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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources

Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: We Meet on Holy Ground by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (99 words)

1.2: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen (155 words)

1.3: The Sacred Hour by Rev. Christopher A. Rothbauer (93 words)
1.4: Sabbath Invitation by Rev. John Gibb Millspaugh (44 words)

1.5: Come, let us worship together by Rev. Lindsay Bates (67 words)

1.6: Come ye into this house of worship! by Rev. Liz Parish (55 words)

1.7: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd (95 words)

1.8: Sanctuary of the Soul by David Chapman (303 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin (161 words)

2.2: Determined Seed by Laura Wallace (51 words)

2.3: The Cup of Life by Rev. Lisa Doege (87 words)

2.4: Blessed is the fire that burns deep in the soul by Rev. Eric Heller-Wagner (66 words)

2.5: A Communion of Heart and Soul by Rv. Bruce Southworth (41 words)

2.6: Chalice Lighting on Thresholds by Rev. Florence Caplow (38 words)
2.7: The Hearth of the Chalice by Bear W. Qolezcua (40 words)
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea

3.2 SLT #15 The Lone, Wild Bird

3.3: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love 
3.4: SLT #34 Though I My Speak with Bravest Fire 
3.5: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal
3.6: SLT #83 Winds Be Still

3.7: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life

3.8: SLT #112 Do You Hear?
      Singing the Journey 

3.9: SJT #1001 Breaths 
3.10: SJT #1002 Comfort Me
3.11: SJT #1007 There’s a River Flowin’ in My Soul
3.12: SJT #1011 Return Again

3.13: SJT #1014 Standing on the Side of Love
3.14: SJT #1038 The 23rd Psalm
3.15: SJT #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead
3.16: SJT #1052 The Oneness of Everything
3.17 SJT #1053 How Could Anyone

3.18: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
     Choral Music 

3.19: Gravitas by Jacob Narverud
3.20: My Soul is a River by Ben Allaway
3.21: My Soul is Awakened by Brad Burrill
3.22: The Music of My Soul by Alejandro Consolacion II
3.23: Your Soul is a Song by Daniel Hughes
     Popular Music

3.24: Free My Soul by Fearless Soul with lyrics (4:37)

3.25: Fix You by Fearless Soul (5:11)

3.26: Take Me Home by Jess Glynne (Lyric Video) (4:26)
3.27: Find Me by Forest Blakk (spoken word) (4:56)

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

3.29: Would Anyone Care by Citizen Soldier (3:45)

3.30: Monsters by James Blunt (4:20)

3.31: Care by Kid Rock with Angaleena Presley & T.I. (4:18)

3.32: People Help the People by Birdy - [Official Music Video] (4:17)

3.33: In the arms of an angel by Sarah McLachlan (4:33)

3.34: He Ain't Heavy He's My Brother by The Justice Collective (2012) (4:35)
3.35: Wind Beneath My Wings by Bette Midler (4:18)

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

3.37: Stand by Me by Playing For Change—Song Around The World (5:27)
3.38: Care for You by Mario (3:32)

3.39: Song For Mama by Boyz ll Men form the movie, Soul Food (5:01)

3.40: While He Still Knows Who I Am by Kenny Chesney, An Alzheimer's Tribute (4:14)

3.41: All I Want sung by Alexandra Porat from the film, Me Before You (5:14)

3.42: Tears in Heaven by Eric Clapton (4:34)

3.43: Caring and Compassion (2:27)
3.44: Who Will Save Your Soul by Jewel with lyrics (3:58)

3.45: Song of the Soul by Cris Williamson (4:39)

3.46: All that you have is your soul by Tracy Chapman (5:15)
3.47: Take Care of My Soul by Marques Bovre and the Evil Twins (4:40)
3.48: To Where You Are by Josh Groban (4:04)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Becoming Real by Margery Williams (387 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)

5.2: Thanks Be for These by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)

5.3: Stirred by the Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (68 words)

5.4: Soul Lifts by Rev. Tess Baumberger (201 words)

5.5: Singing in the Night by Rev. David O. Rankin (137 words)

5.6: May we look with gratitude upon this day by Rev. Michael Leduc (134 words)

5.7: In the midst of a world by Rebecca Parker (177 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)

6.2: To Sit in the Unknowing by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (125 words)

6.3: Prayer of Purpose and Inner Fire by Rev. Tamara Lebak 204 words)

6.4: History’s Road by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley & Rev. Clyde Grubbs (396 words)

6.5: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)

6.6: The Lord’s Prayer Revisited by Rev. Daniel Kanter (73 words)

6.7: The moment of prayer by Rev. Earl K. Holt III (252 words)

6.8: Join Hands—Join Spirits by David Chapman (104 words)

6.9: Heart’s delight, Source of mercy by Rev. W. Frederick Wooden (89 words)

6.10: Heart and Soul by Philip Larson (67 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #439 We Gather in Reverence by Rev. Sophia Lyon Fahs

7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp
7.3: SLT #531 The Oversoul by Ralph Waldo Emerson

7.4: SLT #535 Deep Calls to Deep Psalm 42

7.5: SLT #652 The Great End in Religious Instruction by Rev. William Ellery Channing

7.6: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Rev. Ralph Helverson

7.7: Wake up O my Soul By Rev. Ma Theresa "Tet" Gustilo Gallardo (121 words)

8.0: Readings

8.1: Where God Is by Kenny Wiley (515 words)

8.2: All This Talk of Saving Souls by Linda Underwood (131 words)

8.3: A History of Church, Including Yours by Sean Neil-Barron (504 words)

8.4: First Breath by Adam Lawrence Dyer (107 words)

8.5: Materializing by Jean Olson (71 words)

8.6: “Hope” is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson (69 words)

8.7: Creating Fire by Rev. Stephen Shick (54 words)

8.8: Love Knows You by Rev. Barbara Merritt (513 words)

8.9: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)

8.10: Who Am I Not to Be Blessed? by Chris Jimmerson (139 words)

8.11: A History of Soul by Rev. Dr. Gabriele Parks (371 words)

8.12: Bone by Mary Oliver (235 words)

8.13: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words)

8.14: Mending by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (226 words)

8.15: Soul Food (excerpt) Rev. Lisa Friedman (272 words)

8.16: Soul Work by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (92 words)

8.17: Thanks Be for These by Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)
8.18: Meditation on Musica Universalis by Joel Tishken (315 words)
8.19: The Holy Work of Showing Up by Rev. Ashley Horan (273 words)
8.20: Into the Wilderness by Sarah York (319 words)
8.21: How We Sell Our Soul for a Quarter by Jill Duffield (172 words)
8.22: Be Grateful, My Soul by Norbert Fabian Capek (93 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: Only one thing is required of us by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (87 words)

10.2: This Hallowed Place by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (56 words)

10.3: Let us sing the magic of imagination by Rev. Susan Van Dreser (90 words)

10.4: Into the World Singing by Rev. Dawn Skjei Cooley (133 words)

10.5: Grace, Not Perfection by Rev. Julia Corbett-Hemeyer (51 words)

10.6: What Will You Worship? by Rev. Dr. Barbara Wells ten Hove (83 words)
10.7: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (33 words)
10.8: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
10.9: Ripples of Love by Rev. Jay Wolin (109 words)
10.10: Be a Singer by Rev. David Johnson (44 words)
10.11: What I Know by Rev. Kenneth W. Collier (55 words)
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Care of the Soul by Rev. Anthony David Makar (excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,301 words)
11.2: Dark Night of the Soul: How We Live Through Dark Nights and Short Days by Rev. Nancy Palmer Jones (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,017  words)

11.3: Care of the Soul by Rev. Gary Kowalski (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,447 words)

11.4: Shy Soul, Wild Soul by Rev. Erin Gingrich (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,122 words)

11.5: Making Sense of the Soul by Rev. Michael Schuler (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,469 words)

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: We Meet on Holy Ground by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (99 words)

We meet on holy ground,

Brought into being as life encounters life,

As personal histories merge into the communal story,

As we take on the pride and pain of our companions,

As separate selves become community.

How desperate is our need for one another:

Our silent beckoning to our neighbors,

Our invitations to share life and death together,

Our welcome into the lives of those we meet,

And their welcome into our own.

May our souls capture this treasured time.

May our spirits celebrate our meeting

In this time and in this space,

For we meet on holy ground.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/we-meet-holy-ground 

1.2: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen (155 words)

Come sit by our fire and let us share stories. Let me hear your tales of far-off lands, wanderer, and I will tell you of my travels. Share your experience of the holy with me, worshipper, and I will tell you of that which I find divine. Come and stay, lover of leaving, for ours is no caravan of despair, but of hope. We would hear your stories of grief and sorrow as readily as those of joy and laughter, for there is a time and a place and a hearing for all the stories of this world. Stories are the breath and word of the spirit of life, that power that we name love. Come, for our fire is warm and we have seats for all. Come, again and yet again, come speak to me of what fills your heart, what engages your mind, what resides in your soul. Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-sit-our-fire 

1.3: The Sacred Hour by Rev. Christopher A. Rothbauer (93 words)
We set aside an hour each week to worship the Holy, to come together as a community, and to refresh our souls. Let us consecrate this hour with the spirit of devotion and an attitude of reverence, and may we find in this sacred hour the grace we need to love ourselves, our beloved community, and our world. May the Holy meet us in this place and guide our hearts and souls in our search for truth and understanding. May we rejoice and be present in this holy place during our hour together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/282378.shtml 

1.4: Sabbath Invitation by Rev. John Gibb Millspaugh (44 words)

Leave aside the little thoughts

that distract you from the depths of your soul,

For this is a holy place, and

now is a holy time.

Join with the others in this room,

this community of seekers,

and together, let us find our Sabbath.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5358.shtml 

1.5: Come, let us worship together by Rev. Lindsay Bates (67 words)

     Come, let us worship together.

     Let us open our minds to the challenge of reason, 
open our hearts to the healing of love, 
open our lives to the calling of conscience, 
open our souls to the comfort of joy. 
     Astonished by the miracle of life, 
grateful for the gift of fellowship, 
confident in the power of living faith, 
we are here gathered: 
     Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5196.shtml 

1.6: Come ye into this house of worship! by Rev. Liz Parish (55 words)

Come ye into this house of worship! Come in and find peace and rest, inspiration and aspiration, fellowship and love. Come in and find light for your darkness, a friend’s touch for your loneliness, and music for your soul. Come in and let your heart sing for all the blessings that are yours this day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5200.shtml 

1.7: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd (95 words)

Wind that whispers through the willow trees

Sun that sustains us

Water that washes over willing earth and weathered stones

A smile shared and savored

A child’s squeal of delight as she dances in the daisies and daffodils

The quiet joy of gathered community

This, this is the spirit of life and love that we call forth now into this gathering

May this spirit infuse our hearts, fill our souls, and carry us forward like a wave on the ocean

as we enter now into this sacred time and space.

Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/wind-water-sun 

1.8: Sanctuary of the Soul by David Chapman (303 words)
     To those of you who are visitors here for the first time, thank you again for being with us.

     If you are lonely, here you will find a warm companionship.

     Here, in this sanctuary of hope, you can find a new seat at the table of life, and feast yourself on love and fellowship, and you will not hunger for the touch of a human hand or an embrace of your searching spirit.

     If you are afraid or if you have been abused, if you ache with fatigue, here, you will find rest. You will be comforted, your spiritual wounds will be dressed and your courage will be returned to you. You will be led beside the still waters, and your soul will be restored.

     If you seek to understand, here you will be encouraged in your search. Wonderful pathways will be lit unto you, and wherever your journeys take you, you will know that you can always come home again to this place, made sacred by our love for you.

     This is a sanctuary of the soul. There are no boundaries in this cathedral of hope.

     The collective wisdom of all humankind and our painful but glorious history are open to you here. Your heart and your mind need never struggle with one another in a Unitarian Universalist congregation. We have no fear of science; we have no fear of knowledge here.

     If someday you decide to join us, you may feel what I have felt, in the words of author Dorothy Leigh Sayers: "All my life I have been wandering in the dark—but now I have found your heart(s)—and am satisfied." And "And what do all the great words come to in the end, but that?—I love you—I am at rest with you—I have come home." *From Sayers' novel, Busman's Honeymoon

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/welcome/sanctuary-of-soul 

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin (161 words)

Are we a people of holding on or of letting go?

Holding on to rigid ideas or

Letting go and opening our minds and our hearts, to something new;

Holding on to certainty of how things should be or

Letting go and living with the uncertainty of new ways of being in the world;

Holding on to what makes us comfortable or

Letting go so we may grow which can be uncomfortable;

Holding on to what makes us safe or

Letting go to make room to help others feel safe?

With this flame, this symbol of our religion, 
let it be a symbol of burning up the ties that hold us back from being our true self and reaching our true potential;

let it be a symbol of lighting a new way for us into a better tomorrow;

and let it be a symbol of letting go

Because holding on too long and too tightly is never good for the soul.

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

2.2: 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/chalice-lighting/determined-seed 

2.3: The Cup of Life by Rev. Lisa Doege (87 words)

“Why a flaming chalice?” the question comes.

It’s the cup of life, we answer.

A cup of blessings overflowing.

A cup of water to quench our spirits’ thirst.

A cup of wine for celebration and dedication.

The flame of truth.

The fire of purification.

Oil for anointing, healing.

Out of chaos, fear, and horror,

thus was the symbol crafted, a generation ago.

So may it be for us,

in these days of uncertainty, sorrow, and rage.

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

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

2.4: Blessed is the fire that burns deep in the soul by Rev. Eric Heller-Wagner (66 words)

Blessed is the fire that burns deep in the soul. It is the flame of the human spirit touched into being by the mystery of life. It is the fire of reason; the fire of compassion; the fire of community; the fire of justice; the fire of faith. It is the fire of love burning deep in the human heart; the divine glow in every life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/blessed-is-fire 

2.5: A Communion of Heart and Soul by Rv. Bruce Southworth (41 words)

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

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

2.6: Chalice Lighting on Thresholds by Rev. Florence Caplow (38 words)
We kindle this flame,

Honoring the doorways in our souls:

The windows through which we gaze at one another

The balconies where we catch glimpses of sky

The thresholds we stand on this morning

Wondering, hoping, fearing, dreaming.

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

2.7: The Hearth of the Chalice by Bear W. Qolezcua (40 words)
As we light the chalice may our souls become its hearth.

We join our hearts to the one great flame of bright compassion,

Beloved Community, and fervent justice.

May we become lanterns to the world,

lighting the way for all.

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

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea

3.2 SLT #15 The Lone, Wild Bird

3.3: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love 
3.4: SLT #34 Though I My Speak with Bravest Fire 
3.5: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal
3.6: SLT #83 Winds Be Still

3.7: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life

3.8: SLT #112 Do You Hear?
      Singing the Journey 

3.9: SJT #1001 Breaths 
3.10: SJT #1002 Comfort Me
3.11: SJT #1007 There’s a River Flowin’ in My Soul
3.12: SJT #1011 Return Again

3.13: SJT #1014 Standing on the Side of Love
3.14: SJT #1038 The 23rd Psalm
3.15: SJT #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead
3.16: SJT #1052 The Oneness of Everything
3.17 SJT #1053 How Could Anyone

3.18: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
     Choral Music 

3.19: Gravitas by Jacob Narverud
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:55) (piano)

“Narverud's original text expresses the thought that while the weight of the cares of this world is very heavy, we can shine our light into the world to bring hope. Translated into Latin, this text is set with deep moments of harmonic complexity that open into shimmering statements that evoke the sense of gravity and light in a way that feels both ancient and modern. A dramatic and colorful concert work for mixed choirs!”

Text: 

     The heavy burden of life forces weight on the soul, and the gravity of darkness moves in slowly. 

     The unknown world of tomorrow makes it hard to cope, hard to dream, hard to be. 

     If time is a friend to no one, then now is the only time to live—to truly live—and to love. 

     Shine your light into the darkness and reveal the depths of hope. Then gravity will force weight on your soul no more.

Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1649 

3.20: My Soul is a River by Ben Allaway
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:20) (a capella)

“Poet/composer Ben Allaway adds his own thoughts to a biblical verse [Amos 5:24] and creates a spiritual that swings with a strong message of hope.”
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=535 

3.21: My Soul is Awakened by Brad Burrill
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:00) (a capella)

The poem by Anne Bronte is about the impact of the wind: 

     My soul is awakened, my spirit is soaring 

     And carried aloft on the wings of the breeze; 

     For above and around me the wild wind is roaring, 

     Arousing to rapture the earth and the seas. 

The piece begins with the choir singing on nonsense syllables to imitate the flowing wind.  A joyful, upbeat piece
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=711 

3.22: The Music of My Soul by Alejandro Consolacion II
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: ?) (piano)

“The lyrics laud the value of music, and the beautiful melody provides aural proof of this value. An elegant accompaniment makes this piece extra special.” 

Text by Jean Arevalo:
     Come with me and hold my hand. 

Let us share this moment. 

Listen to this song that says it all. 

Words of love from deep our hearts,
from within our souls,
that over flows spreading forth.
     Let me sing this song.
that I hope lives on and on,
Touching our hearts.
Touching our souls,
Giving us strength,
Giving us our hope.
Let me sing to you,
the music of my soul.
     Feel the joy, feel the love,
Music brings into our lives,
Binding us together,
Making us one,
Music unites us all,
Making friends of foes,
lifting up each other.
     And I sing to you,
and I share with you,
for all of you,
the music of my soul.
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1502 

3.23: Your Soul is a Song by Daniel Hughes
(voicing: SSAATTBB) (level: medium) (length: 6:00) (a capella)

     “As the music builds to its peak, it travels through lush harmonies, with much textual overlay adding to the intensity of the journey. After a final dramatic choral splash the music peacefully ends with the simple unity of a soul-felt song. Beautiful.” 
     [When things fall apart, the song reminds us that, “Your soul is a song.”]

Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1157 

     Popular Music

3.24: Free My Soul by Fearless Soul with lyrics (4:37)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=J7ZQl4e6A4w 
3.25: Fix You by Fearless Soul (5:11)

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

3.26: Take Me Home by Jess Glynne (Lyric Video) (4:26)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aHnE3h1jc_w 
3.27: Find Me by Forest Blakk (spoken word) (4:56)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4sMJzYnrC5k 

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

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5rOiW_xY-kc 

3.29: Would Anyone Care by Citizen Soldier (3:45)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H7vp8Aw1qB8 

3.30: Monsters by James Blunt (4:20)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DTFbGcnl0po
3.31: Care by Kid Rock with Angaleena Presley & T.I. (4:18)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2Ccjjt5OihM 

3.32: People Help the People by Birdy - [Official Music Video] (4:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OmLNs6zQIHo 
3.33: In the arms of an angel by Sarah McLachlan (4:33)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1SiylvmFI_8 
3.34: He Ain't Heavy He's My Brother by The Justice Collective (2012) (4:35)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ye4cELYLzJM 

3.35: Wind Beneath My Wings by Bette Midler (4:18)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0iAzMRKFX3c 

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

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WrcwRt6J32o 
3.37: Stand by Me by Playing For Change—Song Around The World (5:27)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Us-TVg40ExM 

3.38: Care for You by Mario (3:32)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0kvNOUWmpi0 
3.39: Song For Mama by Boyz ll Men form the movie, Soul Food (5:01)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dJTIkW0z0jY 

3.40: While He Still Knows Who I Am by Kenny Chesney, An Alzheimer's Tribute (4:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bKH13qpFhv8 

3.41: All I Want sung by Alexandra Porat from the film, Me Before You (5:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6dD7ubdia50 
3.42: Tears in Heaven by Eric Clapton (4:34)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JxPj3GAYYZ0 

3.43: Caring and Compassion (2:27)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dNYL64KVaxY 
3.44: Who Will Save Your Soul by Jewel with lyrics (3:58)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yZ3oujZua9M 

3.45: Song of the Soul by Cris Williamson (4:39)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nyVfR0huLN8 

3.46: All that you have is your soul by Tracy Chapman (5:15)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CoNtYC_XDC8
3.47: Take Care of My Soul by Marques Bovre and the Evil Twins (4:40)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=17pg0x2qCrA
3.48: To Where You Are by Josh Groban (4:04)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tTdqdOC2DtI 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Becoming Real by Margery Williams (387 words)
     The Skin Horse had lived longer in the nursery than any of the others. He was so old that his brown coat was bald in patches and showed the seams underneath, and most of the hairs in his tail had been pulled out to string bead necklaces. He was wise, for he had seen a long succession of mechanical toys arrive to boast and swagger, and by-and-by break their mainsprings and pass away, and he knew that they were only toys, and would never turn into anything else. For nursery magic is very strange and wonderful, and only those playthings that are old and wise and experienced like the Skin Horse understand all about it.

     “What is REAL?” asked the Rabbit one day, when they were lying side by side near the nursery fender, before Nana came to tidy the room. “Does it mean having things that buzz inside you and a stick-out handle?”

     “Real isn’t how you are made,” said the Skin Horse. “It’s a thing that happens to you. When a child loves you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become Real.”

     “Does it hurt?” asked the Rabbit.

     “Sometimes,” said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. “When you are Real you don’t mind being hurt.”

     “Does it happen all at once, like being wound up,” he asked, “or bit by bit?”

     “It doesn’t happen all at once,” said the Skin Horse. “You become. It takes a long time. That’s why it doesn’t happen often to people who break easily, or have sharp edges, or who have to be carefully kept. Generally, by the time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved off, and your eyes drop out and you get loose in the joints and very shabby. But these things don’t matter at all, because once you are Real you can’t be ugly, except to people who don’t understand.”

     “I suppose you are real?” said the Rabbit. And then he wished he had not said it, for he thought the Skin Horse might be sensitive. But the Skin Horse only smiled.

     “The Boy’s Uncle made me Real,” he said. “That was a great many years ago; but once you are Real you can’t become unreal again. It lasts for always.”

Source: http://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/williams/rabbit/rabbit.html
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)

Blessed is this ground on which we stand. Holy is this place.

Holy are the places of memory,

the places which have formed us,

where we store the icons of success and shattered dreams

and gather threads and pieces of what we would become. . .

Holy are the places of memory.

Holy are the places of the dream,

the places over the rainbow,

where all children are wanted and all people are fed,

where colors are the source of celebration

and youth and age come to the table as one. . .

Holy are the places of the dream.

Holy are the places of change and pain,

the places of our struggle,

where the rivers of our lives run white and fast,

and we hold on, hold on and grow. . .

Holy are the places of change and pain.

Holy are the places of connection,

the places where we risk our selves,

where hands touch hands, touch souls, touch minds,

and in awareness still, we change our lives. . .

Holy are the places of connection.

Holy are the places of becoming,

the places of clear vision,

where life and world are intertwined

and we can see forever in this moment

and give thanks. . .

Holy are the places of becoming.

Blessed is the ground on which we stand. Holy — and whole-making— is this place.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holy-place 

5.2: Thanks Be for These by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)

For the sound of bow on string,

Of breath over reed,

Of touch on keyboard;

     For slants of sunlight through windows,

For shimmering shadows on snow,

For the whisper of wind on my face;

For the smooth skin of an apple,

For the caress of a collar on my neck;

     For the prickling of my skin when I am deeply moved,

For the pounding of my heart when I run,

For the peace of soul at day’s end;

     For familiar voices in family rites,

For the faces of friends in laughter and tears,

For the tender human arms that hold me;

     For the flashes of memories that linger,

For the mysterious moments that beckon,

For the particularity of this instant;

     For the silence of moon-lit nights,

For the sound of rain on my roof,

Of wind in dry leaves,

Of waves caressing the shore;

     For the softness of summer breezes,

For the crispness of autumn air,

For dark shadows on white snow,

For the resurrection of spring,

For the faithful turning of the seasons;

     For angular, leafless trees,

For gentle hills rolling in the distance,

For meandering streams seeking an unseen sea;

     For cornstalks at stiff attention,

And brittle plants bristling past their prime,

For unharvested gardens returning plants to enrich the soil;

     For the sight of familiar faces,

The sound of our spoken names,

The welcoming embrace of outstretched arms;

For the ritual of friendship,

Reminding us we matter:

Thanks be for these.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanks-be-these 

5.3: Stirred by the Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (68 words)

     We exist within 
this interstitial surface

tensed between past and future,

this violet veil

undulating between health and illness,

this filmy membrane

polished between body and spirit

this alert eardrum

reverberating between human and divine,

     We are sunrise with a remembrance of dusk,

We are soul with patina of soil,

We are stillness with mere veneer of words,

We are smooth surface of water stirred by the Spirit.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5525.shtml 

5.4: Soul Lifts by Rev. Tess Baumberger (201 words)

     Wouldn’t it be great if you could take a picture of your soul?

Then when your mother wanted to brag about you

she could show people the picture and say,

“That’s my daughter, doesn’t she have a beautiful soul,

all sparkly and many-colored and flowing all around her?”

     Wouldn’t it be great if we walked around

surrounded by our souls,

so that they were the first things people saw

instead of the last things?

Then people would judge us by who we really are

instead of how we look.

Imagine no more racism, ageism, sexism, fatism, shortism, homophobia.

Imagine falling in love with who a person is,

just by looking at them.

     It would be a kind of cloaking device,

hiding physical faults defects or even perfections.

I’d want it to be mandatory.

Then people would work at making their souls more attractive

instead of their bodies and faces.

     Imagine people knowing by your soul that you really need a hug.

Imagine people helping each other and their souls changing colors

or growing.

     Imagine soul gyms

with exercises to get your sagging soul in shape.

Imagine the long lines forming for soul-lifts

at churches, temples, mosques, synagogues

or nature’s grand cathedrals.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5541.shtml 

5.5: Singing in the Night by Rev. David O. Rankin (137 words)

I love to pray, to go deep down into the silence:

To strip myself of all pride, selfishness, and

coldness of heart;

To peel off thought after thought, passion after

passion, till I reach the genuine depths of all;

To remember how short a time ago I was nothing,

and in how short a time again I will not be here;

To dwell on all joys, all ecstasies, all tender

Relations that give my life zest and meaning;

To peek through a mystic window and look upon

the fabric of life – how still it breathes, how

solemn its march, how profound its perspective;

And to think how little I know, how very little,

Except the calm, calm of the silence, and the

Singing, singing in the night.

Prayer is the soul’s intimacy with God, the ultimate kiss.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/108226.shtml 

5.6: May we look with gratitude upon this day by Rev. Michael Leduc (134 words)

     May we look with gratitude upon this day, for the beauty of the world, for the first radiance of dawn and the last smoldering glow of sunset.

     Let us be thankful for physical joys, for hills to climb and hard work to do, for music that lifts our hearts in one breath, for the hand-clasp of a friend, and for the gracious loveliness of children who remind us of the wonders of life.

     May we be appreciative above all for the concern and love of those around us; for the exceeding bliss of the touch of the holy which suddenly awakens our drowsy souls to the blessed awareness of the divine within us and within others.

     For all of this, and for the countless other blessings present in our lives, let us be grateful.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5498.shtml 

5.7: In the midst of a world by Rebecca Parker (177 words)
In the midst of a world

marked by tragedy and beauty

there must be those

who bear witness

against unnecessary destruction

and who, with faith,

rise and lead

in freedom,

with grace and power.

There must be those who

speak honestly

and do not avoid seeing

what must be seen

of sorrow and outrage,

or tenderness,

and wonder.

There must be those whose

grief ​troubles the water

while their voices sing

and speak

refreshed worlds.

There must be those

whose exuberance

rises with lovely energy

that articulates

earth’s joys.

There must be those who

are restless for

respectful and loving

companionship among human beings,

whose presence invites ​people

to be themselves without fear.

There must be those

who gather with the congregation

of remembrance and compassion

draw water from

old wells,

and walk the ​simple path

of love for neighbor.

And,

There must be communities of ​people

who seek to do justice

love kindness and walk humbly with God,

who call on the strength of

soul-force

to heal,

transform,

and bless life.

There must be

religious witness.

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

6.0: Prayers

6.1: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)

     The human spirit has enormous resilience.

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

sudden and unexpected death,

the loss of so many lives.

     These vicious attacks defy our understanding.

It hurts.

We grieve.

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

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

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

     And so we are here with mixed emotions:

deep sadness

numbness

anger

grief

helplessness

fear.

     We come seeking

answers

comfort

understanding

hope

peace.

     “Our spirit’s healing temple is someone else’s available and understanding heart,” says Howard Thurman.

And so we pray that there will be those who offer

a listening ear, a healing touch.

     We pray that there will be those who will not shrink from our untidy suffering, for it is through the support of these souls that we might find a balm, a salve, and begin to heal our pain.

     We pray for strength, for a few more morsels of faith, a few more nuggets of time when we can empty our minds of it all, and little spaces in our days and nights when we can touch another soul, and be held in someone else’s embrace.

     Help us to find the hope that lies

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

Help us to hold fast to the belief

that there is still goodness in this world.

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

Help us to trust again, knowing that

“the arc of the moral universe is long” and that it does indeed “bend toward justice.”
     Mend once again our brokenness, and guide us toward the path of peace.

     Blessed be. Namaste. A’ Salaam Alakim. Ashe, Shalom, and Amen.

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

6.2: To Sit in the Unknowing by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (125 words)

     O God of many names, the personal and mysterious,

We have come to a quiet time, an interior place,

a place for the deepening of spirit, the enrichment of soul.

We seek to know ourselves by knowing you.

     Let us have the courage to sit in the unknowing,

To look for the answers even if they are to sit with our own questions,

To be willing to be authentic with ourselves,

To be ready to bring our face to the world.

     Let us be willing to know others by welcoming their genuine features,

By welcoming them into the world,

By appreciating the beauty that comes from seeing wholeness and truth.

     Let us sit in that quiet depth.

May it be so. AMEN and Blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-coming-out 

6.3: Prayer of Purpose and Inner Fire by Rev. Tamara Lebak 204 words)

     Holy One,

     You who dwells within and among us,

Let us remember the blessings of purpose that we have received throughout our lives 
When the fire of our soul burned brightly 
Those moments of clarity 
When our direction felt in line with a greater purpose 
When the doors of opportunity were easy to see 
And even easier to open

     Those moments of clarity when even strangers felt like family.

     We ask this day to have that clarity of Spirit come forth into our lives again with the power of a mighty wind, 
Opening the horizons of our hearts and minds 
To that inner fire which burns inside us all.

     May we be inspired this day to sing out praise of this glorious life in a language beyond the power of speech, in a language of action 
So that our lives might be a beacon of justice and love 
And the world might know hope through our story, our song, our steps taken.

     We ask this day that our inner fire burn brightly with compassion and courage and love 
For whatever number of days ahead are still ours to claim.

     These and the many prayers of our hearts we pray now in the silence. Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-purpose-and-inner-fire 

6.4: History’s Road by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley & Rev. Clyde Grubbs (396 words)

     The road of history is long, full of both hope and disappointment. In times past, there have been wars and rumors of wars, violence and exploitation, hunger and homelessness, and destruction of this earth, your creation.

     We have become a global village, with a growing realization of how fragile this earth is, and how interconnected we are to each other and to all creation.

     We cannot continue to live in the old way. We must make a change, see a new way. A way toward peace with justice and a healthy planet.

     O Great Creative Spirit: You have given a vision of the good, and we yearn for a new way. But where are we to find the courage to begin this work? We know that a different tomorrow is possible, but how can we build it?

     We think of the prophets, women and men, who voiced unpopular opinions, who made personal sacrifices, and sometimes lost their lives, for the sake of justice.

     We think of Isaiah, who called out to let those who are held in captivity go free, to give solace to the poor and homeless. Let us be inspired by all who work to overcome misery, poverty, and exploitation.

     We think of Harriet Tubman, who called out to people of goodwill to join her on an underground railroad, to lift a dehumanized people from the bondage of slavery to the promise of freedom, even when it meant challenging unjust laws. Let us be inspired by those who are outlaws for freedom.

     We think of Gandhi, whose belief in “Soul Force”—the witness to Love’s Truth—helped to overthrow the oppression of an empire and gave witness to the way of nonviolent action. Let us be inspired to become witnesses for peace.

     We think of Chief Seattle, who reminded us that we belong to the earth, not the earth to us. Let us be inspired by all those who work for the healing of creation, of Mother Earth and all her creatures.

     Who are the prophets who inspire you? They may be well known, or known only to you, offering personal inspiration, courage, and hope.

     May they join a great cloud of witnesses to a new way of life—the way of peace and justice, the way of justice lived according to the way of peace, the beloved community.

     So may it be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/historys-road 

6.5: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)

     Spirit of Life,

Who draws us together in a web of holy relationships,

Make your presence known with us and in us and among us.

     Remind us that we are not alone in history,

Ignite us with the courage of the living tradition.

Remind us that we are not alone in entering the future,

Anchor us with patience and perseverance.

Remind us that we are not alone in our times of grief and pain,

Comfort us with your spirit, manifest in human hands and voices.

Remind us that we are not alone in joy and wonder,

Inspire us to honor and extend the beauty we find in this world.

     Divine music of the universe,

Let our hearts beat in diverse and harmonious rhythms,

Cooperating with an everlasting dance of love.

May we move with the rhythms of peace.

May we move with the rhythms of compassion.

May we move with the rhythms of justice.

     Source of stars and planets and water and land

Open our hearts to all of our neighbors

Open our souls to a renewal of faith

Open our hands to join together in the work ahead.

     So be it, blessed be, amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/web-of-holy-relationships 

6.6: The Lord’s Prayer Revisited by Rev. Daniel Kanter (73 words)

Creator and Creation,

We are here and

We know paradise is beyond our reach yet at our finger tips.

Here the sacred is revealed,

And we hope for peace,

And restoration of the soul.

We acknowledge we are not in charge,

And relinquish control.

Let the realm of humanity be transcended by all that is holy.

We know we are not powerless but also not all-powerful,

For we walk in eternal time. Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/lords-prayer-revisited-0 

6.7: The moment of prayer by Rev. Earl K. Holt III (252 words)

     The moment of prayer is an invitation to be calm in the midst of the tumult of the world and our over-busy lives, to bring together thought and feeling, mind and spirit, and to find some center -- some still point -- of perspective and peace.

     Here in this sanctuary which has been the home for so many secret thoughts and hopes, fears and desires, may we feel free to look at ourselves with true honesty. May we be unafraid to face the decisions we have been trying to avoid, the doubts and questions it has been easier to ignore, the things we have tried to keep hidden not only from others but even from ourselves.

     May we come to discover that there are resources within ourselves and beyond us that are as hidden but as real as our secret doubts and fears. New dimensions of the spirit within and without will be revealed to us as we confront ourselves honestly and come to understand that we are not isolated from the community of life and spirit, but that our soul’s suffering connects us with the hidden suffering of others. May we come to see that in our deepest loneliness we are not alone, and may we be emboldened by this vision to reach out to others in their need and so finally to discover that to give is not only more blessed than to receive, but that to give to others is to receive what we most need for ourselves. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5500.shtml 

6.8: Join Hands—Join Spirits by David Chapman (104 words)

     Good Friend, your soul is within me now,

And I hallow your spirit with my love.

Our peace will come and goodwill shall be done,

And we will learn that our Earth is our Heaven.

     This day and all days, I offer you

My bread, my hand and my heart.

I ask your forgiveness for my injustices

As I will always offer you mine in return.

     And if we yield not to unkindness,

We shall deliver our souls from evil.

For ours is the joy to find glory

In the good that we do

And the love that we share,

     Forever and ever. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184770.shtml 

6.9: Heart’s delight, Source of mercy by Rev. W. Frederick Wooden (89 words)

“Heart’s delight, Source of mercy,” beyond my sight yet beside my soul, holy is the very thought of thee. Justice is your call and love your enfolding heart. Abide with us day by day even in our stumbling, that we may grow in our compassion for our kindred. Keep us from arrogance by casting a light into the darkness around us and within. For thou art the longing of our hopes, and the horizon of our dreams, bidding our “hearts not rest ‘til they find rest in thee.” Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5574.shtml 

6.10: Heart and Soul by Philip Larson (67 words)
     O Thou whose voice speaks from within the heart and soul of all, help us to be still, calm, silent, and thoughtful.

     We desire to listen, to learn and to meditate in such a way that our lives will grow in a new depth of wisdom and understanding.

     May our thoughts lead us to better lives in thy sight and in the sight of all peoples. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5820.shtml 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #439 We Gather in Reverence by Rev. Sophia Lyon Fahs

7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp
7.3: SLT #531 The Oversoul by Ralph Waldo Emerson

7.4: SLT #535 Deep Calls to Deep Psalm 42

7.5: SLT #652 The Great End in Religious Instruction by Rev. William Ellery Channing

7.6: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Rev. Ralph Helverson

7.7: Wake up O my Soul By Rev. Ma Theresa "Tet" Gustilo Gallardo (121 words)

All: Wake up O my Soul

Leader: It takes energy to stand and defiantly stand against voices that wear me down.

All: Wake up O my Soul

Leader: It takes the force of my will to take charge of my life and do what I can.

All: Wake up O my Soul

Leader: It takes a choice on my part to act or be still, to learn to receive as well as to give.

All: Wake up O my Soul

Leader: Through the movement of my soul and my heart I can change my mind.

All: Wake up O my Soul

Leader: When I recognize what is good in others, I magnify the force of good.

All: Wake up O my Soul

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/281684.shtml 

8.0: Readings

8.1: Where God Is by Kenny Wiley (515 words)

     The first time my heart felt broken, I went to church. When my mom died, I went to church. When I failed a class, I went to church. When I failed a friend, I went to church. When I felt like I’d failed at life, I went to church.

     I didn’t go asking for forgiveness. I didn’t go asking for salvation.

     I went to church—a Unitarian Universalist church—to be reminded, through hugs from friends, awkward interactions with strangers, and inspired messages from leaders, that no matter how down I feel, I still matter. I still have worth.

     My God says, “Whoever you are, you are enough. Whomever you love, you are enough. Whatever your race or ethnicity, you are enough. Whatever your abilities, you are enough. Whatever your economic class, you are enough. Whatever your gender identity, you are enough. Whatever you do for a living, you are enough. If you don’t have a job right now, you are enough. You are a human being, and so you are enough!”

     My God says this when we come together, worship together, listen deeply to one another, and love one another. This, I believe, is the God of our faith.

     My minister in college started the prayer with the same words every Sunday. I don’t remember most of it; I do recall that he used the phrase alone together. We experience life through our own lenses, yet we don’t have to go it alone.

     I know too well that grieving the loss of a parent is a long, exhausting road. I also know that walking alongside a mourning friend can feel, somehow, even more taxing. Being there for others is plain hard. It can be tough to work up the courage to talk with a newcomer. Yet I believe that it is in those public spaces that God or the Spirit of Life truly resides.

     It may go against prevailing American individualism to say that we need other people. We like to believe that we can do everything on our own. I believe that the human spirit truly comes alive when we are challenged, prodded, and uplifted in community.

     In the days after my mom’s death, I felt like hiding. Doing so would have been perfectly okay. I decided, though, to go to church. My friends went with me, and the community held me up, as well as my family. Being in community was harder than being alone—yet it was what I needed. I needed to sit in that sanctuary with my UU friends. I needed to sing those hymns and hear the voices of others.

     We don’t have to go to service every Sunday—yet I do think that we need to show up somewhere, to some community. I believe that living out our faith requires interaction beyond our own selves. I believe it calls for community. I believe that’s where God is. Through covenant with others, we reach God, we know we are enough, and we are made better. We strengthen our souls and increase our capacity for love and understanding.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/where-god 

8.2: All This Talk of Saving Souls by Linda Underwood (131 words)

     All this talk of saving souls.

Souls weren’t made to save,

like Sunday clothes that

give out at the seams.

     They’re made for wear; they

come with lifetime guarantees.

Don’t save your soul.

Pour it out like rain on

cracked, parched earth.

     Give your soul away, or

pass it like a candle flame.

Sing it out, or

laugh it up the wind.

     Souls were made for hearing

breaking hearts, for puzzling dreams,

remembering August flowers,

forgetting hurts.

     These men who talk of saving souls!

They have the look of bullies

who blow out candles before

you sing happy birthday,

and want the world to be

in alphabetical order.

     I will spend my soul,

playing it out like sticky string

into the world,

so I can catch every

last thing I touch.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-talk-saving-souls 

8.3: A History of Church, Including Yours by Sean Neil-Barron (504 words)

     One day, your church was born.

     Maybe it was a gathering of saints, called together for the common worship of a wrathful god, ceaselessly praying between bought of decrying the evil of Christmas or dancing.

     Or maybe a few brave souls answered a notice in the newspaper, curiosity piqued by the announcement of a religion where free-thinking and tolerance were bedrocks.

     No matter how it happened, your church was born. A gathering of people—humble, caring, anxious and quirky all at the same time—who covenanted, to be with one another on the journey of life, death and everything in-between—and so it began. A faithful few. Beautifully imperfect, called to that central task— that human task—of connecting, loving, and serving.

     It was just a baby, and yet it was thrust deep into the human condition. Tasked to hold minds and souls, bodies and hearts along the roller derby of disease and birth, infighting and joy, and christmas pageants. Sometimes all of those at the same time.

     They gathered to hear the world broken open, for insightful sermons, rejuvenating music, and a community whose fierce devotion to each other’s wellbeing rivaled a mama bear for her cubs.

      But it wasn’t always like that of course. There were the trying times—and I don’t just mean Phylis or Jack, those stubborn but loveably souls who inhabit the netherworld of committee meetings—no, I mean the trying times: when the church almost spit in half over the war or integration, or when the mill left the town vacant, or when the minister crossed that line, and the people couldn’t speak about it for decades.

     But somehow you were still here.

still on the town common,

still the church that everyone recognizes,

still the ones that shows up every time you were called on,

still using the communion silver (until you voted to sell it).

     New people came, and they changed things. Small things, big things. Things that nobody noticed as it happened, until suddenly it was hard to even recognize anything anymore. That was a hard moment, a tearful moment.

     And other things changed too.

The proclamations about God, once heard loud from the pulpit softened:

Wrathful became loving.

Distant became intimate.

Mandatory became optional.

     After the war, the nursery and RE classrooms were overflowing. Each baby dedicated reminded the church of the incredible beauty of life and the gift this community, all huddled around baby, would bestow upon this child.

     The history of your church is more a story of the determination of love to break forth than it is about of tie-dye, or chalices, sermon discussions or social justice committee meetings.

     The history of the church is the history of human enterprise, evolving in its sights and sounds, yet revolving always around its core.

     The history of your church is the gift of potential and momentum, of baggage and personality. The history of your church is the launch pad from which you spring—into action or disarray.

     Each day your church is born.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/history-church-including-yours 

8.4: First Breath by Adam Lawrence Dyer (107 words)

     That first breath must be delicious.

It must be more tantalizing,

more intoxicating than any drug,

fragrant like no flower will ever be

enticing like no body scent.

It must be all of this, and more

yet without words or memories, how do we know?

     That first glorious rush of air

wants us to keep breathing

wants our hearts to keep beating

wants our eyes to open and see

wants our souls to open and say “yes.”

     The first breath wants us to live all our life saying,

please God,

let me live

let me breathe

for just one day more
until we breathe our very last.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/first-breath 

8.5: Materializing by Jean Olson (71 words)

     In what form did the spirit

appear to you today,

the blossom of a flower,

the tug of a child’s hand,

the silent twinkling stars,

an old woman smiling at the bus stop,

a lover’s ​gentle hug,

a presence so close to your soul

you ​could almost touch it,

words of truth formed

unbidden in your mind?

     The holy disguised in so many ways,

may your senses open wide in recognition.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/materializing 

8.6: “Hope” is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson (69 words)

“Hope” is the thing with feathers—

That perches in the soul—

And sings the tune without the words—

And never stops—at all—

And sweetest—in the Gale—is heard—

And sore must be the storm—

That ​could abash the ​little Bird

That kept so many warm—

I’ve heard it in the chillest land—

And on the strangest Sea—

Yet—never—in Extremity,

It asked a crumb—of me.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/hope-feathers 

8.7: Creating Fire by Rev. Stephen Shick (54 words)

     Is the fire going out?

Not in your belly,

for you are still alive,

but in your soul,

that place

     where dreams

fuel commitment

where longings

shape action

     where meaning

flames purpose

where passion ignites

and rekindles

your life fire.

     If your soul smolders

dream on

till you flame

like a chalice of hope.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/creating-fire 

8.8: Love Knows You by Rev. Barbara Merritt (513 words)

     When my youngest child was a baby, the sweetest part of my day was putting David to sleep. At fifteen months he had a demanding schedule. There were toilet paper rolls to unravel, dressers to empty, bookshelves to clear, trash baskets to dump on the floor, papers to tear, pans to bang, books to redistribute throughout the house and office, pigeons to chase in the park, food to massage into his hair, a brother’s toys to covet and fight for, and a considerable collection of bright and educational playthings to utterly ignore. By 7:30 at night little David was stumbling through the house like a drunken sailor: cranky, exhausted, and too tired to walk in a straight line.

     But when I warmed a bottle of milk and he climbed up into my lap, the transformation was nothing short of miraculous. He would start to drink his bottle, and all the tension and agitation would melt away from his face. As he nestled into my arms, the frantic energy and the frustration disappeared. His body relaxed. He started to smile and hum to himself, and in a few minutes he was asleep. As the look of peace came over him, I found myself feeling wonderfully peaceful as well.

     Most little children find a place of comfort, safety, nourishment, and love in their mothers’ and fathers’ arms. It’s the place to go after a long hard day, a reality they can trust. Again and again, they return to this sustaining relationship. Independence is fine. There will be more mischief and exploration tomorrow. But babies seem to instinctively sense how important it is to recharge their batteries and to allow someone stronger to take care of them.

     I suspect that meditation and prayer are motivated by the same instinct. In our prayers, we are “nestling in” with reality, adopting a stance that declares we trust what is “out there” and what is “inside.” In moments of meditation, we assume a certain confidence, a faith that what is, is ultimately friendly, capable of supporting our life, and able to restore us to our full strength and potential. In a posture of receptivity and dependency, we allow for the possibility that a power greater than ourselves will hold us, feed our starving souls, and give us peace.

     Our best prayers are when we can simply turn our faces in the direction of love. One of my favorite Buddhist prayers reads in part:

     You may come to this Love, for a few seconds, then go away and do whatever you will.
God’s Love is unchanging.
You may deny the power of Love, to yourself, then curse God to anyone who will listen.
God’s Love is unchanging.
You may become the most despised of creatures, then return.
God’s Love is unchanging.
Go where you will, do whatever you will, stay however long you will, and come back.
This Love is unchanging.
No matter what befalls, no matter what you become, Love awaits you always. Love knows you and serves you. God’s love for you, in a changing world, is unchanging.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/love-knows-you 

8.9: 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 

8.10: Who Am I Not to Be Blessed? by Chris Jimmerson (139 words)

In moonlit shadows,

At the edge of night-darkened oak trees

I see it.

Across sunny pathways,

In the buzzing of insects, amongst the flowering forest greenery,

I hear it.

From the touch of ones loved,

The embraces of those gone before me,

I feel it.

In the poems I love dearly,

The songs that speak to my heart,

The sculpture that catches my imagination,

The discoveries still to be made,

I sense it.

It is in the fire of distant suns,

The cool drip of waters,

The slight chill in the breeze,

The laughter of children, no matter what their age, old and young, grown and still small;

It is the breath of life, the stardust of souls, the magic of remembrance.

Who am I not to surrender to it in gratitude?

Who am I to not be blessed?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/295492.shtml 

8.11: A History of Soul by Rev. Dr. Gabriele Parks (371 words)

     …Is soul a distinct “thing?” Let’s take a brief look at history:

     The Egyptians and the Chinese actually believed there was a “dual soul.” The Egyptian called it ka, which means “breath”. It supposedly survived death, but remained near the body, while the spiritual part, called ba, proceeded to the region of the dead.

     Very similarly, the Chinese distinguished between a lower, sensitive soul, which disappears with death, and a rational principle, the hun, which survives the grave and is the object of ancestor worship.

     Abraham and Sarah, the ancestors of all Jews, Christians and Muslims, apparently had some vague concept of the soul. However, they did not separate it from the body. When you look at the Hebrew scripture, you will find references to the soul, usually related to the concept of breath; but there is no distinction between the ethereal soul and the body. However, the Christians of the New Testament seem to have adopted the body-soul dichotomy from the ancient Greeks.

     Ancient Greeks had varying concepts of the soul, depending on the particular era and philosophical school. The Epicureans for example, considered the soul to be made up of atoms like the rest of the body. For the Platonists, the soul was an immaterial substance, akin to the gods - yet part of the world of change and becoming.

     From the Middle Ages onward, western philosophers have debated the existence and nature of the soul and its relationship to the body. For example, Descartes thought that a human being was a union of the body and the soul, each a distinct substance acting on the other; he considered the soul as equivalent to the mind.

     Immanuel Kant concluded that the soul was not demonstrable through reason, although it had to exist, because it was necessary for the development of ethics and religion.

     To William James at the beginning of the 20th century, the soul as such did not exist at all but was merely a collection of psychic phenomena.

     When weaving a blanket, a Native American woman leaves a flaw in the weaving of that blanket to let the soul out. This means that at least some Native Americans seem to see the soul as material, somewhat physical.

Source: no longer online
8.12: Bone by Mary Oliver (235 words)

1.

Understand, I am always trying to figure out

what the soul is,

and where hidden,

and what shape

and so, last week,

when I found on the beach

the ear bone

of a pilot whale that may have died

hundreds of years ago, I thought

maybe I was close

to discovering something

for the ear bone

2.

is the portion that lasts longest

in any of us, man or whale; shaped

like a squat spoon

with a pink scoop where

once, in the lively swimmer’s head,

it joined its two sisters

in the house of hearing,

it was only

two inches long

and thought: the soul

might be like this

so hard, so necessary

3.

yet almost nothing.

Beside me

the gray sea

was opening and shutting its wave-doors,

unfolding over and over

its time-ridiculing roar;

I looked but I couldn’t see anything

through its dark-knit glare;

yet don’t we all know, the golden sand

is there at the bottom,

though our eyes have never seen it,

nor can our hands ever catch it

4.

lest we would sift it down

into fractions, and facts

certainties

and what the soul is, also

I believe I will never quite know.

Though I play at the edges of knowing,

truly I know

our part is not knowing,

but looking, and touching, and loving,

which is the way I walked on,

softly,

through the pale-pink morning light.

Source: https://www.medhumchat.com/discussionguides/2019/2/6/mary-oliver-bone 

8.13: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words)

     When this country was founded, the aspiration was high. The men who imagined it dreamed big, casting a vision of a world where all men were created equal, where rights were endowed by our creator, transcending culture and the expectations of the day; where life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness would be allowed and enjoyed without infringement. It was a radical and new vision, born from Enlightenment optimism, inspired by scientific discovery. It was an intoxicating vision, as bold as the Protestant Reformation that swept all of Europe.

     And they had the hubris to believe they could make it happen. They staked their claim in the Declaration of Independence and institutionalized it in the Constitution. They elected their first President and when he stepped down, relinquishing power to return to the role of citizen, those founders believed they lived to see their vision realized. A new President ran for office and the Republic was up and running. It was done. A new world order.

     Those men weren’t distracted by the genocide they inspired, or the enslavement of other people they required for this nation to be born. They declared equality while swimming in a sea of inequality. When they declared “ALL men were created equal”, they meant white, Protestant men. They didn’t mean women. They weren’t including Black people who’d been enslaved, or those who were free. They didn’t include Catholics, Jews, or people who didn’t own land. They were so proud of their inclusivity, so inspired by their own cutting-edge philosophy, that they had no idea how narrow it was, how constrictive, how small a vision.

     The men who wrote those words were calling into being a More Perfect Union. They were Establishing Justice. Insuring Domestic Tranquility. Securing the Blessings of Liberty. They believed that they, and the men of their generation, would will this new nation into being. They would establish the structures required for such a grand vision, they would test it, and then it would be done. They didn’t realize it would require many more people, many different voices. They didn’t know how many generations would have to be part of the creation of that dream—how long it would take before the nation they imagined would be made manifest.

     The soul of America has yet to be born.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/equality-sea-inequality 

8.14: Mending by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (226 words)

     How shall we mend you, sweet Soul? 

What shall we use, and how is it
in the first place you’ve come to be torn? 

Come sit. Come tell me. 

We will find a way to mend you.

     I would offer you so much, sweet Soul: 

this banana, sliced in rounds of palest 

yellow atop hot cereal, or these raisins 

scattered through it, if you’d rather. 

Would offer cellos in the background singing 

melodies Vivaldi heard and wrote 

for us to keep. Would hold out to you 

everything colored blue or lavender 

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

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

might mend you.

     I would offer you, sweet Soul, 

this chair by the window, this sunlight 

on the floor and the cat asleep in it. 

I would offer you my silence, 

my presence, all this love I have, 

and my sorrow you’ve become torn.

     How shall we mend you, sweet Soul? 

With these, I think, gently 

we can begin: 
we will mend you with a rocking 

chair, some raisins, 

a cat, a field of lavender beginning
now to bloom. We will mend you with songs 

remembered entirely the first time 

ever they are heard.

     We will mend you with pieces of your own 

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

from the very beginning.

Source: Instructions in Joy by Rev. Nancy Shaffer
8.15: Soul Food (excerpt) Rev. Lisa Friedman (272 words)

     Thomas Moore makes a distinction between the spiritual needs of the spirit (or mind) and the spiritual needs of the soul. In his experience as a theologian and psycho-therapist, he finds that the human spirit likes distance, but that our souls crave intimacy. So, first and foremost, he argues that the soul needs a home – a physical body and real places to experience pleasure and beauty, pain and loss. But once it finds that home, what the soul needs more than anything is a friend.

     Last, but certainly not least, after sweet words and a sitting place, it is the hospitable tradition to offer our guests refreshments. The Hindu teachings are clear that this need not be anything fancy or extravagant. Even a glass of water will suffice. But every host and hostess in all cultures knows that a shared drink, or a shared meal, however large or small, changes our relationship with one another. For Moore, the meaning found in this sharing is not spiritual, but soulful. It is not an intellectual experience to be pursued, but a visceral experience of being alive that re-enchants us with the world in which we live. It a sharing of the pleasure of taste, the joy of company, and the imagination of story and conversation that creates the intimacy which nourishes our soul. Although there are no guarantees, the evidence of human history is that the shared meal can temper us to our enemies, redeem us to our family and friends, and bring together nations and peoples in new ways. It is the foundation of families, and perhaps even the bedrock of our society.
Source: no longer online
8.16: Soul Work by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (92 words)

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/20136.shtml 

8.17: Thanks Be for These by Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)
For the sound of bow on string, 

Of breath over reed, 

Of touch on keyboard;

For slants of sunlight through windows, 

For shimmering shadows on snow, 

For the whisper of wind on my face;

For the smooth skin of an apple, 

For the caress of a collar on my neck;

For the prickling of my skin when I am deeply moved, 

For the pounding of my heart when I run, 

For the peace of soul at day’s end;

For familiar voices in family rites, 

For the faces of friends in laughter and tears, 

For the tender human arms that hold me;

For the flashes of memories that linger, 

For the mysterious moments that beckon, 

For the particularity of this instant;

For the silence of moon-lit nights, 

For the sound of rain on my roof, 

Of wind in dry leaves, 

Of waves caressing the shore;

For the softness of summer breezes, 

For the crispness of autumn air,

For dark shadows on white snow, 

For the resurrection of spring, 

For the faithful turning of the seasons;

For angular, leafless trees, 

For gentle hills rolling in the distance, 

For meandering streams seeking an unseen sea;

For cornstalks at stiff attention, 

And brittle plants bristling past their prime, 

For unharvested gardens returning plants to enrich the soil;

For the sight of familiar faces, 

The sound of our spoken names, 

The welcoming embrace of outstretched arms; 

For the ritual of friendship, 

Reminding us we matter: 

Thanks be for these.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanks-be-these 

8.18: Meditation on Musica Universalis by Joel Tishken (315 words)
     The ancient Greek philosopher Pythagoras taught that the universe was composed entirely of numbers, and numbers corresponded to music. So, the entire universe, all of reality, including us, was composed of numbers and music. The seven planets of the ancient world each resonated a frequency outward into the universe.

     …A nineteenth century depiction of that Musica Universalis, or Harmony of the Spheres, [shows] each planet [as] a different note on the musical scale. Their music was not something we hear audibly, but their cosmic vibration, their resonance, could impact us, as all music could. Pythagoreans believed that music purified and nourished our souls, keeping us spiritually healthy, in the same way exercise and nutrition does for our body.

I invite you to contemplate: what music do you need to purify or nourish your soul right now?

· Do you need a peppy tune to make you smile and dance?

· Perhaps you need a love ballad, to help you celebrate a love in your life?

· Or do you need a sad song to speak to you about a loss in your life?

· Maybe you need a dirge to help you grieve and mourn a tragedy or a loss?

· Or do you need a happy song to help you celebrate an aspect of your life?

· Do you need a cacophony of noise to rattle you into a new awareness?

· Perhaps you need a calm lullaby to bring you peace and serenity?

As we enter into silence, I invite you to consider the song that is speaking to you at this moment. Imagine it is resonating within you, but also outward in all directions, bringing your resonance to those next to you, then the people next to them, outward until it fills the room, connecting you with everyone else, communicating where you are today.

silent meditation
     May our collective silence bring harmony to ourselves and everyone in our orbit.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-musica-universalis 

8.19: The Holy Work of Showing Up by Rev. Ashley Horan (273 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 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 into 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 

8.20: Into the Wilderness by 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 

8.21: How We Sell Our Soul for a Quarter by Jill Duffield (172 words)
     Thirty pieces of silver. That's all it took for Judas to betray the one who had washed his feet, whom he'd witnessed heal, feed and tend the neediest of people, and heard teach about loving enemies and forgiving seventy times seven. Thirty pieces of silver in exchange for Jesus. My grandfather used to say, "People will sell their soul for a quarter." Or their integrity for a kickback, bribe, or better position. Why do we so readily hand over what's priceless for a meager sum of money—or a major sum, for that matter?

     While we cannot imagine ourselves as Judas, …how [might] we sell our soul for a quarter, turn over our integrity for a handful of coins, give in to the idolatry of money in ways big and small. We forget to invest in that which moth cannot destroy nor thief steal. We forget that not everything is a commodity that can be bought and sold. We neglect what is truly priceless in our lives, beginning with our own integrity

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/how-we-sell-our-soul-quarter 

8.22: Be Grateful, My Soul by Norbert Fabian Capek (93 words)
     It is worthwhile to live and fight courageously for sacred ideals. 

     Oh blow ye evil winds into my body's fire; my soul you'll never unravel. 

     Even though disappointed a thousand times or fallen in the fight and everything would worthless seem, 

     I have lived amidst eternity. 

     Be grateful, my soul, 

     My life was worth living. 

     He who was pressed from all sides but remained victorious in spirit is welcomed into the choir of heroes. 

     He who overcame the fetters giving wing to the mind is entering into the golden age of the victorious.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/27762.shtml 

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: Only one thing is required of us by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (87 words)

     There is, finally, only one thing required of us: that is, to take life whole, the sunlight and shadows together; to live the life that is given us with courage and humor and truth.

     We have such a little moment out of the vastness of time for all our wondering and loving. Therefore, let there be no half-heartedness; rather, let the soul be ardent in its pain, in its yearning, in its praise.

     Then shall peace enfold our days, and glory shall not fade from our lives.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6038.shtml 

10.2: This Hallowed Place by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (56 words)

As we leave this hallowed place, may our feet remember its feel, So that wherever we walk, we know ourselves to be on hallowed ground. May we know that we are kin with every soul, every star, every stone and leaf of grass. And may our words be gentle and our touch be kind. Blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/292650.shtml 

10.3: Let us sing the magic of imagination by Rev. Susan Van Dreser (90 words)

     Let us sing the magic of imagination by which we know one another and learn the lives of eras gone by.

      Let us sing the magic of creation by which we build the world of our soul and teach its wisdom to others, young and old.

     Let us sing the magic of our lives together, holding and shaping by the movement of breath from heart to lung all new life that is to come.

     Go now with singing. Go now with magic in your fingertips. Touch this world with life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6020.shtml 

10.4: Into the World Singing by Rev. Dawn Skjei Cooley (133 words)

Let us go out into the world singing.

Let us go out into the world singing songs that proclaim liberty.

Songs that turn ashes into garlands

Songs that bind up the afflicted and those who mourn.

Songs that, like oaks, have roots that go deep and stand strong.

Let us go out into the world singing.

We know these songs. They vibrate through time, in our very souls.

They are the songs that give us life.

They are the songs that give us meaning.

They are the songs that give us purpose.

Now it is our turn, to take these life-giving songs out into the world.

Let us go now—singing these songs with voices deep and strong.

And may the world join us in praise and in celebration and in love.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/world-singing 

10.5: Grace, Not Perfection by Rev. Julia Corbett-Hemeyer (51 words)

May we go from this place of reflection in peace,

Resting in each gleaming, present moment.

May we open our hearts and minds to life’s mystery and wonder.

May we hold ourselves and others to a standard of grace rather than perfection

And rejoice in the blessing of this community.

Source: no longer online

10.6: What Will You Worship? by Rev. Dr. Barbara Wells ten Hove (83 words)
     People will worship something.

     May that something we worship be of value and worth.

     Worship changes us.

     May we be open to the transformative power of community ritual in which we can find hope and healing.

     Worship touches our souls, as well as our minds.

     May we discover the many ways we can create sacred space during this time together.

     Worship matters.

     May we learn to create meaningful worship experiences that are inclusive and speak with the voice of the spirit of life.

Source: http://www.pbuuc.org/sermons/archive/sermons0304/tocelebratethingsofworth.html 

10.7: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (33 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: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/carry-flame 

10.8: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
Let our lives be a prayer

That waters dry souls

Mends broken hearts

Refuses to be terrorized

Seeks this world’s beauty

And carries us through its storms.

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

10.9: Ripples of Love by Rev. Jay Wolin (109 words)
I know not where you are,

Whether your soul is traveling the universal highway

Or as I imagine, sitting at the left hand of God

Being consulted about matters of consequence.

Or maybe reincarnated as the 1%, or as a dog

But even if it has been dissipated with the

End of your body,

You live, You live in me, and in others

Through our memories of you

Through your actions in the world

Through the love you shared during your life

Love that created ripples whose impact

Will be felt for eternity,

By those near and far

Let us all live a life

That creates ripples of love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/ancestry 

10.10: Be a Singer by Rev. David Johnson (44 words)
Who [can’t] …do better than to be a singer on the high wind-swept hills of life, bringing songs to the soul, songs full of loveliness and hope for all people.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5385.shtml 

10.11: What I Know by Rev. Kenneth W. Collier (55 words)
I do not know where we go when we die;

And I do not know what the soul is

Or what death is or when or why.

What I know is that

The song once sung cannot be unsung,

And the life once lived cannot be unlived,

And the love once loved cannot be unloved.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/what-i-know 

11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Care of the Soul by Rev. Anthony David Makar (excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,301 words)
     “Turn your wounds into wisdom,” says Oprah Winfrey. She’s on the same page as countless others. “Do you not see,” said the poet John Keats, writing hundreds of years earlier,” how necessary a world of pains and troubles is to school an intelligence and make it a soul?”

     …Wounds become wisdom.

     Our fourth Unitarian Universalist principle that affirms a free and responsible search for truth and meaning—it’s often a wounding way.

     The wound is where the light comes in. That’s …refracted through the fascinating thought of Thomas Moore and his book, Care of the Soul, originally published in 1992 and still going strong.

     Here’s how he echoes the ancient “wounds into wisdom” idea. “A person doesn’t wake up until he or she is forced to deal with something—a major problem, issue, trauma, or life change that causes them to reflect. If everything’s going well the tendency is to just go along unconsciously. But once something happens that is disturbing, then you have to take a look.”

     …It’s fascinating, what Thomas Moore sees when he takes a look at our wounds. What he sees is something he calls “soul.”

     Now we all know that “soul” is a word charged with theological static electricity. Plenty of meanings already stick to it, like lint. We want to try and pick off all that lint so we can engage it as if for the first time…

     …Whatever else the soul is, it is a force that disrupts the status quo. The little town of your life has been peaceful for years but suddenly it’s overwhelmed by an earthquake. Feelings and behaviors come upon you threatening the status quo, and you try to reason them away but they can’t be reasoned away. They are impervious to all your pep talks and all the pep talks of others. Because the earthquake is you, too—an expression of you that may, in fact, be far more authentically you than the current status quo ever was….

     That’s why Thomas Moore uses the word “soul” and not something else. “Soul” connotes something that is fundamentally who we are, larger than ego consciousness, and we can feel like marionettes in its hands. “Soul,” he says, “is the font of who we are, and yet it is far beyond our capacity to devise and control it.”

     An old saying comes to mind: “Life is what happens when you are busy making other plans.” Our egos are busy making others plans—our egos imagine themselves completely in control—but then they learn the hard way that they are not in control.

     Soul is the “font”—the abundant source, the living stream, the wild nature of our being….

     But it is understandable how, when our status quo lives are disrupted, the go-to strategy is to want to surgically remove whatever the disrupting thing is instantly. Find what is to blame, cut it out, bludgeon it, remove it immediately.

     …They say that knowledge is knowing that a tomato is a fruit, but wisdom is choosing to keep it out of a fruit salad. When we bludgeon ourselves or others, it’s like piling tomatoes on the fruit salad. We are not wise where the human heart is concerned.

     Wounds can be turned to wisdom.

     But the way there is through caring. Care for the Soul.

     One aspect of this is a sheer capacity to bring compassionate and nonjudgmental attention to what is happening. We receive this message from so many sources. Speaking from a Buddhist perspective, Pema Chodron says “The peace that we’re looking for is not peace that crumbles as soon as there is difficulty or chaos. Whether we’re seeking inner peace or global peace or a combination of the two, the way to experience it is to build on the foundation of unconditional openness to all that arises. Peace isn’t an experience free of challenges, free of rough and smooth; it’s an experience that’s expansive enough to include all that arises without feeling threatened.”

     Similarly, and perhaps more picturesquely, Thomas Moore says, “Care of the soul begins with observance of how the soul manifests itself and how it operates. We can’t care for the soul unless we are familiar with its ways. Observance is a word from ritual and religion. It means to watch out for, but also to honor and keep, as in the observance of a holiday. The serv in observance originally referred to tending sheep. Observing the soul, we keep an eye on its sheep, on whatever is wandering and grazing—the latest addiction, a striking dream, or a troubling mood.”

     So, we keep an eye on the soul’s sheep. The latest addiction, a striking dream, or a troubling mood—we pay attention to them as they roam through our lives. And then we do something else: we trust that there is more than meets the eye. We shake the habit of literalism. As Unitarian Universalists, we say that we ought to read the Bible seriously and not literally. So why should we not extend this principle to the kind of scripture that is even more sacred: the Bible of our hearts?

     So, we don’t automatically interpret the discomfort we’re feeling as something that is fundamentally bad. We don’t react, cut away what’s offensive. We take a deep breath—we have to, because the whole thing is deeply unsettling!—and we try looking beneath the surface of the disturbance for the healing message that’s there.

     …Ultimately, looking underneath our symptoms and disturbances for some kind of message with helpful intent means trusting what’s going on, trusting our process, even if in the moment things feel confusing and chaotic. “In care of the soul,” Thomas Moore says, “there is trust that nature heals, that much can be accomplished by not-doing.”

     Don’t do. Just look. Just see.

     We are so surrounded by the artificial, and we are so studied in the artificial, that we treat ourselves as if we were artificial too. We don’t know who we are! We must reacquaint ourselves with the nature that is within us, nature that is as wild and strange and surprising as stars and sky and trees and animals.

     This nature within us, which is the soul: pay attention to it long enough—love its sheep long enough—and what you will realize is that it is always uniquely itself and never about adjustment to accepted norms. Imagine Henry David Thoreau, a man who always had mud on his shoes. That is the soul.

     The wild nature within us: it seems to delight in paradox and complexity. It just does. So why are we always surprised when life takes us into paradox and complexity? Ego consciousness wants the world to be flat and black and white. But the soul is multidimensional and shades of grey….

     Nature within us: its preferred process is slow and not fast. It tends to go over the same territory of memory again and again, like a cow chewing its cud. The soulful path through life is a spiral path. We are always going back to old things but with minds and hearts that are new.

     The wild within: when we lose touch with it, when our status quo lives become soulless, earthquakes come—the soul sends them our way, as the gods in Greek tragedy might—so as to bring us back to sanity.

     Nature within: it is the font of our deepest life, it is the absolute richness of our being, and when we are in sync with it, we are filled with purpose and meaning. Not necessarily happiness, though….

     …Joseph Campbell once said, “We must be willing to let go of the life we planned so as to have the life that is waiting for us.”

     That is the essence of Thomas Moore’s care for the soul.

11.2: Dark Night of the Soul: How We Live Through Dark Nights and Short Days by Rev. Nancy Palmer Jones (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,017  words)

     You know, don’t you, that in this community, we are all called to be ministers? Every 

organizations where you’re already a volunteer. You don’t have to single one of us.

     Does that sound daunting, especially if you are new? Or does it sound like the invitation you have been waiting for? You don’t have to quit your day job, if you have one, or the ten others find the money to go to seminary, or leap into the professional ministry.

     No. Your ministry is to step into the transforming crucible of this community; to discover your authentic wholeness, just as you are, imperfect and beautiful; and to share your unique gifts. Ministering to ourselves and each other, we embody these core Unitarian Universalist truths: that each of us deserves to beloved; that each of us has something to offer; and that our every move affects the wider web of all existence.

     Maybe you have been here forever, or have just arrived; maybe your particular gift is filling a chair, or sharing your story; working for justice; teaching—or learning; empowering and witnessing with our youth; reminding us all how to have fun; reminding us all how to be serious—or maybe it’s a little bit of all of the above. When you take up your ministry, you help to create this loving, connected community, where difference is embraced and listened to and puzzled over and celebrated—and we begin to transform the world around us.

     Today we’re talking about our ministry of caring. What do we need when we are living through a dark night of the soul? What can we offer when someone we know is in that dark night?

     Many of us feel awkward and helpless in the face of another person’s pain. Many of us feel lost and lonely and helpless in the face of our own pain. We feel tongue-tied by social taboos, too: is it OK to tell each other how we really are? Is it OK to ask how another really is? Is it OK not to have the “answers,” for ourselves, let alone for others? What happens when a condition or an illness is chronic? Often, we know how to show up, how to leap into supportive action in a moment of crisis, like a death or a contained illness. Like Pooh and Piglet: “It’s Eeyore’s birthday!

     We’ll find some presents ... Well, even if we don’t have real presents, at least we’ll show up. And that helps!” It’s harder to know what to do, how to be, when a “problem” just doesn’t go away. “Eeyore stays so gloomy, no matter how often we show up.” That’s hard on Eeyore, and it’s hard on his friends. But not if we realize that ministering to each other is not about fixing but about walking with.

     Thomas Moore’s book, Care of the Soul, helped me through a long “dark night of the soul” years ago because it taught me that I didn’t need fixing; I needed to care for my truest self, the mixed up and the sparkling, and I needed to allow others to care.

     Moore explains that “soul,” here, doesn’t mean “an object of religious belief or … something to do with immortality,” but rather soul is a “dimension of [how we experience] life and ourselves … with depth, value, relatedness, heart, and personal substance.” “Care of the soul” is about connecting deeply to life as it really is, “moments of darkness, periods of foolishness,” everyday joys and sorrows, great crises, persistent problems, inner world, outer world, all. Caring for our soul means not assuming that we’re “doing life all wrong” when we feel bad or when our circumstances are falling apart. Care of the soul means listening, quietly, patiently, to what our woes, and our joys, are trying to tell us about the fullness of life we hunger for. It means listening, humbly, patiently, as others tell us their stories, knowing that in the midst of the muddle are the beauty and the wisdom of their soul.

     There’s a huge difference, Moore says, between care and cure. “Care of the soul ... isn’t about curing, fixing, changing, adjusting or making healthy … it isn’t about some idea of perfection or even improvement….. [Care of the soul] remains patiently in the present, close to life … day by day.” This is where our true religion and spirituality—our true depth and meaning—lie.

     When the Greek philosopher Plato talks about the care of the soul, he uses a term that means both caring for oneself and “honoring the gods and the dead.” Caring for myself, my ancestors, and what I hold to be holy are all the same. 

     …So, here, we can drop the “superficially adjusted” “Social Persona.” Here, we ask ourselves and each other to live (in Moore’s words) “profoundly connected in the heart to ancestors and to living brothers and sisters in all the … communities that claim our hearts.”

     How do we do this? We step up to a stranger or a friend—in social hour (find a quiet place if you need to), before or after a meeting, at the table over dinner, and with our heart pounding, we ask, “How are you, really?” Then we listen humbly, patiently, as the other person, with heart pounding, answers as generously and truthfully and bravely as he or she can. We look around—in this sanctuary, at an event, a retreat—and we ask, Who’s missing? And we think, I can make a phone call, or pay a visit, or pick someone up, or make that personal invitation that in many cultures is the only way to say, “You are family. You belong here.”

     The beautiful thing about Eeyore’s birthday is not just that his friends accept him for who he is and show up for him—but that he discovers how much he loves them as they are, and that he too has gifts to offer them.

     What’s your take-home today? May your own truths—sparkling or dusty, fragmented or whole—come to you in the silence.

11.3: Care of the Soul by Rev. Gary Kowalski (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,447 words)

    In the middle of the Montgomery bus boycott, one of the protesters (it may have been Rosa Parks) was asked how she felt about walking to work each day, instead of taking the segregated city transport. “My feet are tired,” she replied simply, “but my soul is rested.” Even if we can’t precisely define the term “soul,” we know what she meant, because “soul” is at the core of our humanity. The word often refers to the element of the personality that survives death, but for me it means something more earthy. Soul is the meeting place of the sensuous and the sublime. It’s what whets our taste for justice, sharpens our appetite for beauty, our passion for order, our hunger for love. It’s soul that inspires great works of art that unveil the comedy and tragedy of our lives. When we speak of a soulful piece of music, we mean one that comes out of infinite depths of feeling. When we speak of the soul of a nation, we mean its capacity for heroism and visionary change. “The soul,” said psychologist Carl Jung, “is partly in eternity and partly in time.” Soul is present wherever our lives intersect the holy: in moments of intimacy, in flights of imagination, and in rituals that hallow the passing moments of our lives with lasting meaning.

     In olden days, nurturing the soul was often the province of the village priest. Today the role has mostly shifted to therapists, psychiatrists and clinicians. But Care of the Soul …the title of a book by Jungian analyst Thomas Moore …suggests we need to recover the art of cultivating our spiritual resources. For the emotional ailments of our time–depression, anxiety, addiction and the rest–can best be understood as symptoms of a deeper malaise. That sickness was described succinctly by Jung over half a century ago in his book Modern Man in Search of a Soul where he asserted that people of our era suffer from neurosis because they have “no love, but only sexuality; no faith, because they are afraid to grope in the dark; no hope, because they are disillusioned by the world and by life; and no understanding because they fail to read the meaning of their own existence.” They suffer, in short, because they have lost touch with the vital sources of their own being. And nurturing those sources is less a matter of “getting your act together” or spending an hour on the analyst’s couch than of daily and ongoing attention to concerns of the spirit.

     The story of one man’s search for a soul is told in Dan Wakefield’s autobiography, Returning. He relates being reared in a family that was like many others of the 1940’s and 50’s: middle-class, Protestant, and sexually repressed. ...But he abandoned his boyhood beliefs as a college student at Columbia where he encountered the broader world of New York City, with its bracing mixture of dialects and races, and learned in his classroom lectures that psychoanalysis had revealed religion to be merely a juvenile form of wish fulfillment.

     “It seemed clear,” Wakefield recalled from his freshman course on Contemporary Civilization, “that psychiatry had replaced religion as the new, educated, scientific way of understanding the world, and though it didn’t have a God, it’s creator Sigmund Freud with his white beard looked enough like a representation of Him to seem a kind of stand-in figure for the deity in modern people’s imaginations (or at least in mine).” Loss of faith was only part of a much larger illumination for the young English major, who was soon establishing his credentials as a writer and correspondent. He covered the civil rights movement for The Nation. His work on the Vietnam war won his a post as contributing editor for The Atlantic. But even after the publication of his first, best- selling novel, an exploration of a young man’s coming of age in a large, Midwestern city, there was an inward ache that neither binge-drinking, nor marijuana, nor LSD, nor five years in therapy seemed able to fill. By the time he reached midlife, he was a successful TV script writer living in Los Angeles, trapped in “a life [he says] I could only deal with sedated by wine, loud noise, moving images, and wired to electronic games that further distracted my fragmented attention from a growing sense of blank, nameless pain in the pit of my very being.” “One balmy spring morning in Hollywood, a month or so before my forty-eight birthday, I woke up screaming,” Wakefield says. And that desperate cry marked a turning point in his life. For the first time since he was a boy scout at Camp Chank-tun-un-gi, he began once again to take care of his body with regular exercise and a healthy diet. He left California and moved back East, to Boston, where he had spent time as a Neiman Fellow at Harvard, and where he’d grown to love the parade of seasons so dear to New Englanders. Most importantly, he started once again to attend church–something he had not done since his youth.

     It was King’s Chapel, a Unitarian congregation in the heart of downtown. He’d chosen it from the Yellow Pages because its liberal theology seemed less primitive than that of some more orthodox denominations. Still, his first ventures on Sunday mornings were furtive, as though in worshiping he were committing an intellectual sin that might tarnish him in the eyes of his Sunday Times reading neighbors.

     But to his astonishment, the congregants there were thoughtful, reflective people very much like himself. And as he became more involved in the life of the parish, he began to make additional discoveries. As a single person, without children, he found that a religious community could be a caring family. As a man who had hopscotched the world in his career as a writer, he learned the importance of connection to a place, a people and a history that could ground life and give it roots. As an individual who had existed from deadline to deadline, he recovered an appreciation for the natural rhythms of the year, the holidays and holydays that transformed the passing of time from a digital readout to a cycle of celebrations. And as a man who had driven himself to high achievement, he discovered that life could be more than a fluctuating series of wins and losses. It could also be understood as a pilgrimage in which success was less a destination than the quality of the journey itself.

     “As fulfilling as it was for me to return to Boston and begin a new phase of life,” he says, “it did not make everything smooth. As the usual trials of life continued, I went to King’s Chapel not only for inspiration but for solace, a respite from the all too common affliction of the human condition, from broken furnaces to broken hearts, from bad dreams to flu and taxes.” “Going to church, even belonging to it, did not solve life’s problems,” he concludes, “but it gave me a sense of living in a larger context, of being part of something great than what I could see through the tunnel vision of my personal concerns.” Providing that larger context–a sacred ground–is what places like this meetinghouse are all about. They are not places of escape or retreat, nor do they offer any quick solutions to the problems of living. Instead they offer opportunities for reflection and soul- searching. “Care of the soul,” affirms Thomas Moore,” is a continuous process that concerns itself not so much with ‘fixing’ a central flaw as with attending to the small details of everyday life, as well as to major decisions and changes.” And although care of the soul can hardly be limited to Sunday morning, worship can be one of the ways we remind ourselves of the values that make life worth living throughout the week or throughout a lifetime.

     …Growing a soul requires the work of a lifetime, and needs to the support of others engaged in a similar quest. “Our culture is in need of theological reflection that does not advocate a particular tradition, but tends the soul’s need for spiritual direction,” as Thomas Moore says. Unitarian Universalism can provide a shelter for the lost and searching souls who need a place of hospitality that will accept all travelers, a shelter that can embrace rather than run from the contradictions and complexities of our time.

     And if we cannot all become Great Souls (or what the Hindus call mahatmas), we can all be growing souls who teach and challenge and care for one another. …

11.4: Shy Soul, Wild Soul by Rev. Erin Gingrich (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,122 words)

     I don’t know about you, but I go into the woods by myself for the day when I need a miracle. Sure, I love to hike, but most of the time whether I need it or not, when I go into nature for the day I’m always on the lookout for a miracle. Some reminder that settles my soul, and then ignites it, calls to it, and reminds me of my place in the world. This is the miracle I so often need, helping me get right sized, putting my life in perspective so I can wake up to glory of being.

     This miracle is the most true thing I know. And once I experienced it and let it enter my living, shape my living and be my living, everything changed. I just want to cry out to the world on a regular basis, we’re alive! This body I think is mine is so much more than I realize. You, your body. The walking miracles that we don’t even see in all moments.

Amazing miracles dressed in simple things.

     On that day standing at the break in the path, I was trying to find my way back to gratitude, awe, connection. I went into the woods that day wondering how to walk in life with the god of my misunderstanding.

     I could walk down the path that seemed reasonable or I could walk down the path that carried risk, hope and effort. This time, as I looked down the birch lined lane again, I saw a four-legged creature looking back at me.  It must have been there the whole time and I hadn’t seen it before. It was still, tall, graceful. A deer, frozen with a stillness and control I don’t know how to muster.

     …I don’t know what god is or if there is a god. “I don’t believe in god,” my partner says to me. “I don’t believe in God, Erin. I’m an atheist.  I don’t believe, I know. I sense God.”

Yes. My body understands this statement. Needless to say, theological conversations with my partner keep me intrigued and just when I think I’ve come to understand his understanding of life, this wildness slips through my fingers.

I also don’t believe in God. Well, I don’t believe in an all-powerful God who weaves the larger tapestry of our lives and knows what is going to happen in the end. I have, however, had the experience of the coming to see the deer on the path too many times to completely discount it anymore. I sense something in my being that resembles this thing we call god.

With the doubt inside of me donning curiosity, I walked down that path that fall day with just enough willingness to see once again what life had in store.

     …We had just been reading and sharing about Parker Palmer’s book, A Hidden Wholeness…. His book is about creating circles of trust, kind of like a covenant group or what one might experience in spiritual direction, basically, circles of people that make room for one’s soul to come forward and be known.

     First, I want to clarify in his words what he means by the soul. “Philosophers haggle about what to call this core of our humanity, but I am no stickler for precision. Thomas Merton called it true self. Buddhists call it original nature or big self. Quakers call it the inner teacher or the inner light. Hasidic Jews call it a spark of the divine. Humanists call it identity and integrity. In popular parlance, people often call it soul.” “the poet Mary Oliver says, ‘nobody knows what the soul is. It comes and goes like wind over the water.”

     Now that we hopefully can relate to this notion of the soul, let’s hear what he has to say about it. “Like a wild animal, the soul is tough, resilient, resourceful, savvy, and self-sufficient: it knows how to survive in hard places. I learned about these qualities during my bouts of depression. In that deadly darkness, the faculties I had always depended on collapsed. But from time to time, deep in the thickets of my inner wilderness, I could sense the presence of something that knew how to stay alive even when the rest of me wanted to die. That something was my touch and tenacious soul. Yet despite its toughness, the soul is also shy.  Just like a wild animal, it seeks safety in the dense underbrush, especially when other people are around. If we want to see a wild animal, we know that the last thing we should do is go crashing through the woods yelling for it to come out. But if we will walk quietly into the woods, sit patiently at the base of a tree, breathe with the earth, and fade into our surroundings, the wild creature we seek might put in an appearance. We may see it only briefly and only out of the corner of an eye-but the sight is a gift we will always treasure as an end in itself.”

     …I know the world in ways that I don’t believe. I know the world in ways I can’t explain, but it holds my heart captive and I can’t deny their significance in my life.

I’d like us to know our wholeness and remind each other of it. I’d like us to live from this place of wisdom and truth more often, so that we hurt each other less and help each other more. I’d like for us to sit quietly together in the wilderness of our lives and come to know our shy and wild souls more deeply.

     Parker Palmer says, “Unfortunately, community in our culture too often means a group of people who go crashing through the woods together, scaring the soul away. In spaces ranging from congregations to classrooms, we preach and teach, assert and argue, claim and proclaim and generally behave in ways that drive everything original and wild into hiding. Under these conditions, the intellect, emotions, will and ego may emerge, but not the soul: we scare off soulful things.”

     He says, “A circle of trust is a group of people who know how to sit quietly ‘in the woods’ with each other and wait for the shy soul to show up. The relationships in such groups are not pushy but patient; they are not confrontational but compassionate; they are not filled with expectations and demands but with abiding faith in the reality of the inner teacher and in each person’s capacity to learn from it.”

     Church can be one of those places- a place where we make room for the soul to show up and teach us.

11.5: Making Sense of the Soul by Rev. Michael Schuler (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,469 words)

     …For much of history, the terms soul and spirit have been used interchange- ably to describe that which animates the human organism. These metaphysical concepts have served to explain how mere matter acquired the ability to move, feel, think, imagine, and invent. The soul was “in” the body, but not really “of” it and ultimately not dependent upon it.

     This understanding of soul enjoys considerable popularity, and there are many variations on the basic theme. Classical Hinduism holds that the human soul has two components—the Atman, which is eternal, unchanging, and by nature divine; and the Jiva, a quasi-material entity that accumulates karma through a succession of lifetimes and serves as a temporary container for the immortal Atman. Our ultimate aim should be to rid ourselves of all karmic accretions, to dissolve the Jiva, so that the Atman can return to its original home in Brahman. Only then will be painful cycle of birth, death and rebirth be broken.

     The cessation of individual existence and reunion with the Ultimate (or Cosmic Consciousness, if you will) is also … a fixture of Western Sufism, as well as of Christian Gnosticism. It is by no means unique to Hinduism.

     The soul also figures prominently in the occult and tantric traditions, where we find fantastic accounts of soul travel or astral projection. “We know that among many people the soul is conceived of as a bird,” Mircea Eliade writes, “and while the majority of human beings are changed into birds only at the moment of death ... sorcerers emerge from the body in this world, and as often as they wish.” Many in my generation learned of such things by reading Carlos Casteneda’s vivid descriptions of the supernatural feats of Don Juan, a Yaqui Indian sorcerer.

     But some religious traditions are less sympathetic to such claims. The ancient Hebrews spoke of the soul, but did not believe it could exist apart from the body. For his part, the Buddha rejected the Hindu concept of atman and advocated for its opposite—”Anatta” or “no-soul.” According to the Theravadan Buddhist authority Walpola Sri Rahula “Buddhism stands unique in the history of human thought in denying the existence” of such an entity.

     Through his own close and objective observation, the Buddha concluded that everything about us is in a state of flux—body, perceptions, volition, emotions—with each impermanent element conditioning the appearance of the next in a continuous sequence of cause and effect. “There is nothing behind these phenomena that can be called a permanent ‘self’ or Atman,” the Japanese scholar Maseo Abe maintains.

     What about reincarnation, we might ask? For the Buddha and his successors what actually survives the death of the physical body is only an impulse of sorts, a “cause” that our lives on earth create, that produces a noticeable “effect” on someone else. For example, if I am compassionate and helpful during my lifetime, I will produce a “blessing” that will insinuate itself in the thought and experience of a person yet to be born.

     Now, for those who find any and all of the foregoing theories unconvincing, the concept of “soul” can still prove useful. When a person is said to be “soul-searching,” they are consulting their con- science, trying to sort out right from wrong. And, when we say of a friend, “she’s a person with soul!” it is because we have observed in her certain admirable qualities—an exceptional degree of kind- ness, sensitivity, integrity, or insight perhaps. “If you hear the word ‘soul’ in a sermon, it might mean something different from the way it would be used in a novel,” Norman Cousins points out.

     The concept does become tricky precisely because so much depends on the context in which it is employed. To fully appreciate soul as a resource we can draw upon in our everyday comings and goings, we have to start thinking less meta- physically and more metaphorically—to place it in a completely different context which is, of course, what poets help us to do.

     Thus …poet Donna Carnes writes an “indigo deep snow moon that dazzled her serious soul all night long.” …Patricia Freres writes of practicing yoga near Lake Wingra, as a Great Blue Heron silently observes her and her companions from the end of the pier: “We practice, aching, what heron knows, /Her ease, her poise /Does she know us for kindred spirits? Do we do her soul good, /As she does ours?”

     Contemporary civilization has been described as “soulless” because of its insatiable appetite for money, power, willy-nilly development, untrammeled innovation, technocratic problem solving, and realities filtered through and altered by the electronic media. As a people, we are over-stimulated and undernourished society’s critics say. “The twentieth century was kind of a windstorm,” Christian Wiman recently wrote in The American Scholar: “A windstorm scouring of all we thought was knowledge and truth and ours, until it became too strong for us, or we too weak for it, and ‘the self-replaced the soul with the fist of survival.’”

     Wiman and others describe how anxiety, at both the individual and collective level, has spiked in recent decades as our sense of “self” has become less substantial and increasingly alienated from family and community. “It buckles and wavers under the strain and eventually, inevitably, it breaks,” Wiman warns.

     What we need, then, is a recovery of soul, not in the metaphysical but in the more earthy and mundane sense of that word—soul not as a “thing” but as a quality of experience, a way of being that is more cognizant of and essentially connected to the world. According to the popular Jungian writer and therapist Thomas Moore, we begin to live more soulfully when our sense of wonder is rekindled, and growing reverence for ourselves, our neighbors, and our world causes us to think twice before engaging in exploitive or self-aggrandizing activities. “One of the most important gifts of the    deep soul,” Moore writes, “. . . is the voice of conscience ... which plays a central role in human creativity, teaching us where to place limits and how to protect our common humanity. Without this “soul” human creativity turns into uninhibited, self- destructive productivity, a sign of an untethered, dissociated spirituality.”

     Moore draws a clear distinction between spirituality and soulfulness. The former, he argues, motivates us to transcend the personal, concrete, finite particulars of this world—”onward and upward forever” is how our 19th century forebears put it. In this sense, technology and science can claim to be “spiritual” pursuits just as easily as religion. But when the spiritual impulse is divorced from soul, it can lead to a devaluation of the world and indifference to its well-being and beauty. According to Robert Sardello, another Jungian, dis- eased consciousness, a consciousness devoid of soul, is as much responsible for today’s social and ecological crises as poor planning and lack of adequate information.

     Recovering, and then growing a soul, is a task to be carried out in daily life as we learn to slow down and to attend more closely. It isn’t about “curing, fixing, changing adjusting or making healthy,” Thomas Moore tells us. “It remains patiently in the present, close to life as it presents itself to us day by day. ... It has to do with modest care and not miraculous cure.”

     This is, of course, very much in keeping with the “chop wood, carry water” approach to spiritual practice that we encounter in Buddhism; it is of a piece with the homespun parables and unpretentious lifestyle of Jesus, and it has much in common with the timeless advice of the Chinese sage, Lao Tse: “See the world as yourself. /Have faith in the way things are. / Love the world as yourself; /Then you can care for all things.”

     “Love the world as yourself,” Lao Tse urges. For that to happen, we need soul, for this is the part of our humanity that turns perception into communication, communication into communion, and it is from communion that love and the impulse to care, springs. We don’t exploit, we don’t neglect, and we don’t destroy that with which we have enjoyed—and continue to enjoy—genuine communion.

   Caught up as we all are in the urbanized, hyper- active, and distracted world we’ve created, “soul” may seem like an antiquated and even irrelevant idea to hold onto, one that simply doesn’t comport with the conditions of modern life. If that’s how we feel, well, there’s always the metaphysical alternative—that other “soul” whose destiny lies in some unsullied world beyond our own.

     But for a time at least, let us be citizens of this world, concerned for its future, open to its pain and its grandeur, as good a place as any to fulfill our- selves as soulful beings.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Food for the body is not enough. There must be food for the soul.”   Dorothy Day

“The soul should always stand ajar, ready to welcome the ecstatic experience.”   Emily Dickinson

“The human soul has still greater need of the ideal than of the real. It is by the real that we exist; it is by the ideal that we live.”   Victor Hugo

“Memory is the personal journalism of the soul.”   Richard Schickel

“A genuine odyssey is not about piling up experiences. It is a deeply felt, risky, unpredictable tour of the soul.”   Thomas Moore
“The human soul is hungry for beauty; we seek it everywhere—in landscape, music, art, clothes, furniture, gardening, companionship, love, religion, and in ourselves.”   John O’Donohue

“There is an eternal landscape, a geography of the soul; we search for its outlines all our lives.”   Josephine Hart

“The most powerful weapon on earth is the human soul on fire.”   Ferdinand Foch

“Hope is the thing with feathers that perches in the soul—and sings the tunes without the words—and never stops at all.”   Emily Dickinson

“To be rooted is perhaps the most important and least recognized need of the human soul.”   Simone Weil

“Re-examine all that you have been told... dismiss that which insults your soul.”   Walt Whitman

“I’ve redefined success as ‘fulfilling your soul’s purpose.”   Jack Canfield

“It’s true about the eyes being the window to the soul. Your face can be etched with worry, and twisted by ageing, but the eyes tell the true story of who you are.”   Naomie Harris

“The soul is partly in time and partly in eternity. We might remember the part that resides in eternity when we feel despair over the part that is in life.”   Thomas Moore
“You have to grow from the inside out. None can teach you, none can make you spiritual. There is no other teacher but your own soul.”   Swami Vivekananda

“Since love grows within you, so beauty grows. For love is the beauty of the soul.”   Saint Augustine

“It may help us, in those times of trouble, to remember that love is not only about relationship, it is also an affair of the soul.”   Thomas Moore
“I trust that when people meet, we meet for a transcendent reason, and that the challenges we face in life are always lessons that serve our soul’s growth.”   Marianne Williamson

“Begin to see yourself as a soul with a body rather than a body with a soul.”   Wayne Dyer

“Let your soul stand cool and composed before a million universes.”   Walt Whitman

“Find out who you are and be that person. That’s what your soul was put on this Earth to be. Find that truth, live that truth and everything else will come.”   Ellen DeGeneres

“...to the soul, the most minute details and the most ordinary activities, carried out with mindfulness and art, have an effect far beyond their apparent insignificance.”   Thomas Moore
“Age wrinkles the body. Quitting wrinkles the soul.”   Douglas MacArthur

“The wilderness is healing, a therapy for the soul.”   Nicholas Kristof

“The soul is stronger than its surroundings.”   William James

“I said to my soul, be still, and wait without hope, For hope would be hope for the wrong thing.”   T. S. Eliot

“For what shall it profit a man, if he gain the whole world, and suffer the loss of his soul?”   Jesus

“…you cannot have an impactful life with an impoverished soul.”   John Ortberg

“How many times do we lose an occasion for soul work by leaping ahead to final solutions without pausing to savor the undertones? …thus we lose opportunities to know ourselves for our motives and our secrets.”   Thomas Moore
“Beauty awakens the soul to act.”   Dante Alighieri

“Here’s the deal. The human soul doesn’t want to be advised or fixed or saved. It simply wants to be witnessed — to be seen, heard and companioned exactly as it is. …As Mary Oliver has written, ‘This is the first, the wildest and the wisest thing I know: that the soul exists and is built entirely out of attentiveness.’”   Parker Palmer
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