-salt tears
that flow beyond the rim of earth
farther than your anxious eye can see—
while under all, incessant surf
insists on letting go and letting be.

Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/parker-palmer-let-go-and-let-be/ 
8.5: Let the Artists Win by Rev. Bob Janis-Dillon (287 words)
     I vote we let the artists win
the ones covered in paint from their last attempt
to smuggle across the beauty of a bowl of fruit
the 14-year-old rapper learning to spit
throwing life’s chaos on the rhythm wheel
uncovering the shapes that live on after the next break

     I say we let the food bank volunteers win
the ones always carrying around their agenda
for the meeting, waging campaigns
to stock shelves with bread

     I would like to see the nurses extend their string of victories
from the hospital bed to the nation’s boardrooms
until we care for each other as if death
were inevitable and mercy was the only thing
that made the rounds bearable

I say we let the kindergarten teachers win
as they raise up small edifices
for the beauty words
will never capture or reveal

Maybe even let the helpless drunkard win sometimes,
when she cries into her beer
and declares it’s all too much

I will let the grandmothers win
when they tell the old stories
that hold me in their keeping

And the children yelling
play! play! The ones who have already cost us so much
of our final productivity
the only tyrants who can command
the true attention of the wise
I want them to win too
again and again
without pity

and then when the men with guns come
we can say I’m sorry
but whether you win or lose
it’s really never been my game sir
I have lost
and lost again a thousand wars of the heart
and those to whom I have waved the white flag
those to whom
I have surrendered
the whole and holy of my life
will never
never
let me go

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/let-artists-win 
8.6: The Sweet Tension of Remembering and Letting Go by Christine Cleary (246 words)
     Here at Damariscotta Mills in mid-coast Maine, where I have come for an early morning swim, the lake and river and Great Salt Bay flow together and serve as a home for oysters, ospreys, sailors, swimmers, anglers, and an abundance of small, silvery alewives. “Damariscotta” is a Native American word for these little fish that swim each year from the sea to the lake, where they spawn, like salmon.
     I have been visiting this spot at the junction of Nobleboro and Newcastle for 25 years. My husband and I once sat at the edge of the lake while our young daughters jumped off a small bridge into the deep water, shouting, “Mommy, watch! Daddy, watch!”
     My husband died young, and annually I return to this setting of innocence and joy.
     …I come here to recover the past, but it escapes my grasp. It is like trying to hold water in my hand. I cannot prevent the passage of time any more than the lake and river can avoid their flow out to sea.
     It would be too easy to say I find consolation here. Nature is soothing but it cannot undo the permanence of loss. Yet, somehow, as I shiver a little from my swim, I feel a kinship with the alewives. For them, and for us, each step of the ladder involves losses and gains. We are propelled forward, whether we like it or not. The journey is hard — but it is full of wonder.
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/the-sweet-tension-of-remembering-and-letting-go/ 
8.7: A Sorrow Shared by Henri J. M. Nouwen (234words)
     Real grief is not healed by time. It is false to think that the passing of time will slowly make us forget her and take away our pain. I really want to console you…, but not by suggesting that time will take away your pain…. I would not only be telling a lie…. If time does anything, it deepens our grief. …Real, deep love is, as you know, very unobtrusive, seemingly easy and obvious, and so present that we take it for granted. Therefore, it is often only in retrospect — or better, in memory — that we fully realize its power and depth. Yes, indeed, love often makes itself visible in pain. The pain we are now experiencing shows us how deep, full, intimate, and all-pervasive …love was.

     “Is this a consolation? Does this bring comfort? It appears that I am doing the opposite of bringing consolation. Maybe so. Maybe these words will only increase your tears and deepen your grief. But for me, …who grieves with you, there is no other way. I want to comfort and console you, but not in a way that covers up real pain and avoids all wounds. I am writing you …in the firm conviction that reality can be faced and entered with an open mind and an open heart, and in the sincere belief that consolation and comfort are to be found where our wounds hurt most.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/20286
8.8: When I Am Asked by Lisel Mueller (112 words)
When I am asked
how I began writing poems,
I talk about the indifference of nature.

It was soon after my mother died,
a brilliant June day,
everything blooming.

I sat on a gray stone bench
in a lovingly planted garden,
but the day lilies were as deaf
as the ears of drunken sleepers,
and the roses curved inward.
Nothing was black or broken
and not a leaf fell
and the sun blared endless commercials
for summer holidays.

I sat on a gray stone bench
ringed with the ingenue faces
of pink and white impatiens
and placed my grief
in the mouth of language,
the only thing that would grieve with me.

Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/36931/when-i-am-asked 
8.9: Standing at the Edge of Time by Isabelle Guzman (114 words)
Standing at the edge of time
Almost falling down to the dark abyss
As I near the end of mine
I reminisce the things I will miss

The smiles and laughter
Running around without a care
The time when my grin will never falter
Being so free, willing my soul to bare

Heartaches, heartbreaks and tears
Now I know better and to myself I will never lie
Because in woe, I learned to love and never fear
Those were the best and worst moments of my life

As the memories rush back to me
I look down and now I feel relieved
Because when it is time
Everything will be fine when I leave
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/7587316-standing-at-the-edge-of-time-almost-falling-down-to 
8.10: The Legacy of Caring by Rev. Dr. Thandeka (134 words)
Despair is my private pain
    Born from what I have failed to say
        failed to do
        failed to overcome.
Be still my inner self
    let me rise to you
    let me reach down into your pain
    and soothe you.
I turn to you
    to renew my life
I turn to the world
    the streets of the city
         the worn tapestries of
             brokerage firms
             crack dealers
             private estates
             personal things in the bag lady’s cart
        rage and pain in the faces that turn from me
         afraid of their own inner worlds.
This common world I love anew
    as the life blood of generations
           who refused to surrender their humanity
           in an inhumane world
           courses through my veins.
From within this world
    my despair is transformed to hope
    and I begin anew
    the legacy of caring.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/legacy-caring 
8.11: I Want to Be with People by Rev. Dana Worsnop (357 words)
     Often people say that they love coming to a place with so many like-minded people.
     I know just what they are getting at -- and I know that they aren’t getting it quite right.

     I don’t want to be with a bunch of people who think just like me.

     I want to be in a beloved community where I don’t have to think like everyone else to be loved, to be eligible for salvation.
     I want to be with people who value compassion, justice, love and truth, though they have different thoughts and opinions about all sorts of things.
     I want to be with independent-minded people of good heart.
     I want to be with people who have many names and no name at all for God.
     I want to be with people who see me in me goodness and dignity, who also see my failings and foibles, and who still love me.
     I want to be with people who feel their inter-connection with all existence and let it guide their footfalls upon the earth.
     I want to be with people who see life as a paradox and don’t always rush to resolve it.
     I want to be with people who are willing to walk the tight rope that is life and who will hold my hand as I walk mine.
     I want to be with people who let church call them into a different way of being in the world.
     I want to be with people who support, encourage and even challenge each other to higher and more ethical living.
     I want to be with people who inspire one another to follow the call of the spirit.
     I want to be with people who covenant to be honest, engaged and kind, who strive to keep their promises and hold me to the promises I make.
     I want to be with people who give of themselves, who share their hearts and minds and gifts.
     I want to be with people who know that human community is often warm and generous, sometimes challenging and almost always a grand adventure.

     In short, I want to be with people like you.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/i-want-be-people 
8:12: Comfort Ye My People by Barbara Rohde (429 words)
     I wasn’t flattered when one of my daughters confided that she had thought of me as “The Big There-There” when she was three years old. If I remember correctly, I was in the middle of a phase where I was hoping to reassure myself that I still had a fertile mind as well as a welcoming bosom.

     Now, years later, I can admit that the role of Big There-There is a necessary part of parenthood not to be disparaged. At times even the most mature of us want someone to dry our eyes, encircle us with welcoming arms, and offer us a cup of hot cocoa. I shall be forever grateful to my friend Ruth, who interrupted her political campaign to ride to the hospital, make her way past the folks in intensive care with convincing stories that I was her little sister, and reach bravely through the thicket of I.V.s, heart monitors, and breathing tubes to embrace me.

     Still, the origin of the word “comfort” means “to make strong.” As comforters, we often believe we have to take away the pain, only to discover that we are only able to help those in pain find the sources of their own strength. At times it is our mere presence. “I am here. I see your suffering. I care for you.” At times it is a helping hand. “I’ll vacuum. I’ll wash up these dishes. I’ll drive you.” At times, it is a few words that put things in perspective.

     We’re never quite sure what will truly comfort another, or what special act will comfort us. We go looking for a “Big There-There” and find instead that the excitement of a new idea lifts us from despair. I expected little solace from my frail ninety-year-old father when he called me in the hospital to see how I was, but when he called me “Punky” for the first time in fifty-four years, I felt the fidelity of that relationship. My narrow room was filled with memory and hope.

     Perhaps those of us who would be comforters could learn from the medieval scholastic who wrote so long ago, “Work, therefore, in what you do, from love and not from fear.”

     If we can put aside our fear that we might say or do something to add inadvertently to the suffering of those we would comfort, if we can put aside our fear of our own loss or the pain of our own pity, then love might find its way of bringing strength to the weak and light to those in the shadows.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5933.shtml 
8.13: Who Cares? by Jeffrey A. Lockwood (297 words)
     In our modern age of apathy and egoism, there is cause for hope whenever people care about something beyond themselves. But there is more to being human than feeling deeply, for we risk becoming impassioned fools. Our minds must conspire with our hearts. We should care enough to think—and think with great care.

     No human endeavor shows the double-edged nature of caring like religion, with its boundless capacity to foster our humanity and its vulnerability to thoughtless passion. In a world of suffering, to devote our spiritual energy to theological trifles is not just absurd, it is immoral. Yet we persist, as if such details mattered.

     Who cares whether Jesus was divine if we treat the homeless man in the alley as less than human?

· Who cares whether God is omnipotent if we don’t use our power to help others?

· Who cares whether the Bible’s authors were divinely inspired if we write laws that are profane?

· Who cares whether there is a heaven if the hell of domestic violence burns next door?

· Who cares whether Mary was a virgin if we do not heed the cries of a woman being raped?

· Who cares whether we are saved when a child loses all hope?

· Who cares whether the earth was created in seven days if seventy species disappear every day?

     The answer is, of course, that many people care about religious matters. And perhaps care, like love, is not a finite resource. Maybe some people have such a capacity for caring that worries about God don’t detract from their concern for people. But I am not so blessed. So, for everyone else like me, let us try to build a life in which we care about the things that matter most.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/who-cares 
8.14: Needing Help as Gift by Marilyn Chandler McEntyre (121 words)
     The Amish teach that the sick, the elderly, and the dying are gifts to the community because of the love and care they bring forth. That’s a beautiful and generous way to think about what my ‘contribution’ may be now to a community in which I used to be much more ‘useful.’ Allowing others to be generous and tender, giving them occasion for the sacrifices of time and energy that deepen their investment in my life, may seem like a necessary evil, but perhaps it’s a necessary good. I am still a participant. And I cling to the poet Wendell Berry’s helpful observation: ‘Love changes, and in change is true.’ The way they love me, and I them, has to change.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28055 

8.15: Scarred by Struggle, Transformed by Hope by Joan Chittister (273 words)
     Every major spiritual revelation known to humankind, in fact, is based on the bedrock of hope. …Embedded in each is a spirituality of hope that imbues their followers with the power to believe in life, to cope with life, to live life, whatever the burdens that come with the daily dyings of life….
     …The greater the hope, the greater the appreciation of life now, the greater the confidence in the future, whatever it is.

     But if struggle is the process of evolution from spiritual emptiness to spiritual wisdom, hope is the process as well. Hope, the response of the spiritual person to struggle, takes us from the risk of inner stagnation, of emotional despair, to a total transformation of life. Every stage of the process of struggle is a call to move from spiritual torpor to spiritual vitality. …The spirituality of struggle gives birth to the spirituality of hope….
     Despair is a spiritual disease into which is built its antidote: hope. It is a matter of refusing to die at exactly the moment when we are being offered new life.

     Hope is not a denial of reality. But it is also not some kind of spiritual elixir. It is not a placebo infused out of nowhere. Hope is a series of small actions that transform darkness into light. It is putting one foot in front of the other when we can find no reason to do so at all.

     …The spiritual task of life is to feed the hope that comes out of despair. Hope is not something to be found outside of us. It lies in the spiritual life we cultivate within. 

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/14008/scarred-by-struggle-transformed-by-hope 
8.16: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (103 words)
When despair for the world grows in me

and I wake in the night at the least sound

in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,

I go and lie down where the wood drake

rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.

I come into the peace of wild things

who do not tax their lives with forethought

of grief. I come into the presence of still water.

And I feel above me the day-blind stars

waiting with their light. For a time

I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.

Source: SLT #483
8.17: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
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 
8.18: Inexplicable by Rev. Karen Johnston (117 words)
Inexplicable.
How we rise each morning,
instead of burying our heads
under bedcovers,
sewing them shut.
Why we keep on
welcoming babies
with bone-deep joy
to this sordid world.
How we fill burlap sacks
with grit and gratitude,
our hands shredded
as we drag one over the other.
How we refuse the daily pull
towards greedy dark,
keeping at least one toe,
some of us whole torso,
in the light.
Inexplicable.
It’s what makes a poem
worth writing, worth reading,
worth flooding the world
with redundant, flawed attempts
at explanation.
It’s just the way it is.
There is no other way.
Stumbling every time,
practice or no.
Just part of the bargain…
the unavoidable,
intractable,
inexplicable
bargain.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/inexplicable 
8.19: Remembering Well by Rev. Paul Sawyer (491 words)
     The first time I ever played “Taps” was at summer camp when I was ten years old. That was the year I started playing trumpet, so I can only imagine how it sounded. I know there was no way that I could have hit the high note near the end.

     The first time I played Taps in honor of those who died was in high school, when I was contacted by the local Legion commander. He asked if I would mind occasionally being called on to play Taps at graveside services for veterans. I agreed.

     For the next couple of years, when there was a need, I would take my place with the Legion honor guard, wait for the three volleys of shots to ring out, and play the simple 24 notes of Taps as clearly and as best I could.

     Each time, the Legion commander would quietly slip me a ten dollar bill — and that’s about all that Taps meant to me, for a while: it was easy to do, it got me out of school, and I earned a little money.

     And then one day that changed.

     The man I was called upon to play for that day was the father of one of my Boy Scout leaders. Back then, like most of the adults I knew, I thought my assistant scoutmaster was pretty old. But his father was a World War II veteran, so now, thinking back, that means that both my leader and his father were relatively young—too young—for their places there that morning, as the honored dead and as the grieving son.

     That day, as I began to play Taps, this man—who I knew as wise, and kind, and relatively hard in the Old Boy, Boy Scout, wilderness leader sort of way— fell to his knees, overwhelmed with tears.

     I’m not sure how I made it through the whole piece that day, but after that I thought I might never be able to play Taps again.

     Today, whether I’m playing it or hearing it, Taps means something close to what it once meant, to the reasons for which it was written and originally used.

      Once upon a time, Taps was a signal that the camp was relatively safe. It meant that you were not under siege, or under attack of any kind. It meant that you were reasonably sure that there were no enemy soldiers to worry about at least a bugle call’s distance away.

     To a whole camp of soldiers, the notes of Taps meant that, unless you were on duty, you could close your eyes and you could sleep in peace.

     I didn’t know that story, or that sentiment all those years ago, when I played Taps for pocket money in the local cemetery. But in that meaning of Taps, something speaks to me in my heart and soul about dying, and, for those of us who remain, about remembering well.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/remembering-well 
8.20: Seeing the Spiritual in the Everyday by Margaret Silf (138 words)
A story is told of a school catering for both able-bodied children and those challenged, either mentally or physically, in some way. Sports Day arrived, and the normal range of races were run, the winners being awarded their trophies. The parents duly applauded all the winners. Then came the race for the children who were variously challenged. The starter signal was given and they all set off along the track. All was going well, until one of the children fell. At that point all the other children in the race, with one accord, turned back to help their fallen friend. The child who had fallen was helped up again, all the children linked hands, and they ran the rest of the race together, crossing the finishing line hand in hand. And the onlookers gave them a standing ovation.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27997/sacred-in-the-city 
8.21: The world we know is passing by Rev. A. Powell Davies (129 words)
     The world we know is passing

all things grow strange;
all but the stout heart’s courage;
all but the undiminished lustre of an ancient dream —
which we shall dream again as men have dreamed before us,
pilgrims forever of a world forever new
     And what we loved and lost
we lose to find how great a thing
is loving
and the power of it to make a dream come true.
     For us, there is no haven of refuge;
for us, there is the wilderness, wild and trackless,
where we shall build a road and sing a song
     But after us there is the Promised Land
strong from our sorrows and shining from our joys
our gift to those who follow us
along the road we build
singing our song.
Source: https://www.phoenixuu.org/wp-content/uploads/2016/07/111112.pdf 
8.22: Quaker Funeral by W.H. Matchett (adapted) (76 words)
…While the cold hand traces the edges of empty hours,
And the light comes and goes,
…[Let us,] in this meeting
In a room blessed with the echo of words many have spoken,
Discover our peace in the knowledge that life, though fleeting,
Leaves love unbroken.
Here, among friends, in sorrow,
Let the Living Love in the silence reveal the seed
Of strength, that we may share it in facing tomorrow,
The time of our need.
Source: https://www.ronnowpoetry.com/contents/matchett/QuakerFuneral.html 
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: Words for Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (69 words)
     No matter how weak or how frightened we may feel, we each have gifts that can make a difference in the world. In this coming week, may you do at least one thing to support the broken; to welcome the stranger; to celebrate what is worthy; to do the work of justice and love.
     Be strong. Be connected. Each day, act—so you may be a little more whole.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/closing-words-hard-times 
10.2: As you prepare to leave this sacred space by Rev. Andrew Pakula (65 words)
As you prepare to leave this sacred space
Pack away a piece of this church in your heart.
Wrap it carefully like a precious gem.
Carry it with you through the joys and sorrows of your days -
Let its gentle glow strengthen you, warm you, remind you of all that is good and true
Until you gather here again in this place of love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6004.shtml 
10.3: Be a Branch of the Tree of Life by Rev. Norman Naylor (69 words)
     Our eyes and minds turn now toward the ordinary. Leaving this space made sacred by our presence, take with you at least some seed of understanding, hope and courage and drop it into the confusion of the world. Nourish the seed that it might grow as a tree of life-giving shelter to the weary and hope to the despairing. Be yourself a branch of the tree of life. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6032.shtml 
10.4: Much of ministry is a benediction by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (58 words)
Much of ministry is a benediction—
A speaking well of each other and the world—
A speaking well of what we value:

honesty
love
forgiveness
trust

A speaking well of our efforts—
A speaking well of our dreams.
This is how we celebrate life:
Through speaking well of it,
Living the benediction,
and becoming as a word
well-spoken.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/much-of-ministry 
10.5: Our connection by Rev. Kathy Huff (51 words)
     Our time in this place may have ended, but our connection to each other and this community remains. Together may we walk the path of justice, speak words of love, live the selfless deed, trod gently upon the earth, and fill the world with compassion. Until we meet again, blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6033.shtml 
10.6: As we depart one from another by Rev. James A Hobart (96 words)
     As we depart one from another, let our hearts be secure through every human season.

     Let our hearts be secure in seasons of anguish as in seasons of joy, in seasons of failure as in seasons of success, in seasons of uncertainty as in seasons of security.

     Let our hearts be secure in this dual reality: we are worthy recipients of love and support we can never earn, and we are worthy providers of love and support others cannot earn.

     Let our hearts be secure, for hearts know and understand and will respond if invited in.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6002.shtml  
11.0: Sermons

11.1: What to Do When Nothing Can Be Done by Rev. Barbara Pescan (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,447 words)
     …I …had to keep learning that there were limits to how much I could help my sister as she was approaching death. We had a little book hospice provided that describes the signs. We kept track of Mel’s temperature and looked at her skin and her weight loss—but for weeks the hospice staff found that her vital signs were holding fairly steady, so we were not alarmed about the few indicators that suggested she was closer to dying than her vitals indicated. Other than the cancer, she had been a pretty healthy fifty-four-year-old woman.

     …About the big thing we could do nothing. But, about the small daily, hourly things we could do much. I reminded myself repeatedly to not be irritated with myself for doing something wrong, or for forgetting something, or for some ache of my own. Not just because my small irritations were comparatively beside the point, but also because Mel was very sensitive to changes in our emotional climate.

     Our rage at cancer, or at some sub-standard treatment from the oncologist—anger at those things was simply beside the point. I had to figure out more than once that irritability with small things, with things I could not control, were standing in for the Great Thing about which none of us could do anything. Mel had good days and less good days, and some awful days; and we had some beautiful moments together.

     …I remembered …that on the outside of his office door my minister had a poster that read: Nearly everyone is dealing with something difficult.

     …Not all the hard truths are about death. Between an ordinary day and that finality there are other hard truths we encounter that fray the fabric of our lives. Things happen to us that transform what seems like the strong and dependable tapestry of our life into the thinnest, most fragile gauze scrim. We try to see through that veil to the other side, but all we can really discern there are shapes in the mist, moving and uncertain.

     …So, what can we do when nothing can be done? When nothing can be done to alter the trajectory of events we did not create. When nothing can be done about outcomes that no amount of expertise or caring can avert?

     …The essential truth of the conundrum—what to do when nothing can be done—seems to lie somewhere between anxiety and faith. Our anxiety seems to be less about the world, about life and its vicissitudes and the groundlessness of life, than it is about us and how we experience uncertainty.

     …Life is a mix—always changing, some good, some hard; some scary; much joy, much beauty. But, essentially groundless—the joy comes and goes…. Even the sadness comes and goes. …And …if fortune has it that you live through the thing, and you make it through, you go on living: no drama, no manipulation. Or if fortune has it that family and friends are able to support you, even in extremis, you may go well. Hard, perhaps; dislocating, almost certainly; sad, often; but, absolutely ordinary.

      The last evening of my sister’s life a friend came over and she and my nephew sat with Mel in her room and they laughed a lot. …They laughed, I don’t know what …they laughed about, and it doesn’t matter. Ben and Patty and Mel laughed.

     The next morning, she was gone. Her spirit was still in the room, that laughter from the night before—but she was gone.

    So, what do you do when nothing can be done? I’ve got a list. You probably have your list, too; but this is mine. When nothing can be done, slow down, that is, pause, if only for a few seconds. Breathe. …Call a friend. Cry. Walk; exercise. Drink less caffeine and alcohol, and drink more water. Watch television less and daydream more. Do something for someone else. Go visit someone you like. Get quiet. Meditate or pray to whatever God or good you trust receives you. I know some of you do this already. When you do pray, give your praying the weight it deserves. Let it be life giving.

     Now, all these suggestions could seem to be only distractions from your anxiety, your grief. It could seem that when you rise from meditation or prayer, all that trouble will be waiting for you, still unresolved, with its motor running, waiting for you to throw it in gear and get it going again.

     But it is a fact that quiet meditation, reflection on the good, emptying your mind, watching your breath - over time changes your brain. Facing your fears—what one teacher calls “riding the dragon” rather than fleeing from it—over time actually changes the way your brain works. And, you don’t need to spend a long time doing any of this, either. At Plum Village, Thich Nhat Hanh’s meditation center …when the mindfulness bell rings, everyone knows to pause in what they are doing and breathe mindfully three times before returning to whatever they were doing. Just three conscious breaths.

     Some teachers suggest that two minutes of meditation is enough—several times a day. Whenever you are tempted to slide into worry or to grip a problem hard, touch the pause button. You don’t even need the bell; just the tension of your own grip can be enough to remind you to pause, let your shoulders drop, and take those three breaths.

      …[O]ver time, these practices work their changes in you. They don’t solve anything, don’t change the world, but they work their changes in you.

     …It is possible to have faith that you are enough; to know that Life is what it is, and it is enough. Our leaning toward faith and faithfulness is a life posture that may be the conscious aspect of all the tropisms of the living world—birds don’t live very long, but each day they sing at the first light of morning; the flower lasts only a few days, but each day flowers lean toward the sun; the taproot reaches for the water far below the surface of dry ground; the profligacy of nature makes far more squirrels and insects than seems reasonable so that some of them will survive to make more.

     Faith just may be the aware, human aspect of Life’s wanting more life, in all its joy and tragedy, in all its sadness, disappointment and grief, in all its finality. All its brevity and beauty.

At last, none of these suggestions—prayer, meditation, watching your breath, exercise—none of these will or can stop us from worrying. But, that’s why they call it practice. Because practice does not lead to perfection, nor an end to anxiety, nor to perfect peace. Practices like these lead us to inhabit our lives, to be present to whatever is our experience, even if nothing can be done to change it, make it better, make hurt be less or make it stop.

     So, how can I answer my question—what to do when nothing can be done? Nothing more than: Keep your faith banked and ready to use. That faith is a posture you know. Faithfulness is a gesture familiar to you, as familiar as saying hello to an old friend

     …Your faith, your tender faithfulness in the presence of so much in your life that is difficult, sad, unexpected—is what the world depends upon to keep being world. “Sink into the love of those around you for a time.”

     The poet, Mary Oliver, writes in her book, Red Bird, the poem When I Cried for Help:

“Where are you, Angel of Mercy?
Outside in the dusk, among the flowers?
Leaning against the window or the door?
Or waiting, half asleep, in the spare room?

I’m here, said the Angel of Mercy.
I’m everywhere—in the garden, in the house,
and everywhere else on earth—so much
asking, so much to do. Hurry! I need you.”

     The penultimate answer I can give you…, an answer incomplete as it is, and only partly satisfactory, is that when nothing can be done, we can simply be with each other. In the midst of all that troubles us, that assails us, all that asks for answers when none can be found, we can be with each other in our solitude, we can look upon each other with quiet eyes. For nearly everyone is dealing with something difficult. Nearly everyone. You. I. Each one of us an Angel of Mercy to someone else. So much asking, so many to be with in faithful ways of compassion.

     When nothing can be done, Hurry! Sweetly, tenderly—you are needed.

11.2: Caring by Rev. Dr. John Buehrens (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183787.shtml) (1,239 words)
     “What’s a soul?” Not a question Unitarian Universalists ask very often. We are more likely to joke, “Where can I get one, cheap?” In our approach to religious community, we leave the metaphysical issues for each of us to work out for ourselves. But questions of practical religion, like “What does it mean to care?”—especially to care for others while trying to care for one’s own soul, too—those questions deserve a response.

      So this morning I want to respond with a story. It may not be an entirely easy story to hear. But it’s one I feel I have to tell first for the sake of my own soul, and second for the sake of illustrating what we mean when we say, from this pulpit, that life, be it short or long, is simply a chance to grow a soul.

      It’s a story about my friend David. …[One] summer David was shot. Shot in the back while crossing the street. Shot in a city he was visiting on business, by three young teenagers—one with a handgun—out robbing tourists.

    David survived the attack. Just barely. The bullet severed his spinal cord. He was paralyzed from the waist down—at 42, as a husband, the father of two children I’d christened, and a textbook editor who loved his work and cared for his authors. Two weeks after the attack, he was brought back home, to a rehab hospital, to begin the hard work of adjusting to life in a wheelchair. But he was up for it.

     A rehab psychologist came to see him. Later David described the interview to his wife Teena. One question must have had to do with anger. David replied that he didn’t feel much—no desire for revenge, no real hatred toward the kids who had done this to him. Then he was worried. Should he be angry? Would that be helpful?

     No, said the psychologist. You don’t feel anger because you care about more important things. You feel connected to others. To your family, your friends, your job, your world. It’s only those who feel disconnected and terribly alone, who lose (or never develop) a capacity to care, whose anger destroys, both consuming them and lashing out at others.

     A few days after that conversation, a blood clot formed in David’s legs, dislodged, and suddenly snuffed out his life. His wife Teena told me the story when she asked me to conduct his funeral service.

     “Without friends, you die,” Teena remembered me saying in a sermon once. Of course the real truth is that even with friends, we all die—every one of us. Along the way, when our friends and loved ones die too soon, there is something in us that can threaten to die along with them. Some illusions, perhaps. Innocence may be lost, but goodness and caring can endure. The shock and the grief are real. And yes, the anger is real too. But unless it numbs us, even our anger at such losses can have caring uses.

     …Our power to cure may be limited. But our capacity to care, as human beings, is both infinite and, I swear it, immortal.

     David’s death reminded me of that. He and Teena had become friends of mine as members of my former congregation. When I christened their son Ian and their daughter Zoe, I remember remarking that her name, in Greek, is one of two words for life. There is bios, as in biology, which is the mortal life that in each of us dies. And then there is zoe, the life that endures, from generation to generation.

     …When David was a university student in philosophy, for example, he volunteered at the local prison, teaching Aristotle to lifers. Sometimes what he heard or saw affected him so deeply that he’d have to stop by the side of the road driving home to throw up. But he didn’t stop going, or caring.

     At grad school, he decided to go into publishing and was advised to start out in sales. It ran against the grain of his reflective character, but he never regretted doing it. Or looked back in anger at much of anything. He was too focused on what still remained to be learned, on what new things he could find meaning in, on growing his own soul and passing what he’d learned on to others.

     We try to take the raw text of life as it comes, do what editing is possible, and then pass it on. This is like the folk wisdom of Aunt Eliza Jane of Kentucky, U.S.A., who one Sunday declared that she could explain the mysteries of predestination and free will a damned sight better than Parson Jones, though she’d never been to any Bible college, because she was a quilter. And quilters know that what you bring to quilting is just whatever life has dealt you—an old scrap of this, a bit of worn-out that. And that’s predestination! But choosing a pattern, doing the cutting and sewing—that’s where we come to free will! Some choose one pattern, some another. But it’s together that we best produce what’s full of beauty and utility and worth passing on.

     …Jesus said, “Blessed are those who mourn.” And that’s something we do together, whenever we share those feelings. Then, we’re not alone. Then, we enter into the deepest communion known to humankind—the fellowship of those who’ve known the mark of pain, of vulnerability. And in learning that were not alone, we are blessed, with a continued caring in which we’re deeply connected, in which we encounter something immortal.

     The rehab psychologist affirmed it, and so did David: how caring and responsible we are in the way we live does matter. It matters forever. It’s not only that we’re observed, as Vaclav Havel puts it, “from elsewhere”—each of our lives inscribed, like David’s, in “the memory of Being.” It’s also that every life is a profession of faith, even involuntarily; and through the influence of a single life on others, that life has the care of other souls.

     …It’s in the second act of life that our loss of innocence is likely to come, after “happily ever after.” We still have death to face. And the only triumph over death comes to those who learn to care. For love is stronger than death. And then, no matter what losses we may have suffered—of parents, spouses, siblings, children, or beloved friends—we can affirm together, “Sometimes people leave you/ Half-way through the wood/ [but] No one is alone. Truly. No one is alone.”

“Your soul will live on, you know,” says Boris Pasternak’s Dr. Zhivago, to a young woman who is dying of cancer. “Your soul is you in others, others in you.” And so it is. Those who love most and care most deeply are those whose influence for good is broadest and most enduring.

     …As Henry Nouwen puts it, “The friend who cares makes it clear that, whatever happens in the external world, simply being present to each other is what really matters.”

     May we learn together to pass through the things that are fleeting, so as to be richer in those that abide. The beauty that lives with loving kindness. The transmutation of suffering into understanding love. The caring which, if we can feel it deeply enough, will endure from generation to generation. …

11.3: Choosing a Path by Rev. Molly Housh Gordon (Excerpt, full text at https://uucomo.org/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/2012-09-23_choosing_a_path.pdf) (1,424 words)
     …When I entered Divinity School in 2007, I was unsure what path I was traveling, though fairly sure it was a journey of a thousand miles, or more.

     At the beginning, I actually thought it was likely that I would become a theologian and an academic. Even though I had already felt a tug toward the ministry, academia would be so much easier to fit into my narrative of myself—deep thinker, academic overachiever, prestige chaser.

     This was the narrative of what I thought I should be. Of who I thought I should be. So I signed up for my impressive classes reading Kant and Hegel and learning German translation. And I started working on “making relationships” with important professors, which really meant trying to ingratiate myself to them with clever comments in class and general flattery.

     I found myself feeling stressed, and competitive. Sometimes I found myself feeling inadequate and uninspired.

     And then, one day amid all of this, I had an experience of awakening. And I must testify.

     I was sitting in class painfully racking my brain to come up with an intelligent critique of some fine point of an obscure theologian, when suddenly I felt something … a visceral realization bubbling up from deep within, a still small voice of authentic self, cutting through the noise, saying, “This is not me.”

     Were you worried I was going to say I heard God?

     I didn’t. Though don’t think I haven’t wished I could. Things would be so much easier if every fork in the road was marked clearly with a burning bush and a resonant voice saying “this way, not that one!”

     But no. What I did was run smack up against my self—the striving self who was attracted to the prestige of academia rather than the work of an academic; the self who needed balance between the world of ideas and practice; the self who stood at a fork and had to choose a path to walk.

      I didn’t want to teach, I realized. And while I loved reading philosophy and theology, I read it as a practitioner, not a scholarly critic. Attempting to do otherwise did nothing but frustrate me. I wanted to build upon, not deconstruct as was fashionable in my academic circles.

     And I didn’t really want to spend my days researching. I wanted to spend them reading poetry and writing prayers. I wanted to sit and hear people’s stories and dream up visions of how things could be. That was how I felt most creative, connected, and alive.

     That was the moment I stopped pretending to myself and my teachers and my family that I was going to be a professor. It was when my call to ministry congealed.

     It didn’t matter who I thought I should be. Being anything other than my gifted, flawed, and authentic self was doing violence to me and to the world around me, leaving me feeling frustrated and dissatisfied and limiting what I knew I had to give.

     To decide the path I would walk, I couldn’t look to my family’s expectations, or to my scholar friend and her particularly enviable talents, or to my own perceptions of what society would deem successful.

     …I had to look to myself. To find the life that was longing to be lived in me. The message that was mine and mine alone to speak.

     …To truly make a change or choose a new path, …each of us …have …to look deep within, to the values and longings that mark our most authentic self‐hood.

     This is true of spiritual paths and vocational paths. It is true of the myriad decisions we must make throughout our lives ‐ relationship decisions, parenting decisions, decisions about how we live and how we die. We must discern for ourselves. We must decide from our center.

     Discern means to distinguish between, or to separate by sifting. This sifting most often refers to sorting out the options – all the different paths we might follow. But I think we must also distinguish between external and internal impulse. We must sift through the competing influences in our lives in order to locate the still small voice inside each of us that is our core, our health and wholeness, our true self with all its limits and all its gifts. It is from there that we must decide.

     Parker Palmer writes movingly about vocation in his book Let Your Life Speak, and he reminds us that discernment of vocation is not a goal to achieve, but rather a gift to be received. It is the fulfillment of the selfhood we are all born with. “It is a strange gift,” he says, “this birthright gift of self. Accepting it turns out to be even more demanding than attempting to become someone else!”

     Learning and accepting who we are and acting from that center is the work of a lifetime. We are never finished, never complete. We decide on an authentic path, and then inevitably we are changed by it and find ourselves re‐assessing, re‐centering, and deciding once more.

     It has seemed to me that I go through an intensive period of self‐examination and self‐doubt at least every couple of years, and usually it is horribly painful. And much as I might wish otherwise, every time, I grow.

     So I was intrigued to learn from a friend studying spiritual direction about a widely used method of discernment that seeks to make habitual and intentional the process of self‐examination. 

     …This method is Ignatian Spirituality. And it is often referred to as “a spirituality of decision‐making,” and was founded on the experience of the 16th century Catholic Saint Ignatius of Loyola.

     St. Ignatius believed that decision‐making must be rooted in self‐awareness, and recommended twice daily “examen” or examination, a guided method of prayerfully reviewing the events of the day, examining every moment in order awaken one’s inner sensitivity, to recognize one’s own actions, desires, and spiritual state.

     The goal of this exercise is to locate the places where we feel challenged and to interpret those places as an invitation to growth and to change, or at least to deeper reflection and self‐understanding. Can you imagine doing that every day? It seems growth would be inevitable. Ignatius believed that through this careful and regular self‐examination we could find and acknowledge our own blind spots and know ourselves more truly.

     Note, that the goal of this self‐examination was never personal perfection, but always clear‐eyed self‐knowledge. Perfection is neither a part of our job nor a goal of personal growth.

     In Ignatian practice, discernment is rooted in the belief that humans are always being invited and drawn into the fullness of life, always lured by possibility toward greater flourishing. Discernment for Ignatius is a meditative pondering or mulling over the choices a person wishes to consider. It is focused on intuition, rather than rational thought – the point is to reach a state of centered clarity of heart and orient ourselves to the direction where our spirit has already begun to move.

     According to this system, we can gain clarity of heart by recognizing and acknowledging our ever‐changing feelings of consolation and desolation.

     Feelings of consolation are those that give rise to life, love, peace, joy, creativity, and communion. These signal a life‐giving path, and they are harmonious with the Spirit, even when painful. Feelings of consolation don’t always mean that we are at ease or comfortable, but that we are moving in the right direction, toward abundance and fulfillment.

     The flip side of this coin is desolation. Feelings of desolation give rise to confusion, alienation, and discord. When we feel desolation, we know that we have moved or been moved down a path that is not our own. Not truly. But there is wisdom there, and time on the wrong path is never wasted when we are willing to learn about ourselves from its struggle.

     …The challenge is to understand that both are necessary in the abundance of life. Dark and light must both move through our lives for either to have meaning. As Parker Palmer writes, a way closing helps direct our path just as much as way opening.

     Every time we stumble far away from ourselves into the land of desolation, we learn more about who we truly are.

     …[I]n every season, a new way of being may reveal itself, a path of wholeness and authenticity may emerge that will lead us to the life we have imagined. The life that is longing to live in us. …

11.4: Holding Fast by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183479.shtml) (1,449 words)
     The world is a slippery sort of thing. It can be hard, very hard, to hold on to all the many pieces of life. In our days on this earth, we may try new ideas, new plans, new relationships, careers or places to live. No matter how many or how few sorts of things we devote our living to, we can be assured that not all of them will last. There is plenty of trial and error to life; what was familiar and sustaining will sometimes pass away, and what is exciting and new and untested does not always transform into a well-established part of our deeper selves.

     Sometimes, despite our best efforts and finest intentions, some piece of the world proves too slippery for us to hold onto. In his unpublished essay Why I Gave Up Zen, contemporary science journalist John Horgan tells the story of his ill-fated attempt to take a course in Zen Buddhist meditation. Coming with hopes of developing a spiritual practice that would contribute to his over-all wellbeing, he found himself constantly distracted by frustrations that his internal critic could neither ignore nor forgive. Chief among these frustrations, he admits, were some of his classmates. He writes: “The worst was Cell-phone Man, so-called because the first time he came to [our] class his cell-phone beeper kept going off. During [seated meditation] he also infuriated me by yawning, sighing, and twisting his head with a crunching noise. When [our instructor] at the end of our sessions asked if anyone had any questions or comments, Cell-phone Man invariably piped up, loudly.... Once he told us that something amazing had happened to him the previous weekend. All the thoughts in his head began spontaneously turning into songs, and he realized that creation is nothing more than God turning silence into song, which is really just vibrations, and, you know, energy.”

      Eventually, John Horgan took his frustrations and mental conflict about the class out into the snow with him, attempting to practice mindfulness while cross-country skiing. But even the cold simplicity of fresh snow and white sky could not save him from his wandering mind, and all the sights and thoughts that intruded on him as he tried desperately to “be here now”. After berating himself repeatedly for stray thoughts as varied as his daughter’s cold, his wife’s social activism and his curiosity about the animal tracks crossing his path through the woods, Horgan finally gave up on the spiritual practice he was cultivating.

     It can be a very hard thing to acknowledge, to others and to ourselves, that some goal, some challenge, some want of ours is beyond our grasp. Even when the job just wasn’t right for us, or the marriage just wasn’t good for either of us, or that dream that we were following took us down a path we could not follow – even if we know in our minds that letting go is the right thing to do, it can be so hard, and so painful to let go with our hearts. Yet our lives are shaped not only by what we carry with us, but also by what we have left behind.

     Unitarian Universalism …deeply values search, ongoing growth and the discovery of new ideas, thoughts and perspectives. Often, we find that our free and responsible search for truth and meaning requires us to leave behind what is familiar, inherited, or traditional. No less a prophet of this movement than William Ellergy Channing expressed some of this sentiment when he wrote: “I call that mind free, which resists the bondage of habit, which does not mechanically repeat itself and copy the past, which does not live on old virtue, which does not enslave itself to precise rules, but forgets what is behind, listens for new and higher monitions of conscience, and rejoices to pour in fresh and higher exertions.”

     These are brave words, ones that match the brave work of going out, of finding what is new and unfamiliar and of questing for the truth, wherever it may lead. There are times when leaving where we are, and letting go of what has been is necessary for growth, or for justice, or for peace, or for survival. …But just as there is reason to celebrate letting go, there is also reason to honor holding fast: living with a persistent commitment to something larger than oneself.

     …The poet Robert Frost describes steadfast and abiding commitment with these brief words:

“The heart can think of no devotion
Greater than being shore to the ocean—
Holding the curve of one position,
Counting an endless repetition.”

       What things, in life, require this persistence? The practice of religion, the exercise of citizenship, the construction and maintenance of an institution, such as a partnership, a family or an Association of Congregations; all these things, and many more, need lasting and abiding effort in order to endure. The institutions and identities by which we define ourselves are only so strong and so permanent as the human commitments out of which they are made.

     …[A] friend of mine who is long a veteran of the United States Navy …reminded me of a traditional naval tattoo. Two words, eight letters, inked across the fingers of both hands to read the instruction: HOLD FAST. The safe journey of a ship often depends upon the strength and dedication of its crew in holding down or hauling in this line or that. The message is a reminder, it seems to me, that the common good of the boat relies on the embodied commitment of all those aboard.

       I received poignant instruction in what it means to hold fast to something beloved while on a trip [years ago] to New Orleans. Fifteen of us from Boston’s Arlington Street Church spent a week in the Crescent City, slinging paint and joint compound, hauling dirt, planting garden beds and bearing witness.

     …One late afternoon, our group took a solemn tour of the lower 9th Ward, a section of the city that was ignored by the national imagination until the storms, their aftermath, and the American media turned that neighborhood into a spectacle of desolation. The 9th Ward has been the heart of the working-class black population of New Orleans for generations. Hit by the very worst of the catastrophic flooding that New Orleans experienced in the late summer of 2005, the lower 9th was almost uniformly flattened. Staring out at what used to be several acres of well-loved homes, I saw whole blocks of houses reduced to vacant lots, their contents spilled out on rubble and grass with little sets of concrete steps leading up to front doorways that were no longer there.

      It is the sort of view that makes the soul grow coarse, to survey the consequences of a broken canal, wrought by human hands, ordered by human minds uncaring of the risk it posed to the human lives beside its walls. Seeing all those broken houses stirred in me feelings of both anger and grief: carrying those feelings with me still, is one of the costs, and one of the gifts, of that journey south. But here is the lesson I offer from it today: amidst the ruin and the rot, there stood a dirty-white trailer. It was the sort furnished by FEMA or rented from a private company and used by pre-Katrina residents who have returned to the Gulf Coast to rebuild their broken homes. In a neighborhood that was all but completely empty, largely devoid of standing houses let alone of people to live in them, this trailer made a bold statement. “I am here,” it seemed to say. “I will hold to this place, my home. I will not be moved.”

     …It is not a question as to whether we will, in our lives, leave things which are familiar and well-known to us behind. That much is a sure consequence of living. Likewise, we need to trust in things outside ourselves in order to sustain our being. A tree needs roots; it also needs branches. These, then, are the questions before us: How much courage will we show, in our holding on and in our letting go? How much wisdom will we find to guide us in choosing between the one and the other? And how much space will we make for both demands, in ourselves and in others? Will there be honors for the immigrant, the convert, the refugee, as well as for the loyal holdout, the born member and the internal agitator? What are you holding on to, that you need to let go of? What have you let go of, that you need desperately to pick up again?

11.5: Getting Through the Night by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/getting-through-night) (1,314 words)
     Bob and Addie Polk had moved into the neighborhood in 1970, when the little houses were relatively new, and through the years they had been friendly with the neighbors. After her husband died, Addie kept more to herself, increasingly limited by declining health in older age. Bob Dillon and his wife next door did stop in to visit with her regularly, and helped her a little with the yard work, but still, the house fell prey to deferred maintenance and came to look pretty shabby.

     It was a fine spring day when the sheriff’s deputies came. They waited outside for a while waiting for the representative from Countrywide Home Loans. Bob Dillon joined them, curious about what was going on. He was surprised to learn that Addie’s house had been foreclosed. Ninety years old and hard of hearing, she often didn’t answer her phone or even her doorbell. She had no children or other relatives in town—the town was Akron, OH, and this is all based on a story by Peter Boyer in the New Yorker magazine….. Addie drove herself to the grocery store, and every Sunday to the Antioch Baptist Church nearby. She was independent.

     The person from Countrywide never showed up, and the deputies were ready to leave when they heard a noise from inside the house. They began to be concerned that Addie might have fallen or something. The neighbor, Bob Dillon, thought he knew a way to get into the house, and the deputies encouraged him to go ahead. He found her lying in bed with a gun beside her. She had shot herself as the deputies waited to carry out the eviction.

     The story has a slightly better ending than you might think, but still not great. Addie was taken to the hospital, where she recovered from the gunshot wound. The foreclosure was canceled, and as it turned out, she went from the hospital to a nursing home rather than returning to her house. The foreclosure drama took place on October 1 ….; she died peacefully in early April. Addie was reported early on as saying from her hospital bed, “It was a crazy thing to do.”

     Yes, it was a crazy thing to do. She had gotten tangled up in financial finagling to supplement the very small income she was left with after her husband died. And she hadn’t talked it over with anyone. 

     …The U.S. Department of Health and Human Services assures us that getting through tough economic times can be hazardous to your health, even to the point of making suicide look like an attractive option.

     Our faith tradition offers some guidance for dealing with the stress that comes from financial difficulties. For one thing, we are a people who believe in science and the scientific method. That means making observations—gathering data-- and then analyzing what you find. In the case of financial difficulty, you’ll want to notice what is happening in the realm of money, debt, and possessions, of course. But you’ll also want to notice if you have any of the warning signs of depression, anxiety, substance abuse, or compulsive behaviors….

     …So our spiritual tradition says “notice what’s happening.” Don’t so much fret as make lists. Be systematic about what there is to be concerned about and decide what your next steps need to be. If you are getting in your own way, regard yourself with compassion. There are reasons why you are acting as you are, even if what you are doing might ultimately be counterproductive. Take time to sit with your feelings about the situation rather than rushing around trying to make things better. Allow a sense of perspective to enter your thoughts—recognize that this is happening in the midst of a life that still has goodness and hope in it. If you start in on worrying over and over, remind yourself: “wait—I already worried about this before.” Once is enough! If you are a person who talks things over to work through your troubles, be alert about how much talking you are doing—it’s the same as fretting if you just go on and on. Make lists, and remember what you’ve worried about before.

     Our tradition says, move toward the sources of goodness and hope. That may mean prayer for you, or it may direct you toward the actual live humans who share your life, or both. Evoking the spirit of our spiritual ancestor, Henry David Thoreau, you might want take time for long walks or do other physical exercise that allows your mind to settle into a deeper place where the awfulness of what’s happening just now looks like a passing dark cloud. It’s still awful, but it’s not the only thing there is. Once you determine it’s not the end of the world, though, you have to face it. Putting it in perspective doesn’t mean you can run away.

     There’s the joke about the person of faith who is trapped at home by rising flood waters (I’ve heard this told with both male and female protagonist—take your pick). Someone comes by with a rope that’s anchored to the shore and says, “hold on, and we’ll walk to safety.” The person declines, saying “God will provide”. The waters rise, and someone comes by in a rowboat as our person is looking out the second-floor window. “Climb in, and I’ll take you to shore.” But no, “God will provide.” And finally, as the person is sitting on the roof, a helicopter comes and lowers a ladder. The person waves them off, “God will provide.” So you can imagine the scene when our person reaches the pearly gates of heaven, “Why didn’t God save me?” “We sent you a rope, a rowboat, and a helicopter, what more did you want?” Ours is not a faith that offers to save you unless you do your part. You need to manage your anxiety, AND you need to find the rope, rowboat, or helicopter you need.

     …As much as we are self-reliant and scientific-minded, we are a people who believe in the wisdom of other humans. Reach out to others. Find the resources that can help you with your material situation.

     …So our tradition teaches that it’s important to manage worry in healthful ways: slow down and notice compassionately what the situation really is, begin to get a sense of perspective. And breathe. Breathe into the stress and anxiety and let it go. In our devotion to truth, we say look fearlessly and compassionately at the situation and the possible solutions. Reach out to others to develop your thinking, because when something is a really big deal for you, it’s really likely that you aren’t seeing clearly. Those others may not be right, either, but talking it over will help you think.

     Remember always that you are not alone. Addie Polk was as alone as she was in her house facing foreclosure at least partly because of her own choices. Yet there is a sense in which she was not alone—there were kind people next door, a faith community that had been her church home for forty years, and a group of long-time women friends who gathered every Sunday for lunch and laughter after church.

     …So there you have it. Cultivate calmness and courage with meditation, prayer, making lists, and talking things over. Be analytical: seek the truth about the situation and your options for dealing with it. Seek guidance both from the deep truth within and from actual people you know and trust. Grab hold of the rope, jump into the rowboat, climb the ladder into the helicopter, and survive. You are more than your job and more than your most important possession. Respect the worth and dignity of every person, including yourself. Live life, even in the darkest times. And you will make it through the night.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“To look for solace is to learn to ask fiercer and more exquisitely pointed questions, questions that reshape our identities and our bodies and our relation to others.”   David Whyte

“She wondered whether there was a limit to desolation or whether it grew endlessly, infinitely. Desolation with a hundred faces and more, desolation of a hundred different kinds and more, like the color blue.”   Antonia Michaelis 

“You don’t have to put your hand on [Mother] Mary’s heart to get strength and consolation and rescue, and the other things we need to get through life,” she said. “You can place it right here on your own heart. Your own heart.” Sue Monk Kidd 

“How desolate the landscape can be / between the regions of kindness.”   Naomi Shihab Nye
“The only choice we have as we mature is how we inhabit our vulnerability, how we become larger and more courageous and more compassionate….”   David Whyte

“We need to be angels for each other, to give …strength and consolation. When we ...realize that the cup of life is not only a cup of sorrow but also a cup of joy will we be able to drink.” Henri Nouwen

“People who are less happy, I find, are always consoling those who are more [happy].”   Renata Adler 

“Thus even tragedy can be accompanied by a trace of relief. The discovery that heartbreak is indeed heartbreaking consoles us about our humanity.”   Lionel Shriver 

“This overwhelming need for help never really changes in a human life from the first day we are brought from the womb….”   David Whyte

“Memory, which so confounds our waking life with anticipation and regret, may well be our one earthly consolation when time slips out of joint.”   Keith Donohue 

“The heart can get really cold if all you’ve known is winter.”   Benjamin Alire Sáenz 

“Circumstances in life often take us places that we never intended to go. We visit some places of beauty, others of pain and desolation.”   Kristin Armstrong

“The measure of our courage is the measure of our willingness to embrace disappointment….”   David Whyte

“There is nothing so cruel in this world as the desolation of having nothing to hope for.”   Haruki Murakami 

“When desolation surrounded you, blessed be those who looked for you and found you, their kind hands urgent to open a blue window in the gray wall formed around you.”   John O’Donohue
“To regret fully is to appreciate how high the stakes are in even the average human life.”   David Whyte

“Nobody can have the consolations of religion or philosophy unless …[they have] first experienced their desolations.”   Aldous Huxley 

“Heartbreak is how we mature.”   David Whyte

“Simple kindness can go a long way toward encouraging someone who is stuck in a desolate place.”   Mike Yankoski
“The self-esteem one acquires and a well-earned feeling of one’s strength are the only consolation in this world.”   Paul Gauguin 

“Even among familiar faces, people often feel invisible and desolate, like an island in cold waters or a shadow apart from the crowd. Be the reason another never feels alone.”   Richelle E. Goodrich
“Despair is a difficult, beautiful necessary, a binding understanding between human beings caught in a fierce and difficult world where half of our experience is mediated by loss….”   David Whyte

“Hence we must support one another, console one another, mutually help, counsel, and advise, for the measure of every …[one’s] virtue is best revealed in time of adversity—adversity that does not weaken …but rather shows …[who one] is.”   Thomas à Kempis 

“There’s just this for consolation: an hour here or there when our lives seem, against all odds and expectations, to burst open and give us everything we’ve ever imagined.”   Michael Cunningham 

“It is normal and wise for us to rely at moments upon the insights, the courage, and the consolation which our …brothers [and sisters] can give us, knowing full well that they in turn will rely upon our gifts and strength on other critical occasions.”   Joshua Loth Liebman

“There are those who are awkward in the face of sorrow, fearing to say the wrong thing; to them, I say, there is no wrong in comfort, ever. A kind word, a consoling arm ... these things are ever welcome.”   Jacqueline Carey 

“We may be powerless to alter certain events, but we remain free to choose our attitude towards them, and it is in our spontaneous acceptance of necessity that we find our distinctive freedom.”   Alain de Botton 

“Memory is of no use to the remembered, only to those who remember. We build ourselves with memory and console ourselves with memory.”  Laurent Binet 
“No lies are more seductive than the ones we use to console ourselves.”   Laila Lalami 

“Pain is the first proper step to real compassion; it can be a foundation for understanding all those who struggle with their existence.”   David Whyte

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.”  John O’Donohue
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