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Lifespan RE Resources for Reverence




Introduction
The theme for the month of October is reverence which is related to our 1st source, “Direct experience of that transcending mystery and wonder, affirmed in all cultures, which moves us to a renewal of the spirit and an openness to the forces which create and uphold life,” 6th source, “Spiritual teachings of earth-centered traditions which celebrate the sacred circle of life and instruct us to live in harmony with the rhythms of nature,” our 1st principal, “The inherent worth and dignity of every person,” and the 7th principal, “Respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part.”

Encouraging reverence in children and youth begins with the teaching of respect not only for each other, but also for animals, plants, and even inanimate objects. Another avenue to reverence is through awe and wonder, which children quite naturally experience and express.

     A word and gesture conveys reverence and that is Namaste. The following comes from the description of the song Namaste by Mark Hayes.
“The word ‘namaste’ (pronounced nah-mah-STAY) comes from Sanskrit, the classical and spiritual language of India. It is a customary greeting often accompanied by a slight bow made with hands pressed together, palms touching and fingers pointed upwards, in front of the chest. The gesture Namaste represents the belief that there is a Divine spark within each of us that connects us. We acknowledge or ‘bow’ to that divine spark in each other as a sign of affirmation and respect. As a point of spiritual practice, we try to see the divine image in everyone, especially people who are different from us or people we don’t like.”

A word that perfectly captures a more expansive understanding of communion is Ubuntu. It is a term and philosophy common in the southern half of Africa. While Ubuntu is from the Bantu language of the Zulu and Xhosa, it is known by other words in 10 other Bantu languages. While the word is translated as “humanity,” the philosophy is expressed by the phrase, “I am because you are, you are because I am.” 

Archbishop Desmond Tutu offered a definition in his 1999 book, No Future without Forgiveness. He wrote, “A person with Ubuntu is open and available to others, affirming of others, does not feel threatened that others are able and good, based from a proper self-assurance that comes from knowing that he or she belongs in a greater whole and is diminished when others are humiliated or diminished, when others are tortured or oppressed.” Tutu also said, “The completely self-sufficient person would be sub-human.”

In 2008, Tutu offered a further explanation: “One of the sayings in our country is Ubuntu—” the essence of being human. Ubuntu speaks particularly about the fact that you can't exist as a human being in isolation. It speaks about our interconnectedness. You can't be human all by yourself, and when you have this quality—Ubuntu—you are known for your generosity.
     “We think of ourselves far too frequently as just individuals, separated from one another, whereas you are connected and what you do affects the whole world. When you do well, it spreads out; it is for the whole of humanity.”

It is difficult to imagine South Africa’s Truth and Reconciliation Commission (TRC) apart from the concept of Ubuntu. The TRC’s effectiveness in promoting extraordinary forgiveness in many cases and bringing about healing was remarkable.

In an interview by Tim Modise, Nelson Mandela was asked to explain Ubuntu. He said, “A traveler through a country would stop at a village and he didn't have to ask for food or for water. Once he stops, the people give him food and attend him. That is one aspect of Ubuntu, but it will have various aspects. Ubuntu does not mean that people should not address themselves. The question therefore is: Are you going to do so in order to enable the community around you to be able to improve?”

At Nelson Mandela's memorial in December 2013, President Barack Obama spoke about Ubuntu by saying, “There is a word in South Africa—Ubuntu—a word that captures Mandela’s greatest gift: his recognition that we are all bound together in ways that are invisible to the eye; that there is a oneness to humanity; that we achieve ourselves by sharing ourselves with others, and caring for those around us.

We can never know how much of this sense was innate in him, or how much was shaped in a dark and solitary cell. But we remember the gestures, large and small—introducing his jailers as honored guests at his inauguration; taking a pitch in a Springbok uniform [ Springbok is the name of the national rugby team of South Africa, a one-time symbol of apartheid]; turning his family’s heartbreak into a call to confront HIV/AIDS—that revealed the depth of his empathy and his understanding. He not only embodied Ubuntu, he taught millions to find that truth within themselves.”

The Meaning of Namasté by Karson McGinley
     Tantric philosophy teaches that everything that exists is one Divine consciousness that longs to experience itself in different forms.
     As a human being, it is in your nature to forget this truth—that every person, thought, feeling, and experience is a perfect expression of the one Divine awareness. When a being does forget (by feeling separate, less than, better than, or identifying with any external, impermanent aspect of being more so than its true nature), it suffers. The teachings say that your spiritual practice is the art and act of simply remembering who you are.
     …By saying namasté (and meaning it), you are saying that you see others for what you actually are. It’s an affirmation of the choice to identify with God-consciousness, rather than the ego, which would have you believe that you are somehow superior or inferior to any other being on this planet. 
     ...What would life be like if you saw others as perfectly whole? What if you saw yourself this way? A namasté between two yogis is a pact made to honor the highest, truest, most authentic parts of themselves, and let their limitations fall away.
     In his translation of the 1,000-year-old spiritual text The Recognition Sutras, Tantric scholar Christopher Wallis describes how this understanding might affect your approach to life: “Once you become aware of the true nature of reality, everything you do becomes an act of reverence. Simply living your ordinary daily life with full awareness becomes a complete practice of meditation, a perfect form of worship, an offering to all beings and to Being itself. Tantra teaches that because there is only One in the universe, all actions are in truth the Divine exploring itself, reverencing itself, worshipping itself.”
     …Find a meaning of this salutation that speaks to your heart—to plant that meaning as a seed into your center, that every time you join your palms together, you nourish the seed and savor its nectar.
Source: https://chopra.com/articles/learn-the-meaning-of-namaste 

An excerpt from Scientific American on The Science of Awe can be found at https://transformativexperiences.wordpress.com/tag/technology/. It is quite helpful.


.
List of Resources
1.0: Pins 
Resources for Children
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons, Time for All Ages & Resources
No resources identified
3.0: Wisdom Stories about Reverence, Awe, and Wonder
      Children
3.1: The Answer is in Your Hands, adapted from an Indian folk tale (580 words)
3.2: Flame of Learning, Chalice of Love by Janeen Grohsmeyer (798 words)
3.3: The Way of the Otter by Julie Simon (565 words)
3.4: Worship at Camp Taylor (863 words)
      Youth
      Adults
3.5: A Private History of Awe (220 words)
Awe
      Children
3.6: Luís and Mika (1,072 words)
3.7: We Got Here Together by Kim Stafford (247 words)
3.8: A Caterpillar Grows Up (1,197 words)
3.9: The Most Beautiful Bower in the World by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,095 words)
3.10: Treasure Stones by Janeen Grohsmeyer (825 words)
3.11: The Messiah Is Among You (995 words)
3.12: Habitat at Home by Julie Simon (628 words)
     Youth
3.13: Maui and Pele Create Hawai’i, a retelling of a Hawaiian legend (457 words)
3.14: Grandmother Spider Brings the Light, a retelling of a story from Cherokee tradition (374 words)
3.15: Joseph Priestley (466 words)
3.16: Loaves and Fishes (258 words)
3.17: A Lamp in Every Corner by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,215 words)
     Adults
3.18: The Mystic and the Scientist (348 words)
3.19: Untried Wings by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (182 words)
3.20: Cathedral of the World by Rev. Dr. Forrest Church (720 words)
3.21: The Wind in Both Ears (217 words)
3.22: Russell by Rev. Jose Ballester (425 words)
Wonder
     Children
3.23: A Tour of the Heavens: Clyde Tombaugh Discovers Pluto (652 words)
3.24: One Square Inch (576 words)
3.25: The Everything Seed by Carole Martignacco (563 words)
3.26: Pandora’s Box (507 words)
3.27: The Grumpy Gecko (994 words)
     Youth
3.28: The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones (638 words)
3.29: You're Saved by Something Green by Charlene Brotman (394 words)
4.0: Children’s Books about Reverence, Awe, and Wonder
4.1: Sweetest Kulu by Celina Kalluk, author and Alexandria Neonakis, illustrator (2018)
4.2: On the Day You Were Born by Debra Frasier (1993)
4.3: On the Night You Were Born by Nancy Tillman (2006)
4.4: On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein by Jennifer Berne, author and Vladimir Radunsky, illustrator (2013)
4.5: You are Stardust by Elin Kelsey, author and Soyeon Kim, illustrator (2012
4.6: My Friend Earth by Patricia MacLachlan, author and Francesca Sanna, illustrator (2020)
4.7: Miss Rumphius by Barbara Cooney (1982)
4.8: Me …Jane by Patrick McDonnell (2011)
4.9: Listen by Holly M. McGhee, author and Pascal Lemaitre, illustrator (2019)
4.10: A Map into the World by Kao Kalia Yang, author and Seo Kim, illustrator (2019)
4.11: Doors in the Air by David Weale, author and Pierre Pratt, illustrator (2012)
4.12: I Wish I Had… by Giovanna Zoboli, author and Simona Mulazzani, illustrator (2013)
4.13: John Muir: America's Naturalist by Thomas Locker (2010) 
4.14: A Leaf Can Be… by Laura Purdie Salas, author and Violeta Dabija, illustrator (2012)
4.15: The Stuff of Stars: A Diverse Picture Book about the Big Bang Theory by Marion Dane Bauer, author and Ekua Holmes, illustrator (2018)
4.16: I Wonder by Annaka Harris, author and John Rowe, illustrator (2013)
4.17: Tiny, Perfect Things by M. H. Clark, author and Madeline Kloepper, illustrator (2018)
4.18: There by Marie-Louise Fitzpatrick (2009)
4.19: I Wonder by Kari Anne Holt, author and Kenard Pak, illustrator (2019)
4.20: The Invisible Web: A Story Celebrating Love and Universal Connection by Patrice Karst, author and Joanne Lew-Vriethoff, illustrator (2020)
4.21: Maybe: A Story About the Endless Potential in All of Us by Kobi Yamada, author and Gabriella Barouch, illustrator (2019)
4.22: Everywhere, Wonder by Matthew Swanson, author and Robbi Behr, illustrator (2017)
4.23: Lovely Beasts: The Surprising Truth by Kate Gardner, author and Heidi Smith, illustrator (2018)
4.24: The Vast Wonder of the World: Biologist Ernest Everett Just by Mélina Mangal, author and Luisa Uribe, illustrator (2018)
4.25: Small Wonders: Jean-Henri Fabre and His World of Insects by Matthew Clark Smith, author and Giuliano Ferri, illustrator (2015)
5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
5.1: Songs
None identified
5.2: Videos
None identified
5.3: Resources
None identified
6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
      from Tapestry of Faith 
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Sessions 17 to 22, Wondering…
Session 17: Wondering about stars 
Session 18: Wondering about the moon 
Session 19: The wonder of weather 
Session 20: Rainbows 
Session 21: Dreams 
Session 22: Imagination
6.2: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
Session 15: Caring for the Earth
6.3: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
Session 12: Beauty in Nature
Session 16: Using Our Senses of Wonder
6.4: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
Session 7: Seeing Others with Awe
Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
6.5: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
Session 2: Awesome Love
Session 11: Love and Gratitude
6.6: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
Session 5: We Revere Life
6.7: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
Workshop 4: Trees: Sanctuary for the Spirit
Workshop 6: Council Among the Trees, Part 1
Workshop 7: Council Among the Trees, Part 2
6.8: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
Session 1: Naming Miracles 
Session 2: The Miracle of Close Attention 
Session 3: The Miracle of Transformation 
Session 4: It’s All in the Timing 
Session 5: A Miracle Inside 
Session 6: The Miracle of Social Change 
Session 7: Miracles We Can Make 
Session 8: Still a Mystery

Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: Reverence for the Visible and Invisible Worlds by Yahia Lababidi
7.2: The Inner Landscape of Beauty by John O’Donohue (274 words)
7.3: The Difference Between Curing and Healing by Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen (250 words)
7.4: Beannacht/Blessing by John O’Donohue (141 words)
7.5: Virtues of Reverence by Ralph Heintzman (280 words)
7.6: Dwelling in Reverence by Sam Keen (284 words)
7.7: Honoring the Sacred in Others by Dennis Merritt Jones (198 words)
7.8: Toward a Reverent Life by Charles Cummings (262 words)
7.9: Reverence for Life Remembered by Frederick Franck (292 words)
7.10: Ordaining Trees by Joseph Veneroso (128 words)
7.11: From Tolerance to Reverence by Ray Riegert (118 words)
7.12: Reverence for Children by Sobonfu Some (268 words)
7.13: Holy Mothers by Tom Cowan (140 words)
7.14: The Soul of Water by Cait Johnson (145 words)
7.15: Bow to Life by Joseph Cardillo (209 words)
7.16: Otherness by Maggie Ross (148 words)
7.17: Reverence for Chairs by Shunryu Suzuki (212 words)
7.18: The Communion of Ubuntu by Mark Nepo (187 words)
7.19: I Am Because We Are by Steve Paulson (264 words) 
7.20: The Meaning of Namasté by Karson McGinley (256)
8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
     Youth
8.1: Videos / See Section 10.0.
      Tapestry of Faith
8.2: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
Workshop 8: Humility
     Adults
      Tapestry of Faith
8.3: Spirit of Life: An Adult Program on Unitarian Universalist Spirituality
Workshop 4: Blow In the Wind, Rise In The Sea: Nature And Spirit
9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Reverence by Samuel Romero, featuring Thomas Beckman & Borealis String Quartet (3:39)
9.2: Wonder by Naughty Boy with Emeli Sandé (3:26)
9.3: Breath by The Heartifact (4:00)
9.4: Rabbit Holes by John Michael Sellers (3:45)
9.5: Giant Forest by Stephen Cline (3:38)
9.6: The Boy Who Never Cried by Steve Earle (3:46)
9.7: Immigrant's Daughter by Margaret Becker (4:26)
10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
TBD
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[bookmark: _Hlk29906963][bookmark: _Hlk44159178]2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons, Time for All Ages & Resources
[bookmark: _Hlk75069077]No resources identified

[bookmark: _Hlk83659777]3.0: Wisdom Stories about Reverence, Awe, and Wonder
[bookmark: _Hlk53395100][bookmark: _Hlk32135138]      Children
3.1: The Answer is in Your Hands, adapted from an Indian folk tale (580 words)
     There was once a wise woman who lived by herself near a small village. Rumor had it that she could always accurately predict when the rains would come, or help heal a sick child with herbs, or calm angry neighbors and help them to resolve their fights and arguments. People came from all over the land to meet with her and seek her advice on matters both small and great. Her reputation was such that was said she was never wrong — not ever.
     Some of the children of the village didn't believe that it was possible to always be right. Surely she could not know everything! They decided to test her knowledge. First they asked her to answer questions about the planets, the animals, and the world. No matter how hard the questions, she always answered correctly.
     The children were amazed at her knowledge and learning and most were ready to stop testing the wise woman. However, one boy was determined to prove that the old woman couldn't know everything. Hatching a devious scheme, he told all of his friends to meet him at the woman's home the following afternoon so he could prove she was a faker.
     All through the next day he hunted for a bird. Finally he caught a small songbird in a net. Holding it behind his back so no one could see what was in his hands, he walked triumphantly to the wise woman's home. (storytelling tip: take a wooden or stuffed bird and holds it behind your back.)
     "Old woman!" he called. "Come and show us how wise you are!"
     The woman walked calmly to the door. "May I help you?" she simply asked.
     "You say you know everything — prove it — what am I holding behind my back?" the young boy demanded.
     The old woman thought for a moment. She could make out the faint sounds of a birds wings rustling. "I do not say I know everything — for that would be impossible," she replied. "However, I do believe you are holding a bird in your hands."
     The boy was furious. How could the woman have possibly known he had a bird? Thinking quickly he came up with a new scheme. He would ask the woman whether the bird was alive or dead. If the woman replied, "alive," he would crush it with his hands and prove her wrong. If she answered, "dead," on the other hand, he would pull the living bird from behind his back and allow it to fly away. Either way he would prove his point and the wise woman would be discredited.
     "Very good," he called. "It is a bird. But tell me, is the bird I am holding alive or dead?"
     The wise woman paused for a long moment while the boy waited with anticipation for his opportunity to prove her wrong. Again the woman spoke calmly, "The answer, my young friend, is in your hands. The answer is in your hands."
     The boy realized that the wise woman had once again spoken correctly and truthfully. The answer was indeed in his own hands. Feeling the bird feebly moving in his hands as it tried to escape his grasp, he felt suddenly very ashamed.
     The answer was in his hands — slowly and gently he brought his hands to the front of his body. Looking into the eyes of the delicate bird he apologized, "I am sorry little one," and he opened his hands to let her go free.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session11/story1

3.2: Flame of Learning, Chalice of Love by Janeen Grohsmeyer (798 words)
(Light a chalice, if there isn't already one lit, and have some matches at hand.)
     Have you ever watched a candle burn?
(Lean forward to impart the secret.)
     The fire is alive.
     Watch it! It moves. It flickers. It dances on the wind. It changes with every breath of air. (Demonstrate this.)
     Fire is alive. It is born. It grows. And it dies.
(Blow out candle.)
     But fire is special. It can live again and again.
(Relight candle and reverently set the chalice someplace where participants can see it.)
     People have always known that fire was special. Long, long ago, before people made matches or candles or even made houses, people knew that fire was special. There was the great fire in the sky, the sun, which made the earth warm and made night into day. And there were the smaller fires that people made, fires that cooked their food, and kept them warm, and brought them light.
     People honored the fires, because fire was special. Fire was more than human.
     Fire has power. It can create, and it can destroy. It can bring light, and it can burn. It can create, and it can destroy. Fire can be wonderful, and fire can be terrible. We have to be careful with fire.
     And so, people thought that fire was something sacred and holy. Some people even worshiped fire, and said that fire was a deity, like a goddess or a god. Other people said fire wasn't actually the deity, but just meant that the deity was there.
     No matter what they believed, people all over the world gave fire a special place in their religions. They had fires in their homes, of course, to cook food and keep warm, and they also had sacred fires in their temples. They set sacred lamps on their altars. They lit sacred bonfires outside on the hilltops and in the groves. They placed sacred torches near the graves of those who died.
     We still do this today. In Washington, DC, near the tomb of the Unknown Soldier, burns an eternal flame that never goes out. In churches at Christmas time, many Christians light four candles on an Advent wreath. During the eight days of Hanukkah, Jews light the eight candles of the menorah. At Diwali, Hindus set small lamps all around the house.
     And when Unitarian Universalists gather, we light a chalice. This is our sacred fire. The flame gives light and warmth, just like all fires. It's also a symbol, something we use to represent the light of learning.
     The chalice is a symbol, too. A chalice is really just a big cup that you can drink from. When you're thirsty, the nicest thing someone can do is to give you something to drink. Giving a drink to someone is a way of welcoming them to your house. In a way, it means you're part of the same family, just like everyone here is part of the same family, the Unitarian Universalist family.
      The picture of a flame in a chalice was first drawn by a man named Hans Deutsch during World War II for the Unitarian Service Committee. This was before your parents were born. During the war, the committee needed a symbol to show refugees from many different countries that they were there to help them. When refugees saw the picture of the flame in the chalice, it didn’t matter what language they spoke. They understood that the symbol stood for help. Unitarian Universalists started to use the flaming chalice in their worship services after that.
     Just like the sacred fires, people have used chalices in their religions for thousands and thousands of years. Long ago, the Greeks and Romans put wine in their chalices. Other people have put water or blood or milk, or even melted butter in their chalices. The Celts believed that drinking from the cauldron of the Goddess Ceirdwyn would bring people back to life. Jesus shared a cup of wine with his friends. Many Christians still do this in religious celebrations today.
     We Unitarian Universalists don't drink from our chalice. Instead, we use it to hold the flame. The circle of the chalice helps keep the fire small. The flame doesn't blind us. It doesn't burn us. It gives us light, so we can see all the different things in the universe. Even the invisible ones, because the Unitarian Universalist flame is a light of learning.
     The circle of our family keeps us warm, both our family at home and our Unitarian Universalist family. We help each other, and we share food and drink with each other, and we take care of each other, because that's what families are supposed to do. And we invite everyone to come be a part of our family, because the Unitarian Universalist chalice is a chalice of love.
     The flaming chalice is a symbol of learning and of love. It's our symbol, the symbol of Unitarian Universalism.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session2/flame-learning 

3.3: The Way of the Otter by Julie Simon (565 words)
     Daniel firmly grips his paddle and pulls hard against the water. He watches as the paddle tip dives below the surface, then leaves behind a tiny whirlpool as the paddle rises above the water. The kayak glides forward. He peers into the tall cattails arching above the sides of the kayak and scans for mud chutes. A light breeze wafts his hair back from his eyes. But he cannot see the banks at all in the dim dawn light.
     They paddle on and soon emerge from the cattails and reeds of the marsh channel, into a small open stream. The sun climbs and glows up over the horizon. Now Daniel can see muddy, grassy chutes among the roots and bushes covering the banks of the stream.
     "Mom, over there," he whispers, pointing to some marshy grasses across from the second chute. "We can wait over there. If we're quiet, they won't notice us."
     They slowly paddle the kayak to the spot Daniel has suggested, backing it in so they can look out at the chute, undetected among the grasses. Then they wait—quiet and watchful—breathing in the moist air. Daniel is prepared to wait the whole morning—or longer—if need be. He is an experienced otter spotter.
     But he does not have to wait long today. Three river otters amble along the bank. They have long, slender, brown, fur-covered bodies, with long narrow tails, and cute faces with long whiskers. One is much bigger than the other two. A mom and her two pups are out looking for breakfast. They slide down the mud chute into the stream unaware that they are being watched. Daniel is excited but he stays quiet, hardly breathing with delight.
     The otters dive underwater looking for small fish, clams, and crayfish. They each find a meal and climb up the bank to enjoy it. Then the otters slide back down the chute and dive for more food. One of the pups must be full. He quickly emerges from under the water with a rock instead of a fish, flips onto his back, and tosses the rock between his front paws. He looks like he is juggling.
     Daniel can barely keep back his giggles. But he is hoping for even more fun. Sure enough, after the other pup eats her fill of fish, she joins her brother juggling two rocks while floating on her back. Then her brother decides it's time to play slide and chase. He dashes up the bank and slides down the chute on his stomach. He lands in the stream with a swoosh, then dives and swims up beside his sister. She rolls and drops her rock. The two pups splash and roll across the stream. They chase each other up the bank and down the mud slide over and over again.
     Eventually, Momma Otter finishes her breakfast too. She joins the pups in the slide and chase game. They are three otters rolling and splashing and frolicking their way along the stream.
     Finally, Daniel can no longer contain his laughter. He giggles through his fingers. The otters stop and look over at the reeds where Daniel and his mom are hidden. Then they scramble up the bank and disappear into the shrubs. Daniel sighs a tired, contented sigh. Now he will go have his own breakfast. He has seen the play of the otter.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session10/otter

3.4: Worship at Camp Taylor (863 words)
     Ricardo and his grandparents arrived at Camp Taylor for the congregation's weekend retreat. This was Ricardo's third year at the retreat and he had been looking forward to this weekend for months. He helped bring the bags to their cabin. Then, he looked all over for his friends Abby and Kamal, but they had not yet arrived.
     Instead, he found his grandfather in the large, group kitchen. "Time will pass faster if you keep busy," his grandfather said, and he asked Ricardo to help him place bread in baskets for Friday night's dinner.
     Grandfather was right: Time did move faster when you kept busy. In fact, Ricardo was busy all weekend. When he wasn't playing with his friends, he helped prepare meals and clean up after activities. At Saturday's lunch, the minister, Rev. Hendrix, sat by Ricardo. "Ricardo, you are really being helpful this weekend. I like to see such leadership in the children of the congregation."
     "Leadership?" asked Ricardo.
     "Sure. Leadership doesn't only mean being the person in charge. Pitching in where help is needed is leadership, too. I need a young person to help with tomorrow's worship service. Would you like to help?"
     "Sure," said Ricardo, though he wasn't sure how he could help. What did he know about creating worship?
     That night, the worship planning team met. Rev. Hendrix explained that they would keep the planned components short to leave plenty of room for people to share. The theme for the service was "All Together Now." She used newsprint to list the parts of the worship service.
     "When we gather at the pond, people will come from all over. Let's gather people with a song, a song some people know and others can learn quickly," she said.
     "How about, 'Come, Come Whoever You Are?" asked Ricardo. "We learned that in RE and we sing it a lot on Sunday mornings."
     Everyone liked that idea. Someone wrote the title of the song on the newsprint. Another member of the team suggested they open with a chalice lighting. Ricardo was surprised to see that someone had brought a chalice to the retreat. They knew it would be needed because all the worship services at the congregation started with a chalice lighting.
     More ideas for the worship service were added to the newsprint, including two more hymns and a meditation led by one of the congregation's elders.
     "Will you give a sermon?" Ricardo asked Rev. Hendrix.
     "Not this time," said Rev. Hendrix. "Alex has prepared a short sermon," Alex was a college student, who was new to the congregation. Ricardo was surprised that someone besides a minister could give a sermon—especially someone almost as young as himself.
     "At the end of my sermon, I will invite anyone who wishes to do so to say a few words about what coming together for this retreat means to them. Instead of our usual Joys and Concerns, this is what we will ask participants to give during the service," said Alex. Ricardo liked that. He thought everyone would be able to participate in this way.
     The next morning, Ricardo went to the pond in time to start singing "Come, Come Whoever You Are" exactly at ten o'clock with the other worship planners. As more people arrived, they quickly joined in. Some brought chairs or blankets, and others just sat on the grass. Rev. Hendrix placed the chalice on a large stone. Different people led the group through the parts of the worship service. The songs were easy—no hymnbooks were needed.
     Then Alex stood up to give a sermon. Ricardo was surprised to realize that Alex was talking about him! "Because we all took time to be together here," Alex said, "I have received some amazing gifts this weekend. One of these gifts was the special time I got to spend with my young friend Ricardo this morning, planning this worship gathering together."
     After Alex finished speaking, it was time for people to share what the retreat meant for them. One person said, "Taking time away from the busyness of our everyday lives allowed me to just be right here, in the moment, without thinking about what I have to go and do next. I feel refreshed and renewed."
     A parent said, "I got to spend more time with my children this weekend than I have for months."
     An elder said, "I almost didn't come. I thought the retreat was really only for families with kids. But some of you encouraged me to come, and I'm so glad I did. I got to know people better. We shared many stories. Young and old people should talk together more often."
     Ricardo had thought worshipping in the woods would be strange, and complicated. But it was easy. It turned out they didn't need hymnbooks, or an altar—just people, willing to share what was important to them with each other in a spirit of love and togetherness. After the closing words, Ricardo extinguished the chalice. It was time to go home.
     "See you at Camp Taylor next year," Ricardo called out to Rev. Hendrix.
     Rev. Hendrix laughed and called back, "See you at the congregation next Sunday."
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session11/287930.shtml 
      Youth
      Adults
3.5: A Private History of Awe (220 words)
Excerpted and adapted from Scott Russell Sanders' book, A Private History of Awe (New York, North Point Press, 2006).
     In his book A Private History of Awe, Scott Russell Sanders remembers a spring day when he was a young boy, old enough to run around and small enough to be carried in his father's arms. The wind was booming; lightning flashed everywhere as a heavy rain fell. His father carried him out on to the porch, held him against his chest, and hummed as the thunder rumbled. They looked out at the trees and the huge oak which was the tallest thing the child knew. The oak swayed in the storm. Suddenly a flash and boom split the air. Everything became a white glare. "Sweet Jesus," his father cried out, grabbing him and pulling him close. Lighting had struck the oak and it snapped like a stick. Its top shattered onto the ground and a charred streak ran down the trunk.
     One moment the great tree was there as solid as the father, bigger than anything Scott knew, and the next moment it was gone.
     Fifty years later that day still haunts Scott. That was the day when power, energy, wildness that surges through everything was revealed in a flash. Scott writes, "The sky cracked open to reveal a world where even grownups were tiny and houses were toys and wood and skin and everything was made of light."
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/life/workshop4/159225.shtml 

Awe
      Children
3.6: Luís and Mika (1,072 words)
     Luís lived in the Arctic Circle with his parents who were researching the effects of global warming. Luís wondered about that as he went out for a walk. He didn’t think there was much global warming going on today. It didn’t feel warm to Luís, who was bundled up in a snowsuit, mittens, hat, and boots.
     Luís came across a very large polar bear. She looked very sad, and Luís felt sorry for her, and so he went over to ask why.
     The polar bear said she was sad because her habitat was shrinking.
     “What’s a habitat?” Luís asked.
     “Why, your habitat is where you live. The Arctic is my habitat,” responded the polar bear, Mika. “It is everything you see around you, the ice, and the sea, and the glaciers. It has food, shelter, everything I need to live a healthy life and raise a polar bear family.”
     “Why is it shrinking?” Luís asked.
     “Well,” Mika replied, “my habitat needs to be cold. I like it that way, and so do the fish I eat. But the climate around here is getting warmer.”
     “I actually think it is plenty cold here!” said Luís. “But I know about global warming. My parents study that. It’s because of people cutting down rain forests and drilling deep into the earth to get coal and oil.”
     Mika nodded sadly. “Take it from me, our winters are not what they used to be,” she said. “Winters are shorter now. Ice melts faster than it ever has before. That means that polar bears like me are running out of places cold enough to live, hunt, and raise our cubs. If we don’t have anywhere to live, we may vanish from the earth forever. And mine is not the only habitat that’s in trouble. Oceans are warming up. Wild forest lands are getting smaller. Many species are threatened because their world is changing so rapidly.”
     “That’s awful,” replied Luís. “What is causing global warming?”
     “The earth is warming up because of the way humans have used it. Like you said. Cutting down trees. Drilling into the earth. And, no offense, but, everyday things you do at home can contribute to global warming, and in turn hurt me, and my environment, even the whole planet.”
     “Like what?” asked Luís. “I’m just a kid!”
     “If you ride in a gas-powered car, or leave lights on in your house when you do not need them, everyday things like that,” said Mika. “Like having the heat up too high, or the air conditioning too low, taking long showers, and leaving computers and phone chargers plugged in on stand-by instead of shutting them off.”
     “Those things hurt you?”
     “Yes, they do. The energy to run all those devices, or to heat your water, or run your car isn’t free. It comes from oil or coal that is taken from the earth and burned in great, big factories. When the factories make fuel, they also make a lot of waste—pollution and chemicals that go into our air and water. Forests are cut down to make room for cattle that people want to eat or more space for people to live, work, and play.”
     “I had no idea!” said Luís.
     “Humans are just starting to understand the impact they have had on all the creatures’ habitats. But a while back, before most people were thinking about how they use our earth, I met a very concerned lady named Rachel Carson.
     She came up here to the Arctic, and we had a very long talk. I told her there were strange smells in the air, and that the animals seemed to be sick.
     “Rachel did a lot of research, and wrote a book called Silent Spring about chemicals used to get rid of bugs and help crops grow. She showed that these chemicals did not kill just bugs, but harmed many animals. The chemicals even killed songbirds. The book was so important that President Kennedy read it, investigated those chemicals, and had them banned. Rachel was really concerned about the environment. She spoke to the U.S. Congress, worked for the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service, and taught at a college. Even though she is not alive any more, many friends of the earth still celebrate Rachel Carson’s birthday, May 27—and many Unitarian Universalist congregations celebrate it, because she was a UU.”
     “I’m a UU!” said Luís excitedly.
     “You are?” said Mika. “That’s wonderful! Many Unitarian Universalists are changing their human habits in ways that help the earth.”
     “Really?” asked Luís. “I want to help, too. What can I do?”
     “There are a lot of things you can do to help, Luís,” said Mika.
[Pause. Invite the group to try and guess what ideas Mika gave Luís. Then continue…]
     Here is what the polar bear told Luís. “If you remember to turn off lights and unplug phone chargers when you are not using them, you will use less electricity. That helps. Wear a sweater inside when it’s cold, and you won’t need to turn the heat so high. Take short showers! It takes a lot of energy to heat water for a shower. Plus, you’ll save water that other species need, too—like those fish I like to eat!”
     Luís wondered how a polar bear knew so much about humans’ habits! She told him to recycle everything he could, from plastic and paper, to clothes that had gotten too small, to electronics he didn’t play with anymore. “Take them to someone who can use them,” Mika said, “or make new things from your old stuff.”
     Mika told Luís that the way polar bears use the earth fits right in with the other species that share their habitat. “For example, I always swim, or walk, or float on an iceberg to get where I’m going,” she said. “But humans use their cars a lot, and airplanes, and buses,” she said. “If you can walk, bike, or skate where you are going, that can help. Buy food that is grown or made near where you live and doesn’t have to ride to your town in a truck or a train that uses a lot of fuel. Remember, we are all connected in the interdependent web of life.”
     “Gosh, Mika, I sure am glad I ran into you. I learned a lot about global warming and climate change.”
     Luís went back to find his parents to tell them all he had learned, and to see if they could celebrate Rachel Carson day, too.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-7/luis-mika 

3.7: We Got Here Together by Kim Stafford (247 words)
"We Got Here Together," by Kim Stafford, is reprinted by permission of the author from We Got Here Together, by Kim Stafford, illustrated by Debra Frasier, published by Harcourt Brace in 1994. Copyright 1994 by Kim Stafford.
Invite children to act out the story when you read "Now you get settled into bed." Encourage them to imagine the bubble coming from the fish and turning into the sky and the rain turning into the ocean.
     Now you get settled in bed, I'll tell you a story.
     You get cozy, and I'll start.
     Once, in the deepest ocean, there was a little fish.
     That fish opened its mouth and let a bubble go.
     At the same moment a cloud high over the ocean let a raindrop go.
     Way down in the deep that bubble started its journey to the surface, and high in the sky that raindrop started down.
     Would you be afraid? I might be afraid. But nothing can hurt a raindrop, nothing can hurt a bubble. They belong where they're going.
     For a long time that bubble drifted up through the water without a thought, bumping a seal belly, bouncing off a seaweed leaf, rolling through the blue, floating toward that big ceiling of light.
     And the raindrop was spinning dizzy down, sliding along the shoulder of the wind, tumbling toward that silver field of water.
     They took so long, falling down and soaring up, they grew. The bubble swelled and filled with light. The raindrop gathered ready and round.
     Somehow, they were aimed for the exact same moment in time, and they got there together.
     Then they were—what were they?
     The bubble opened and was the whole sky.
     The raindrop opened and was the whole ocean.
     There they were—sky and ocean turning right where they belonged.
     And you and I?
     We got here together, too, didn't we? We got here safe, in the silver light, where we belong.
(Sound the rain stick to indicate the story is over.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session2/168205.shtml 

3.8: A Caterpillar Grows Up (1,197 words)
Adapted from The Family Finds Out by Edith Hunter (Boston: Beacon Press, 1966).
     Ellen was sitting up on a branch of the apple tree, swinging her legs. Her mother was looking over the vegetable garden.
     "Want to see a nice fat green worm?" her mother called.
     Ellen jumped down from the tree and ran over.
     "I guess that's a cabbage worm," said her mom. "He's sitting on a cabbage leaf. See the big holes he's eaten in the leaf?"
     "He's just the same color as the leaf," said Ellen. "He's hard to see."
     "I suppose there are a lot more of these worms around," said her mother. "They don't help us a bit, because they eat the cabbages."
     Would that worm grow up to be a butterfly, like a caterpillar does?" asked Ellen.
     "I guess so," said her mother. "I suppose that really is a cabbage caterpillar, not a worm, and there are cabbage butterflies. You know those yellow ones with big black spots?"
     "Do you think we could keep him, Mommy, and watch him grow up?" asked Ellen. "Maybe we could see him turn into a butterfly!"
     "We could try it, Ellen. We know what he eats. You could feed him cabbage leaves every day."
     "Let's show him to Daddy," said Ellen. "Maybe we can find something to keep him in." She ran off into the house holding the green cabbage caterpillar close in her hand.
     Her father was working in the kitchen. "See my caterpillar, Daddy," said Ellen. "I'm going to watch him grow up into a butterfly. Would you help me find a house for him?"
     "Let's build him a house right now," he said. "I have four small panes of window glass. We can use those for the sides of the house, and a piece of screen for the top of the house, and some wood for the floor of the house."
     In just a few minutes they had made a fine large glass house and Ellen put the caterpillar right in. They put the screen over the top.
     "You can pull up one little cabbage plant each day to feed your caterpillar," said her father. "There are more plants growing in the garden than we will ever be able to use. Probably if you wet the leaves before you put them in, he'll get enough water. We'll keep his glass house on the living-room table, so we can all see what happens to him."
     Ellen ran right out into the yard and her mom helped her pull up one baby cabbage plant. Ellen brought it in and wet the leaves. Then she put it into the glass house.
     "There you are, Mr. Caterpillar! I hope you'll grow up to be a butterfly soon," said Ellen.
     For three days the caterpillar crawled around inside his glass house. Ellen put in fresh cabbage leaves each day. He seemed to be fine. On the third day he crawled up the glass on one side of his house. About half way up, he stopped.
     When her parents came home from work that night Ellen said, "My caterpillar is just sitting on the side of his house. He hasn't moved all day. Do you think he's dead?"
     They looked at the caterpillar. He seemed rather dried up. He wasn't moving at all. "But if he were dead," said her father, "I should think he would fall down. We'll just have to wait and see. I never raised a butterfly before."
     "You know," said her mother, "when a caterpillar is nearly ready to become a butterfly he stays very still for a while. Sometimes he spins a cocoon, or he buries himself in the ground, or he just sits quietly in his old skin. They call him a chrysalis when he's doing that. Then, when he's ready, he comes out a butterfly."
     They decided that either their caterpillar was a chrysalis now or he was dead. For about a week he didn't seem to change much, except he got a little smaller looking. He didn't look like a caterpillar any more even, just a dried-up little skin.
     A few days later, Ellen was standing in front of the glass house, wondering if anything was ever going to happen to that old caterpillar. Suddenly she noticed something! "Mom, Dad" she called. "I think I can see yellow wings inside. I'm sure I can."
     Her parents came into the living room quickly.
     "See," said Ellen, "there are two tiny yellow wings all folded up in there. I see some black spots too. Do you think he is going to come out and be a butterfly now?"
     "I guess that is exactly what is going to happen," said her mother. "Why, this is the most wonderful thing I have ever seen! Let's take the glass house out on the porch. We'll watch the butterfly come out."
     They put the caterpillar's house on the porch railing and sat down beside it. They waited and waited and waited. Nothing seemed to be happening.
     "Maybe it will take a long time still," said her father. "I guess we better not just sit here the rest of the day. Let's go weed the beets and then come back and take a look."
     After they had worked for a little while, Ellen said, "I'm going to go see the chrysalis for a minute," and she ran up onto the porch.
     "Oh, look!" she called to her parents. "He's a butterfly, already! He's come out. He's beautiful!"
     They came running. Instead of a dried-up old worm, there was a beautiful creamy yellow butterfly! His wings looked soft as silk. They were much, much bigger than the little wings that Ellen had seen all folded up. Now the butterfly was flapping them back and forth, back and forth.
     "Oh, I'm so sorry we missed seeing him come out of the chrysalis," said her dad. "I shouldn't have been in such a hurry. But isn't he a beauty? See his long tongue! He can reach way down in the flowers with that." The butterfly kept unrolling his tongue, and then rolling it up again.
     "I'm going to take off the roof of his house now," said Ellen, "so he can fly away if he's ready." The butterfly did not fly away right away.
     Then after a minute her mother slipped her finger down next to him. Carefully he put out one of his long legs, his long new butterfly legs, and stepped onto her finger.
     Then Ellen put her finger next to her mother's. Once again the butterfly reached out a long leg, and stepped out onto Ellen's finger. Ellen lifted up her hand carefully. She held the butterfly out over the porch, in the bright afternoon sun.
     For a moment he clung to her finger. And then, opening out his silken wings, he flapped them gently and rose up in the air.
     "Fly away, fly away, butterfly dear," Ellen and her parents sang as the lovely yellow butterfly flew off. They watched him fly across the street to the meadow.
     "He's landing!" said Ellen. "He's landed on a meadow flower!"
     It made them glad to see their very own brand-new butterfly having his first drink of the sweetness of a flower.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session6/276528.shtml

3.9: The Most Beautiful Bower in the World by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,095 words)
     In the land of Australia, where koalas climb high in eucalyptus trees and kangaroos bound across grassy plains on great big feet, a baby bird pecked his way out of his shell.
     His mother called him Kejaro, and she brought him good fruit to eat. Every day, for dessert, she brought him bugs. His feathers were brown and green, just like his mother's. Both Kejaro and his mother had pale blue eyes.
     Every day, Kejaro ate fruit and bugs, to help him grow bigger. Every day, he flapped his wings hard, to help him grow stronger.
     And every night, his mother told him stories about his father. "He was handsome, with satiny blue feathers," she told him. "He was graceful, with a beautiful dance. He was charming, with a lovely voice. And he built the most beautiful bower in the world."
     "What's a bower?" asked Kejaro, for all he knew of the world was their nest, high in a tree and surrounded by green leaves, and the slivers of blue far above them that his mother said was "sky."
     "A bower is a special nest, built upon the ground," his mother told him. "With his feet, your father smoothed the ground to make a dancing floor. With his beak, he placed each twig, just so, to make an archway. He chewed leaves and berries to make paint then dipped a piece of bark into it and painted the archway's walls. He flew far and wide to find the prettiest flowers and feathers and shells to decorate the bower with, and all of them were of the most beautiful blue."
     "Like the sky?" Kejaro asked.
     "Like the sky," his mother agreed. "When I came to the bower, your father danced and sang for me, and then I joined him on the dancing floor. Someday, Kejaro, you will build a bower for your lady love."
     Then his mother covered him with her wing, for it was time to sleep. Kejaro closed his eyes, wondering what kind of bower he would build when he was grown.
     When Kejaro was three weeks old, he flew for the very first time. Soon, he could swoop and soar and zoom up and zoom down. He went high enough to see the sky, and it was huge, not just little slivers. It stretched from one end of the world to the other, and all of it was of the most beautiful blue.
     A few days later, he and his mother left their nest. They flew until they found a flock of other birds. All of them had brown and green feathers and pale blue eyes.
     Kejaro spent his days playing with his new friends. They flew high in the sky, zipping and zooming and swooping and soaring. They ate fruit from trees and bushes. Sometimes, for dessert, they would hunt bugs. At night, they slept on the branches of trees. Around them, koalas climbed high in the eucalyptus trees and kangaroos bounded across the grassy plains on great big feet.
     When Kejaro was five years old, he noticed that he had some new feathers that were a dark, satiny blue. The other boys had some new dark feathers, too. All the girls were still green and brown. Kejaro decided he didn't want to spend his days zipping and zooming and swooping and soaring.
     He wanted to build.
     Kejaro flew into the forest, searching for just the right spot. He found it, surrounded by four tall trees, with a little rivulet of water not far away. With his feet, he smoothed the ground to make a dancing floor. With his beak, he placed each twig, just so, to make an archway. He chewed leaves and berries to make paint then used a piece of bark to paint the archway's walls. He flew far and wide to find the prettiest flowers and feathers and shells to decorate his bower with, and all of them were of the most beautiful blue.
     Every day, he noticed that more of his own feathers were turning satiny blue. Every day, he practiced dancing and singing, making the sounds of other creatures he heard. Every day, he smoothed the dancing floor and rearranged the flowers and feathers and shells.
     Some days he went hunting for more decorations. Kejaro found snail shells and bright leaves and beetle wings, but he liked blue parrot feathers the best. He took a few from another bird's bower a few flights away. The next day when he came back from a trip, every single one of his blue parrot feathers were gone. So Kejaro went searching again.
     In the spring, a lovely green and brown bird with pale blue eyes came to his bower. He danced and sang his best for her, but then she flew away.
     Kejaro was sad, but he promised himself, "I'll do it better next time." All that next year he built and rebuilt his bower, painting the archway, smoothing the dancing floor, finding and arranging his decorations of the most beautiful blue. Almost half of his own feathers were satiny blue now, and he practiced his singing and his dancing, too.
     That spring, three birds came to his bower, and he sang and danced for each of them. Two of them left when he was finished, and one of them stayed for a little while, but none of them joined him on the dancing floor.
     Once again, Kejaro was sad, but once again he promised himself: "I'll do it better next time." All that year he worked hard, trying to build the most beautiful bower in the world. When spring came again, all of his own feathers were dark satiny blue. He gleamed in the sunshine, and his eyes were as blue as the sky.
     One morning, a lovely green and brown bird with pale blue eyes came to his bower. She watched as he danced and sang his best for her. Kejaro finished his song and waited, hoping she thought he was handsome and graceful and charming, hoping she would stay.
     She hopped over to him and said, "My name is Camira."
     "My name is Kejaro," he told her, wondering if she would be his lady love.
     Camira fluttered her wings a little and said, "You have built the most beautiful bower in the world."
     And Kejaro was happy, for that meant he had finally done it right this time.
     Then he was happier still, for Camira joined him on the dancing floor, and the two of them danced together inside the most beautiful bower in the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session9/beautiful-bower 

3.10: Treasure Stones by Janeen Grohsmeyer (825 words)
     In a time not so long ago and in a place not so far away, there lived a boy named Arthur Lismer. Arthur always had a pencil in his pocket, because Arthur loved to draw. He drew clouds. He drew birds. He drew flowers. He drew many beautiful things. And he drew pictures of stones.
      "Why are you drawing a boring old stone?" his friends would ask. "They're just... gray. They're just... rocks."
     "Stones are beautiful," Arthur told them. "Just look. Some stones have gold flecks. Some have tiny crystals. In the rain, a stone can change color. In the sunshine, it can sparkle. Every stone is a treasure; every stone is beautiful. Just look!"
     Arthur would draw pictures anywhere, anytime. He drew in the morning at the breakfast table. He drew during lunchtime at school. He drew on moonlit nights outside, surrounded by trees. He drew on train rides through the countryside. He even drew on Sundays in church.
     "Put that away," his mother would tell him, and so Arthur would close his sketchbook and put his pencil in his pocket, and he would listen to their minister at the Unitarian chapel in Sheffield. But sometimes during the service he would still be thinking about drawing.
     When Arthur was thirteen, he went to a school just for artists. After he graduated, he sold his drawings to people. But he didn't make very much money at it.
      So, when he was twenty-six years old, Arthur decided to leave England and sail across the Atlantic Ocean, all the way to Canada. He got an ax and chopped up his desk, and he used its wood to build a trunk. He put some clothes and his drawing paper and his pencils into the trunk, and he moved to Canada.
      The trees and the flowers and the animals in Canada were all new to Arthur, and all of them were beautiful. He traveled to many places, going to the mountains and the prairies and the lakes and the rivers of that great land, painting pictures of the things he saw.
     People liked his pictures. They liked seeing the world through his eyes. Most people hadn't traveled very far, and Canada is a very big country. Arthur's pictures were like windows into a new world.
     In his pictures, people could see a river of snow flowing down a mountainside. They saw trees with great gnarly roots all twisted together. They saw a church and houses surrounded by fields of grain. They saw gray rocks colored bright red by the setting sun. They saw a tree bowing in the wind, and above it little white clouds following each other across the sky like little ducklings in a row.
     People hadn't seen that before. They hadn't realized just how magnificent Canada was. "Just look," Arthur said. "Look and see."
     Many people bought Arthur's pictures to put in their homes. People put his pictures in schools, and in offices, and even on postage stamps.
     Five years after Arthur came to Canada, he became a teacher in an art school, showing people how to create art. Not just with paper and pencil, but with wire and cloth and felt and feather and bits of rock and all kinds of things.
      On Saturdays, he taught classes in a museum. People of all ages came, all in the same room. Parents learned right along with their children. Arthur would talk for a while about the paintings, about the artists who created them and where and when the paintings were made. And then, he would ask everyone: "What do you see in that picture? What do you think it means? What do you like? What kind of beauty is there for you?"
     On Sundays, he taught children at his Unitarian church. "Let's go outside!" he would usually say. "Let's see what we can find. Let's see."
     "I found a stone," a child said, one day. "It's just gray."
     "Let's see," Arthur said. He licked his finger to get it wet. Then he rubbed his finger on the little stone. The stone turned pink and then purple and then gray again.
     "It's like a rainbow!" the child said.
     Arthur took out his pencil from his pocket (he always carried a pencil) and drew two small dots on one end of the stone, and then a long curving line on the other.
     "It's like a mouse!" the child said.
     He turned the rock over so they could see all the little spidery lines in the cracks.
      "It's a like a map!" the child said.
     Then sunshine came, and the rock began to sparkle.
     "Now it's silver and gold!" the child said. "It's like treasure."
     "It is treasure," Arthur said.
     The child nodded, holding tightly the stone that was a rainbow and a mouse and a map and a treasure. "It's my treasure stone," the child said. "I can see that now."
      What kind of treasures do you see?
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session12/treasure-stones 

3.11: The Messiah Is Among You (995 words)
Recrafted with permission of the author, Francis Dorff, O. Praem, of the Norbertine Community of Albuquerque, New Mexico, from his story, "The Rabbi's Gift," which is copyrighted by The New Catholic World magazine.
     Mr. Cohen was the teacher of the most quarrelsome third grade class you could ever imagine. The kids in that class argued about everything. They argued about who should stand in front of the lunch line. They argued about what games to play during recess. They argued about who was the best reader in the class. And if Mr. Cohen asked them whether it was sunny or rainy outside, they even argued about that!
     Mr. Cohen was at his wits' end. There was so much arguing going on that no one was learning anything. When they tried to do multiplication problems, Janie and Stan argued about whether "two times two" was the same as "two plus two," or not. When it was time for spelling, Carmen and Ling began to quibble about who should get the first turn in the spelling bee. In music class, Carlos and Beth each tried to grab the tambourine and Carlos ended up in the nurse's office when the tambourine hit him on the head.
     Mr. Cohen tried everything. He promised the class an ice cream party if they could get through just one day without an argument. No sooner had he made this offer than Charles and Bobby began to argue about whether they should get chocolate chip ice cream or cookie dough.
     Mr. Cohen threatened the kids. He told them he'd send anyone who was arguing to the principal's office. That didn't work either. The principal, Mrs. Sanchez, pulled Mr. Cohen aside at lunch time and politely but firmly told him that 15 students in one morning was quite enough, thank you, and she hoped to be able to get some work done that afternoon.
     Mr. Cohen called parents. He tried very politely asking the kids to stop. He kept the class in at recess. Nothing worked. There was only thing left to do. Mr. Cohen went to his synagogue on the Sabbath and prayed. His rabbi noticed his look of despair and went to sit by him. The rabbi listened to Mr. Cohen's tale of the most difficult, argumentative third grade class in history. When she had heard it all, she simply said, "Stay home from work on Monday, and leave it to me."
     That Monday, the kids walked into their classroom and found the rabbi sitting at Mr. Cohen's desk. Of course, they immediately began to argue about whether Mr. Cohen was sick or whether Mrs. Sanchez had finally gotten so tired of the steady stream of arguing children that showed up at her office every day that she'd fired him.
     The rabbi sat and listened. She didn't yell or try to interrupt them. She didn't plead or scold. She simply sat quietly at Mr. Cohen's desk. After a while the kids began to wonder what was going on. The arguments gradually died down as the kids watched the rabbi to see what would happen next.
     When the classroom was finally quiet, the rabbi slowly stood up. "Mr. Cohen will not be here today. I am your substitute teacher but I have only one thing to teach you. Listen carefully for I will not repeat it."
     The kids were too surprised to argue. The rabbi's voice rang out in the stunned silence. "Last night in my dreams, God told me a messiah is among you."
(Leader: Ask, "What do you suppose happened next?" Wait until someone says "fighting" or "arguments.")
      They argued, of course! Pandemonium broke out in the classroom as the kids argued about who might be the messiah.
     It couldn't be Charles; he was always getting into mischief. But on the other hand, Charles could always be counted on to help a friend or share his lunch. And Ling was clearly too bossy to be a messiah. But, then again, Ling went to church every single Sunday and prayed every night before bed. What about Janie? She always did her work so carefully and neatly.
     The arguing didn't stop overnight. When Mr. Cohen returned to school on Tuesday morning, the first thing he heard was Stan's angry voice. "I'm telling you Carmen, Bobby is the messiah! Just the other day I saw him comforting a little first grader who had scraped her knee. Isn't that the sort of thing a messiah would do?"
     Soon, however, the arguments began to disappear. When Janie began to argue with Charles that she should be the line leader, she suddenly offered to stand behind him in line. After all, Charles might be the messiah.
     And in music class, Carlos and Beth took turns using the tambourine. After all, one of them might be the messiah.
     All that year the kids kept trying to figure out who might be the messiah. They began to think about each other differently. They noticed all of the good things about each other. Stan was a great artist with a huge imagination. Ling was passionate and strong. Carmen was the most loyal friend you could ask for. As for Mr. Cohen, he was a gentle, kind teacher. Maybe he was the messiah.
     The kids also began to think about themselves differently. Each child wondered: Could I be the messiah? The children were inspired to try to be the best people they could be.
     Soon the kids in Mr. Cohen's class had a reputation for treating one another well. Teachers came from far and wide to visit the class and ask Mr. Cohen for teaching tips. The year ended and the kids in Mr. Cohen's class graduated having learned a very important lesson they would never forget: Everyone around you is special, and anyone could be a messiah.
     The next fall, Mr. Cohen looked at his brand-new class of third graders. Already, Jon and Anna were arguing about whether or not alligators were the same as crocodiles. “Good morning, children,” he began. “Has anyone here ever heard of a messiah?” He lowered his voice to a whisper, so everyone had to be quiet and listen, and he said, “I have been told there is a messiah in this class.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session7/messiah 

3.12: Habitat at Home by Julie Simon (628 words)
     Kylie groaned on the sofa. Her best friend Georgia was sick. It was Saturday, and the girls had planned to ride their bikes to Sundale Preserve that morning. But Georgia had a sore throat. Kylie had been looking forward to the trip all week. Sundale was her favorite place to go on weekends. She and Georgia could ride there without a grown-up if they stayed on the bike trail.
     The park was amazing. It had lots of space for exploring—flower gardens, fields, woods, a pond, and a stream. Kylie loved looking for the animals—fish, birds, lizards, and her favorite, butterflies. There was even a bat box that bats roosted in during the day and left at dusk. In the summer, Kylie would pick and eat wild blackberries, cool her feet in the bubbling stream, and watch turtles sunning on logs in the pond.
     The animals in the park had everything they needed to live—plants and other animals for food, places for shelter and nesting, and the pond and stream for water.
     Kylie's kindergarten teacher called the Sundale Preserve a wildlife habitat. Earlier in the year, Kylie's whole class had helped plant milkweed in the garden for butterfly food. Last weekend, Kylie and Georgia had seen tiny, golden eggs clinging to the leaves of some milkweed plants. She wanted to see if any of them had hatched into caterpillars yet.
     Unfortunately, Sundale was too far for her to ride to without her friend. Kylie had graduated from training wheels more than a year ago, but she had just turned six years old last month. Her mom offered to walk with her, but she didn't really want to go without Georgia.
     So instead, she moped on the sofa.
     "Why don't you go look for caterpillars in the backyard?" her dad suggested.
     "We don't have caterpillars in our yard," Kylie said.
     "How do you know unless you look?" he asked.
     "But you need milkweed plants for caterpillars," said Kylie. "And we don't have those."
     "Hmmm? We had caterpillars last year," said Kylie's dad. "Don't you remember they ate up my parsley last summer? I planted extra parsley plants this year, just so we could have some for the caterpillars and some for us to eat."
     Kylie had forgotten about that. Then she got an idea. She would go look for caterpillars in the backyard and also look to see if there was a spot where they could plant their own milkweed to feed the butterflies. Kylie smiled and raced outside.
     She headed straight for the veggie patch where the parsley was growing. Sure enough, a tiny, black caterpillar with a white band around the middle was climbing along a stem. She also spotted tiny eggs the color of butter on the leaves.
     Then she raced back inside the house. "Dad, can we plant milkweed for the butterflies today so they can have food this summer?" she asked.
     "Well, I'm pretty sure they already have some food out back. Remember, they loved gathering nectar from the coneflowers and asters last summer. We can plant some milkweed next spring. I think milkweed is what Monarch butterflies need for their eggs and caterpillars. We can also put out ripe fruit and see if the butterflies sip nectar from it."
     "Ok. But today could we also dig a butterfly bath? And put out some basking rocks?" asked Kylie. She had learned that butterflies like to have "puddle parties" in shallow pools with muddy edges and they need heat-holding places to rest and sun their wings so they can warm up on cool mornings."
     "Sure," he said. "Let's go look for some flat rocks and find a good, sunny spot."
     Kylie was excited. She couldn't wait create their new backyard habitat for butterflies.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session5/habitat-home 

     Youth
3.13: Maui and Pele Create Hawai’i, a retelling of a Hawaiian legend (457 words)
     The god Maui was the smallest but smartest of his brothers, who often made fun of him because he couldn’t fish very well.
     Sometimes Maui would go out on a boat with his brothers, distract them when they had a fish on the line, and steal it from them, claiming it as his own. But soon his brothers caught on, and wouldn’t let Maui fish with them any longer.
     Maui’s mother, taking pity on him, told Maui to go and fetch a magical hook, fastened to the heavens. When the hook catches land, it will raise the land from the bottom of the sea floor.
     When he got the hook, Maui begged his brothers to take him out just once more. He wanted to prove he was the best fisherman of all.
     Maui cast his line into the sea, and soon enough, he hooked it on land. The sea began to move, and great waves rose all around them. Maui commanded his panicked brothers to paddle harder and harder, and not to look back. Maui pulled and pulled, and soon mountaintops began to rise from the ocean. But one of Maui’s brothers was too curious, and he looked back in awe at what Maui had done.
     The spell was broken, and the magical line broke, leaving only the mountaintops visible above the ocean.
     And that is how the Hawaiian Islands were born. They were only mountains then, until Pele brought her fire to Hawai’i.
     Pele was born from the supreme beings, Papa, or Earth Mother, and Wakea, (Wah-Kay-uh) Sky Father. Pele was among the first voyagers to sail to Hawai'i from her homeland Tahiti in a canoe guided by her shark-god brother. Pele saw a high mountain with a cloudy haze hiding its peak and knew she had found her new home. She named the island Hawai'i.
     Pele, carrying her magic stick Pa'oa (pay-oh-uh), went up to the mountain where a part of the earth collapsed into the ground. She placed the stick into the ground, and fire began to erupt from the mountain. Pele called this place Kilauea (kill-u-ay-uh). Inside the Kilauea crater was a large pit. She named it Halema'uma'u (halemma-uma-oo). Halema'uma'u would be her new home.
     A cliff on nearby Kilauea Mountain is sacred to her eldest brother, Ka-moho-ali'I (ka-moho-alee-he), king of the sharks and the keeper of the gourd that held the water of life. Out of respect for this brother, to this day, Pele never allows clouds of volcanic steam to touch his cliff.
     Pele still lives on Hawai'i where she rules as the fire goddess of the volcanoes. The smell of sulfur reminds the natives that she is still there in her home, Halema'uma'u, her fiery lava building a new island to the south, still submerged, named Loahi (lo-uh-hi). Those present whisper in awe:
     Ae aia [ay eye-ah] la o Pele, there is Pele.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1/maui-and-pele 

3.14: Grandmother Spider Brings the Light, a retelling of a story from Cherokee tradition (374 words)
     When the earth was first made, it was very dark, and the animals were afraid. One day Bear said, “I have seen light on the other side of the world, but the people will not share. Perhaps we could steal some for ourselves.”
     The others thought this was a splendid idea, and started to discuss who should go first.
     “I’ll go,” said fox.
     Fox went, and stole a piece of light in his mouth, but it was so hot it burned his mouth and he dropped it, and the fox still has a black mouth to this day.
     Possum tried next. He wrapped the light in his tail, and tried to drag it back, but it was too hot, and he dropped it. That is why no possum has fur on its tail.
     Crow said, “Let me try!” And he went off to steal the light, but when he got close, it singed all of his feathers, and he turned black. He was so afraid, he ran away.
     Finally, Grandmother Spider said, “I will go.” When she reached the light, she was surprised by how hot it was. She thought of a plan, and began to spin and spin with her silky web. Soon she had enough for a bag. She approached the light, and quick as a flash, tucked the light into her bag.
     When she got back, the animals were triumphant! “Hooray for Grandmother Spider!” They all shouted.
     Grandmother Spider was happy to give them the light. “We should hang the light in the sky, so all can be warmed by it,” she said. The other animals thought that too was a good idea, but how to get it in the sky?
     “I will go,” said Vulture. He took the bag of light, and put it on his head. It was hot, but he could stand it. He flew higher and higher, and the bag got hotter and hotter. He climbed higher, and his feathers turned black. Still higher, and the feathers on his head burned off! Still higher, and his head turned red. At the last possible second, he threw the light into the sky as hard as he could, and the Sun hung bright and beautiful, warming all the land.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1/spider

3.15: Joseph Priestley (466 words)
     As a child, Joseph Priestley noticed something that would influence the rest of his life: If you keep a bug in a jar for too long, it will die.
     At the time Joseph Priestley didn’t understand why that was true—nobody did. No one really studied the air; it was something everyone took for granted. After all, air is invisible. Why would you study nothingness, when there was so much to explore in the world that you could see?
     As an adult, Joseph Priestley resumed his childhood experiments in his basement utility sink. He would time how long it took certain things to die if they were trapped under glass. He learned that nothing survived in that closed environment for very long. He also tried to burn candles in the limited atmosphere, and found that they would extinguish themselves in moments, seeming to burn up whatever kept them going.
     One day, Joseph Priestley turned his eye on a new living thing. In mid-May of 1771, he popped a little mint plant under the glass, and waited to see how long it would take to run out of “air.” Joseph Priestley thought it would take days, or maybe even a few weeks for the plant to die, because it wouldn’t need very much air, but in late June, although the plant had shriveled a little, it was not dead, in fact it was growing upward still!
     This was very puzzling for Joseph Priestley. How had the plant survived? He turned again to his experiments. A candle was placed in the jar with the plant. It would burn, much longer then the candles without a plant in the jar. Then Joseph Priestley tried it with a mouse he had caught in his kitchen. The mouse lasted a very long time compared with the mouse without the plant.
     Through this experiment, Joseph Priestley discovered both oxygen and nitrogen.
     He wrote several times to his friend Ben Franklin, and together they began thinking about life on earth and how plants sustain mammal life, and vice versa. No one had ever before suspected that trees and other plants took carbon dioxide from our bodies, and replenished the air with oxygen. In fact, during the time of Joseph Priestley and Ben Franklin, many people thought trees were poisonous! It was considered wise and fashionable to cut down all the trees near your house to clean the air around it. Of course, the opposite is true!
     Joseph Priestley had many serendipitous moments of discovery in his life. Serendipity is an accidental discovery. In this case, Joseph Priestley was looking for the reason that living things “used up” air. But what he found instead was that plants create oxygen from the carbon dioxide that we exhale, one of the most important discoveries in history!
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-4/joseph-priestley

3.16: Loaves and Fishes (258 words)
From Christian scripture, John 6:1-19, New Revised Standard Version (Nashville, Tennessee: Thomas Nelson, Inc., 1990).
     A large crowd kept following [Jesus], because they saw the signs that he was doing for the sick. Jesus went up the mountain and sat down there with his disciples. Now the Passover, the festival of the Jews, was near. When he looked up and saw a large crowd coming toward him, Jesus said to Philip, “Where are we to buy bread for these people to eat?” He said this to test him, for he himself knew what he was going to do. Philip answered him, “Six months’ wages would not buy enough bread for each of them to get a little.”
     One of his disciples, Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother, said to him, “There is a boy here who has five barley loaves and two fish. But what are they among so many people?”
     Jesus said, “Make the people sit down.” Now there was a great deal of grass in the place; so they sat down, about five thousand in all. Then Jesus took the loaves, and when he had given thanks, he distributed them to those who were seated; so also the fish, as much as they wanted.
     When they were satisfied, he told his disciples, “Gather up the fragments left over, so that nothing may be lost.” So they gathered them up, and from the fragments of the five barley loaves, left by those who had eaten, they filled twelve baskets. When the people saw the sign that he had done, they began to say, “This is indeed the prophet who is to come into the world.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-6/loaves-fishes 

3.17: A Lamp in Every Corner by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,215 words)
From A Lamp in Every Corner: Our Unitarian Universalist Storybook (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2004).
     Many years ago, in the land of Transylvania, in a mountain valley watered by quick rushing streams and shadowed by great forests of beech trees, there was a village of small wooden houses with dark-shingled roofs. The people in the village were of the Unitarian religion, and they wanted a church of their own. A church set on the hillside, they decided, looking down upon the village as a mother looks down upon her sleeping child.
     So all the people of the village labored long and hard to build themselves a church. The stonemasons hammered sharp chisels to cut great blocks of gray stone, then set the stones into stout and sturdy walls. The glaziers made tiny glass panes and fitted them neatly into the windows with leaded lines. The foresters sawed tall beech trees into enormous beams and laid the trusses for the ceiling, then covered the roof with close-fitting wooden shingles that wouldn't leak a drop of rain. The carpenters carved wood for the pair of wide-opening doors, setting them on strong pegs so that the doors hung straight and square. A bell was brought from a faraway city, then hoisted by ropes, with a heave and a ho, to the top of the tower. The weavers wove fine cloths for the altar table, cloths embroidered with flowers and edged with lace. The smiths hammered black iron into tall lamp stands and hammered thin bronze into shining oil lamps.
     Finally, when the building of the church was done, the painting of the church could begin. The painters mixed bright colors: royal red and shimmering gold and brilliant blue, and everyone in the village—old and young, women and men, boys and girls—came to decorate their church. They painted flowers. They painted trees. They painted designs around the windows and different designs around the doors.
     And at the end of the day, when it was finished—when their church was finally done—all the people of the village stood back to admire it... and then to sing, a song of happiness and praise. Their village had a church now, a church set on the hillside, looking down upon the village as a mother looks down upon her sleeping child.
     "We will eat now!" announced an elder of the village, because everyone was hungry after their long day's work. "And later tonight, we will come back to pray."
     So the people of the village went down the hillside to their homes and their suppers, all except one little girl named Zora and her father, who stayed behind. They had brought their own bread and cheese. They ate their food slowly, sitting on the grass on the hillside and admiring their new church with its strong stone walls, its tall tower, and its magnificent bell.
     After they had eaten, they went back inside, opening those carved wooden doors to go into the gloriously painted sanctuary inside. "Oh, look, Father!" Zora cried, running from picture to picture, with her footsteps echoing off the stone walls. "See how grand!"
     "Yes, it is," said her father, looking around and nodding with pride. "Yes, it is."
     "But Father," she said suddenly, "we have not finished!"
     "What do you mean?"
     "There are tall iron lamp stands all along the walls, but there are no lamps! The church will be dark when the people come back."
     "Ah no, little one," said her father. 'The light of the church comes from its people. You shall see!" He rang the bell to call the people to worship, then took his daughter by the hand and led her back outside. They waited on the grassy hillside, next to their beautiful church of strong gray stone.
     The sun had set behind the mountains, and night was coming soon. Yet in the growing darkness, tiny points of light came from many directions and moved steadily up the hill.
     "Each family is entrusted with a lamp, little one," her father explained. "Each family lights its own way here."
     "Where is our family's lamp?"
     "Your mother is carrying it. She will be here soon."
     The many lights moved closer together, gathering into one moving stream, all headed the same way, growing larger and brighter all the time. Zora's mother arrived, bearing a burning oil lamp in her hands. The father lifted Zora so she could set their family's lamp high in its tall iron stand. All around the church, other families were doing the same. Soon the church was ablaze with light in every corner, for all the people of the village had gathered to pray and to sing.
     All through the worship service, Zora watched the lights flicker and glow. She watched her family's lamp most of all. When the service was over, her father lifted her high. She took the shining bronze lamp from the lamp stand. Its curved sides were warm and smooth in her hands. Her mother carried the lamp home, with the flame lighting the way.
     The lamp flame lit their house when they returned home. Zora washed her face and got ready for bed by the light of that flame. "Mother," Zora began, as she climbed into bed and lay down.
     "Yes, little one?" her mother asked, tucking the red wool blanket around Zora's shoulders.
     "Father said the light of the church comes from its people."
     "Yes."
     "But also, the people take their light from the church!" Over on the table by the fireplace, the shiny bronze lamp was still burning. "And we have that light every day."
     "Yes, indeed," said her mother. "And even when we are not in church, even when the lamp is not lit, we carry the light of truth in our minds and the flame of love in our hearts to show us the right way to be. That light—the light from truth and love—will never go out."
     "Never?" asked Zora.
     "Never," said her mother. "And this bronze lamp will last for many, many years. When you are grown, we will give the bronze lamp to you, and when your children are grown, you will give the lamp to them, and all of you will carry it back and forth to church every time."
     "But there is only one lamp," Zora said.
     "So, make another, and let the light grow. And someday, tell your children to make more lamps, too. And now goodnight," her mother said and kissed Zora once on this cheek and once on that cheek and once on the forehead. Zora closed her eyes and drifted into dreams, while her mother looked down upon her sleeping child.
     The years passed; Zora grew. The bronze lamp came into her care. She kept it polished and clean, and when the bell rang out across the valley to call the people to worship, she carried the lamp back and forth to the church on the hillside, the flame always lighting her way.
     When the time came, she made more lamps and gave them to her children, who made more lamps and gave them to their children, and so it went, on through the years, even until today.
     And always, the light of truth and the flame of love from that Unitarian church on the hillside continued to grow and show them—and us—the way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-6/lamp 

     Adults
3.18: The Mystic and the Scientist (348 words)
     One day a Religious Man approached a Mystic and asked, “Does God exist?” “Allow me to go within for an answer,” the Mystic replied.
     After meditating for quite some time, expanding her heart-consciousness to embrace the totality of existence, she answered, “I do not know what you mean by the word ‘God,’ but I do know that this world is more mysterious and more wonderful than I could ever imagine. I know that you and I are part of something so much larger than our own lives. Perhaps this ‘something larger’ is what you seek.”
    Then the Religious Man approached a Scientist. “Does God exist?” he asked. “Let me think,” the Scientist replied.
     And so, she thought. She thought about the vastness of the universe—156 billion light-years, or something like 936 billion trillion miles, in diameter—and the almost immeasurable smallness of a quark. She thought of how the energy of the Big Bang fuels the beating of her own heart. And then she answered, “I do not know what you mean by the word ‘God,” but I do know that this world is more mysterious and more wonderful than I could ever imagine. I know that you and I are part of something so much larger than our own lives. Perhaps this ‘something larger’ is what you seek.”
     The Religious Man then thought to himself. He thought of what he knows and what he does not know. He thought about how he knows what he knows, and how he knows he doesn’t know what he doesn’t know. He thought about his experience of the world and how it is but one tiny, infinitesimal fraction of all experience. He thought about his dependence on forces larger than himself, and he thought about the interdependence of all existence. He experienced wonder and pondered mystery. And then he knew—he knew in his soul the truth of what the Mystic and the Scientist said—that he is part of something so much larger than his own life.
     And then, only then, did he think about what he’d call it.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/practice/workshop5/59475.shtml 

3.19: Untried Wings by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (182 words)
Reprinted from Life Tides by permission of Sarah Tarbox. Copyright (C) 1993. Published by Skinner House Books, an imprint of the Unitarian Universalist Association.
     Hollow bones, streamlined feathers, and wings shaped to push aside the viscosity of air are not what make birds fly.
     Birds let go of their grasp on safe perches at the tops of trees because something calls to them. They unfold their untried wings and feel an unimagined power. They soar out, up, and through the winter sky because an ancient longing pulls them home.
     Loosed from the sticky grasp of earth, free from the snarls of lesser creatures with daggers in their teeth and muscles in their legs, birds laugh upward, homeward, drawn by a calling which bids them welcome in the sky.
     Bird, take me with you when you go. Oh not my lumbering body and knitted tissue, no. Take some other me with you, some invisible soul of me that hears the call you hear, that moves effortlessly with you through the bright pink silk of dawn and the warm butter spread of morning. Carry my longing to be weightless, to move as light moves, to be unseen, scattered through time and space. Teach me to trust my wings.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/life/workshop8/untried-wings 

3.20: Cathedral of the World by Rev. Dr. Forrest Church (720 words)
Excerpted from Cathedral of the World. Copyright 2009 by Forrest Church. Reprinted by permission of Beacon Press, Boston.
     Imagine awaking one morning from a deep and dreamless sleep to find yourself in the nave of a vast cathedral. Like a child newborn, untutored save to moisture, nurture, rhythm, and the profound comforts at the heart of darkness, you open your eyes upon a world unseen, indeed unimaginable, before. It is a world of light and dancing shadow, stone and glass, life and death. This second birth, at once miraculous and natural, is in some ways not unlike the first. A new awakening, it consecrates your life with sacraments of pain you do not understand and promised joy you will never fully call your own.
     Such awakenings may happen only once in a lifetime, or many times. But when they do, what you took for granted before is presented as a gift: difficult, yet precious and good. Not that you know what to do with your gift, or even what it really means, only how much it matters. Awakening to the call stirring deep within you, the call of life itself—the call of God—you begin your pilgrimage.
     Before you do, look about you; contemplate the mystery and contemplate with awe. This cathedral is as ancient as humankind, its cornerstone the first altar, marked with the tincture of blood and stained with tears. Search for a lifetime (which is all you are surely given) and you shall not know its limits, visit all its transepts, worship at its myriad shrines, nor span its celestial ceiling with your gaze. The builders have worked from time immemorial, destroying and creating, confounding and perfecting, tearing down and raising up arches in this cathedral, buttresses and chapels, organs and theaters, chancels and transepts, gargoyles, idols, and icons. Not a moment passes without work being begun that shall not be finished in the lifetime of the architects who planned it, the patrons who paid for it, the builders who construct it, or the expectant worshippers. Throughout human history, one generation after another has labored lovingly, sometimes fearfully, crafting memorials and consecrating shrines. Untold numbers of these collect dust in long-undisturbed chambers; others (cast centuries or eons ago from their once-respected places) lie shattered in chards or ground into powder on the cathedral floor. Not a moment passes without the dreams of long-dead dreamers being outstripped, shattered, or abandoned, giving way to new visions, each immortal in reach, ephemeral in grasp.
     Welcome to the Cathedral of the World.
     Above all else, contemplate the windows. In the Cathedral of the World there are windows without number, some long forgotten, covered with many patinas of grime, others revered by millions, the most sacred of shrines. Each in its own way is beautiful. Some are abstract, others representational; some dark and meditative, others bright and dazzling. Each window tells a story about the creation of the world, the meaning of history, the purpose of life, the nature of humankind, the mystery of death. The windows of the cathedral are where the light shines through.
     Because the cathedral is so vast, our time so short, and our vision so dim, over the course of our pilgrimage we are able to contemplate only a tiny part of the cathedral, explore a few apses, reflect upon the play of darkness and light through a few of its windows. Yet, by pondering and acting on our ruminations, we discover insights that will invest our days with meaning.
      A twenty-first-century theology based on the concept of one light and many windows offers its adherents both breadth and focus. Honoring multiple religious approaches, it only excludes the truth claims of absolutists. That is because fundamentalists claim that the light shines through their window only...
     Skeptics draw the opposite conclusion. Seeing the bewildering variety of windows and observing the folly of the worshippers, they conclude there is no light. But the windows are not the light. They are where the light shines through.
     We shall never see the light directly, only as refracted through the windows of the cathedral. Prompting humility, life's mystery lies hidden. The light is veiled. Yet, being halfway in size between the creation itself and our body's smallest constituent part, that we can encompass with our minds the universe that encompasses us is a cause for great wonder. Awakened by the light, we stand in the cathedral, trembling with awe.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/newuu/workshop1/cathedral 

3.21: The Wind in Both Ears (217 words)
"The Wind in Both Ears," by Angus MacLean, in The Wind in Both Ears (Boston: Beacon Press, 1965).
Introduce the story by explaining that the author, Angus MacLean was a Universalist, a professor of religious education, and dean of the Theological School at St. Lawrence University. His influence included a call for religious education to be relevant, to address problems in the world, and to support the family as the prime source of religious education. Read the story aloud, asking the questions included in the text.
     My father sent me up from the root cellar to see about the wind. He was rechecking the winter's potatoes to remove all signs of rot and was planning on setting out nets for some fresh cod later on. Was there a steady breeze, he wanted to know. Yes, there was. "Now face it," he said, "so that the wind sings in both your ears. Then tell me where your nose points to."
[Ask, "What do you learn by figuring out where the wind sings in both ears? How is that a metaphor for finding direction in life?"]
     ...We wonder about truth, about all the whats and whys and whithers of life. Wondering is very important, but it should bear the fruits of faith and thought, and it should turn our faces to whatever is coming down the winds of time and circumstance. We should be finding ourselves on the highway to the realization of great human goals, but here is no clear light on the highway except as an individual may see it for himself [sic].
[Ask, "How has wondering borne fruit in your religious and spiritual life?"]
     ...What is it that's coming down the wind to meet us? We have decided to make do with an orientation in this life, and all that lies between us and life's exits calls for courage, thought, and imagination, and active concern...
     ...Anyway, let's keep the wind singing in both ears, and pray for the courage to interpret and act upon what it brings to us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/newuu/workshop3/160304.shtml 

3.22: Russell by Rev. Jose Ballester (425 words)
     Russell was an amateur geologist, paleontologist, and professional teacher. He took his young charges on an overnight field trip. While sitting around the campfire, he brought out a bag, took out five rocks, and held up a round, grapefruit-size rock. "This rock," he began explaining, "looks ordinary on the outside. But inside there is hidden beauty."
     He opened the two halves of the rock to reveal all the purple crystals inside. He then picked up another rock of equal size and opened it to reveal a fossil inside. "This is the fossil of a trilobite," Russell explained. "It was a sea creature that lived millions of years ago. All that remains is this impression of him. Minerals seeped into the mud that held his body, and this is all that remains."
     Next, he picked up something that looked like a small, wooden object and said, "This branch is another fossil that looks like wood, but it really is a rock. And as we know, wood burns, but not rocks."
     Russell threw the rock that looked like a branch into the fire; it did nothing. He then took out a flat, palm-sized rock and said, "Now watch closely." He threw the flat rock into the fire, and it soon began burning. "That rock is called 'oil shale' and has been used for fuel for hundreds of years."
     He then began our lesson in earnest. "People can be as complex as these rocks. Too often all you see is a dull, rough exterior and never suspect there is beauty inside in the form of a crystal or a fossil. Sometimes people look like something else and behave in unexpected ways. And here is the true lesson from the rocks."
     He picked up a round, black stone from a water-filled container.
     "I found this stone earlier today in the stream. As you can see, the water has rounded the rock, and the minerals have turned it black." He then hit the stone with a hammer and it broke in two. "You can also see that the outside is still wet, and the water has made it round and dark, but the inside is still dry and gray. A human heart—like a stone—can be shaped by outside forces, but its inside remains unchanged. Over time, this stone will be further reduced, perhaps becoming a grain of sand that will find its way into an oyster and become a pearl. You never know what a human heart will become over time, so never lose hope in its potential."
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/btwwdaya/workshop6/russell

Wonder
      Children
3.23: A Tour of the Heavens: Clyde Tombaugh Discovers Pluto (652 words)
     Clyde had finished his farm chores. Now he was free to spend the rest of the evening doing his favorite thing: stargazing. He got out his telescope and he looked up into the night sky. While he looked at the moon and the stars he wondered about the universe.
(Leader: Pause and invite participants to suggest questions Clyde might have had as he looked at the sky. Possibilities include:
     Does any other planet have life? Are there aliens out there somewhere? If there are, are they friendly or dangerous? How could we communicate with them? What are they like?
     How far away are stars and planets? Will anyone ever be able to travel in space?
     Could we live on another planet? What would it be like to walk on the moon?
     Why does Mars look reddish? What makes a shooting star streak across the sky? Why do the planets circle around the sun?)
     Clyde was filled with curiosity and questions. The telescope he had wasn't strong enough to get him answers. He wanted to see more, to see things more clearly. He decided to build his own telescope.
     He searched his parents' farm for old pieces of machinery that he could use. He painstakingly ground mirrors for their reflective powers. His father let him have a shaft from his car. With these materials, Clyde made himself a powerful telescope.
     Now he could see much detail when he watched the planets. He drew pictures of what he saw. But, he still wanted to know more. So he sent his drawings of Jupiter and Mars to some astronomers. He hoped they would give him some information. Instead, they were so impressed with his pictures that, even though Clyde had not gone to college yet, they offered him a job.
     Another scientist, Percival Lowell, was sure there was another planet, farther away from the Earth than Neptune. But, so far, no one had been able to find it. Clyde went to New Mexico. He spent every night in an unheated observatory, looking through the telescope for Planet "X" and taking pictures of the sky. Through the long, cold nights, Clyde tried to glimpse a new planet. Later in his life he liked to say, "I've really had a tour of the heavens."
     Finally, when he was twenty-four years old, Clyde took a photograph of the night sky that showed a strange shifting of light. There was a planet beyond Neptune! He had found Planet "X." The new planet was named Pluto, for the Roman god of the underworld.
     All his life, Clyde loved learning about the universe. Over the years he discovered more than one hundred asteroids, a comet, and a supercluster of galaxies. He thought exploring and learning were so important that he became an astronomy teacher. He helped other people investigate the sky, sometimes using the huge, two-story telescope he built in his own backyard.
     And, he loved learning so much that he and his wife helped to start a Unitarian Universalist church where they lived in New Mexico. Clyde knew a congregation, like an observatory, could be a very good place for seeking truth.
     Clyde died, a very old man, in 1997, but our story does not end there. You see, now scientists have decided Pluto isn't really a planet, after all. New telescopes see much more detail than even Clyde's most powerful telescope could ever see. We now know there are many objects in space about the same size as Pluto. Could there really be dozens and dozens more planets? Or are these smaller objects something else? The scientists voted and agreed on three rules to determine whether an object in space is a planet. It has to orbit around the sun. It must be large enough that its surface becomes smooth and round. And it must be large enough to clear other objects out of its orbit. Pluto does not meet these new rules — it's too small.
     Percival Lowell had been curious to find Planet "X." Because of his questions, Clyde Tombaugh was hired to search the night sky. When Clyde discovered Pluto, everyone thought it was a planet. Then, new telescopes showed us many other objects in space like Pluto, and scientists made a new category: dwarf planet.
     Clyde's wife, Patricia, said Clyde would have been disappointed about the vote, but as a scientist he would have understood. When we seek the truth, it feels good to make discoveries and find answers. But Clyde knew what's most important is to keep asking questions.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session9/132495.shtml 

3.24: One Square Inch (576 words)
     On a moss-covered log, in the middle of the Hoh Rain Forest, in Olympic National Park in Washington State, there's reddish, square-ish stone. This stone may be the smallest, least noticeable marker ever for a really big idea. This stone marks one square inch of silence.
     To understand this unique yet ever-so-ordinary marker, you have to understand Gordon Hempton, the man behind the project that is One Square Inch of Silence. Hempton is an acoustic ecologist—that is to say, he travels around the world recording the sounds of nature. Here's what he said in an interview with Newsweek about how he came to such an odd career:
     I was driving from Seattle to Madison, Wis., and decided to sleep in a cornfield for the night. I didn't want to pay for a hotel. As I lay there, I heard crickets, and rolling thunder in the background, which captivated me. The thunderstorm came, and I truly listened. The storm passed on, and as I lay there, drenched, the only thought in my mind was, how could I be 27 years old and never have truly listened before? I then took my microphone and tape recorder and went everywhere, obsessively listening—freight trains, hobos—it was a flood of sensation. I realized how we need to hear to survive.
     For Gordon Hempton, silence isn't the complete absence of any sound. It's natural quiet, undisturbed by any mechanical, human-made sounds, so that all you hear is the natural world. When Hempton started trying to identify quiet places in 1984, he found just 21 places where you could go for 15 minutes without hearing a single human-made sound. In 2007 he could find only three.
     One of those three places is the square inch of silence marked by the little red stone. Hempton and other volunteers are trying to preserve the silence of that small spot, knowing that keeping it completely undisturbed by noise pollution can protect 1000 square miles around it. They are trying to get airlines to agree not to fly over the park, and are trying to get the National Park Service to recognize quiet as a feature of our national parks that needs to be preserved.
     Why bother to try to preserve this natural quiet? This is how Hempton put it, in the introduction to the book One Square Inch of Silence:
     Silence is not the absence of something, but the presence of everything. ... It is the presence of time, undisturbed. It can be felt within the chest. Silence nurtures our nature, our human nature, and lets us know who we are. Left with a more receptive mind and a more attuned ear, we become better listeners not only to nature, but to each other... . Silence can be found, and silence can find you. Silence can be lost, and also recovered. But silence cannot be imagined, although most people think so. To experience the soul-swelling wonder of silence you must hear it.
     If you sat on the log by that stone, you wouldn't hear the sounds of your everyday life. You wouldn't hear cars or leaf blowers, or the hum of computers or refrigerators. But you might hear wind moving the leaves of trees 300 feet above you, or the distant call of an elk, or the hollow knock of a woodpecker searching for bugs, or the patter of rain sifting through branches. And maybe you would experience the soul-swelling wonder of silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session7/229956.shtml 

3.25: The Everything Seed by Carole Martignacco (563 words)
From The Everything Seed by Carole Martignacco, illustrated by Joy Troyer, (Berkeley, California: Tricycle Press, 2006). Used with permission. 
Have you ever watched
a seed grow?
Have you ever noticed
how it begins
so small,
so still,
so quiet,
like a gift wanting to be opened...
and how slowly
it wakes up,
begins to unfold,
growing
into something
larger...
and larger ...
and LARGER?
Then you know
that whatever
comes from a seed
usually ends up
looking very little like
the seed it came from...
which is also true
of the very first
seed.
Once, long, long ago,
way back before the beginning...
so long ago
there was no such thing
as time, because
there was no one there
to count it...
Everywhere was
a huge
deep
mysterious
place,
like something
waiting to happen.
There were no stars,
no Sun or Moon.
There was no place like Earth...
not a drop of water,
or a single tree,
or rock
or flower...
and no living beings anywhere.
But in that deep
waiting space
was hidden
the tiniest point
of something
no bigger than
a seed.
(Leader: Hold up a seed.)
It was not
a flower seed.
It was not an elm tree seed.
It was not a seed of corn,
although all those things
were included in the seed.
You might call it
an Everything Seed
because that
is what it became.
No one knows where that first seed came from,
or how it was planted,
or how it knew (in the way that only
seeds seem to know) how long to wait
for just the right moment
to sprout and grow.
But all at once, this tiny seed,
cradled and nourished
in the rich soil of space,
woke up,
broke open,
and began
to unfold.
Unfolding ...
Unfolding ...
and blossoming forth...
into an enormous blazing
ball of bright light...
like a great
Grandmother Sun.
And the Universe was born.
Out fluttered
the galaxies,
like a storm of snowflakes
swirling...
and gathering
into the brightest,
most blindingly beautiful
clouds of stars.
And out of those starclouds
whirled our own star,
the one we call the Sun...
and our Earth
and our Moon...
and all
the round spinning planets
we have learned how to name.
And this is
the secret of
that tiny seed:
You and I
were there
in the very beginning...
just as the idea
for each leaf
on a big oak tree
lies hidden inside an acorn
(Leader: If you have an acorn, hold it up.)
We were there
with all
the stars
and planets,
all the rocks
and oceans,
plants
and animals,
and people.
Everything
that is now,
ever was,
or ever
will be
was inside
that first
tiny seed.
So, whenever
you hold a seed
in your hand
and wonder
what it could become
imagine how you,
and all that is here,
once came from
the tiniest speck
of an Everything Seed
before it sprouted
and grew
long, long ago
in the way-back
beginning of time.
Now, if this
were an ordinary story,
it would end right here.
But this story of the Universe
keeps unfolding.
What once began
in a blazing blossom of light
continues every day.
New stars sprout open
in the deep soil
of space.
New plants and animals
appear on the Earth.
Seeds of many kinds...
are scattered
everywhere...
to help us remember.
And new people
are born
every day
with the spark
of that first light
still alive
and burning
deep inside...
Waiting...
like
the Everything Seed,
to shine
in ways
that are yet
to be known.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session1/everything-seed 

3.26: Pandora’s Box (507 words)
     If Pandora were alive today, she would probably sneak a peek at every gift under her Christmas tree. However, Pandora lived in very ancient times, according to a Greek myth. She herself was a gift, a special gift that Zeus sent to Earth. Zeus was the head god of all the gods and goddesses who lived on Mount Olympus in ancient Greece. He was angry at the human race because a rebel god, Prometheus, had given people the gift of fire. But that's another story.
     In this story, Pandora went to Earth and caused a huge problem because of her curiosity. When Zeus sent Pandora to Earth, he gave her to Epimetheus as a wife. Epimetheus, the brother of Prometheus, paid no attention when Prometheus said to be careful of any gift from Zeus.
     In fact, Epimetheus thought Pandora was a wonderful gift and a wonderful wife. She was bright and she was beautiful and she was a good musician. She was also curious, of course, but Epimetheus had no reason to worry about that.
     Epimetheus also liked a second gift that Zeus presented. So did Pandora. The gift was a beautiful wooden box that anybody who saw it would admire. There was only one hitch. The box was locked, and Zeus warned them never to open it.
     For a while, that was not a problem. Life was beautiful in those days. There was no sickness. People never grew old or died. Everyone was happy, and that included the newlyweds.
     Except for one thing—that box. Pandora could not stop wondering what was in it. Every time she looked at it, she wondered more. She asked Epimetheus to open it, but he said no. He wanted to make Pandora happy, but he was not about to cross Zeus.
     Then one day Epimetheus left the house. Pandora tried to keep her eyes off the box, but she could not. She was just like a little kid left alone with the Christmas tree today. First, she looked at the box. Then she touched it. Then she lifted it up and shook it. Then, finally, after hours and hours of smelling and feeling and shaking and wondering, she could not stand the temptation any more. She broke the box open.
     Instead of the jewels she hoped to find, instead of the pleasures she wanted, evils flew out; evils that still fly around today. One was hate and another was jealousy. Then came anger, hunger, cruelty, poverty, sickness, and death.
     Pandora screamed and slammed down the lid. But it was already too late, and the lid did not quite close. She lifted it again to slam it even harder, and one more thing came floating out. This one last thing was good. It was hope.
     Maybe Zeus was happy about Pandora's Box, but humans were not. The world now had evil in it. Things would never be the same. Still, not everything was ruined. People had the one thing they needed to keep going despite their new problems. They had hope.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session2/115135.shtml 

3.27: The Grumpy Gecko (994 words)
Adapted from "The Grumpy Gecko" in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     In a shady glade, the chief of the jungle slept. Until, GECK-O! GECK-O! GECK-O!
     Tiger woke up with a snort. He opened one yellow eye. "Gecko," he growled. "What do you want? It's the middle of the night."
     "I've come to complain..."
     What could Gecko the lizard have to complain about? He spent most of his time lazing around, just sleeping and eating. Even when he was hungry, all he had to do was flick out his sticky tongue and lick up a mosquito.
     "What's troubling you?" Tiger asked.
     "It's the fireflies!" said Gecko. "All night long they fly around, flashing their lights in my eyes, keeping me awake... flashing and flickering... I haven't slept for days. It's making me very grumpy. You're the chief of the jungle. Make them stop."
     Tiger stifled a gigantic yawn. "I'll talk to the fireflies," he promised Gecko.
     Tiger sighed and set off to find the fireflies.
     Wading through wet paddy fields, the night vibrated with the chirps and croaks of frogs and the trills of a million insects.
     Above the paddies, the fireflies flickered and flashed.
     "Fireflies," Tiger called, "Gecko says you have been disturbing his sleep, flashing and flickering all night long. Is this true?"
     "Well, we do flash our lights all night," replied the fireflies, "but we don't want to disturb anyone! We're just passing on Woodpecker's message. We heard him drumming out a warning."
     I see," said Tiger. "Then I'll talk to Woodpecker."
     At the edge of the paddies, Tiger found Woodpecker drumming against a coconut palm. Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat.
     "Woodpecker!" Tiger winced. "The fireflies say you have been rapping and tapping, tapping and rapping, drumming out a warning. Is this true?"
     "Of course," said Woodpecker, puffing up his feathers. "I provide a great service. Clearly, my efforts are not appreciated." He looked down his long beak at Tiger. "Beetle rolls manure right across the path. I warn the jungle animals so that no one steps in it. Without my drumming, who knows what a mess you'd all be in?"
     "Oh," said Tiger. "Well, that's very helpful. Thank you."
     Tiger licked his nose thoughtfully. "I'll go speak to Beetle."
     It was easy to spot Beetle on the jungle path. In the moonlight, his back gleamed like polished metal.
     "What's all this?" Tiger asked. "Woodpecker says you're rolling filthy mess all over the place?"
     "Yes, yes, can't stop," Beetle replied, rolling a ball of dung right up to Tiger's paw. "Water Buffalo drops piles of it all over the path. If I don't move some away, there'll be muck everywhere! 'Scuse me... "
     Tiger lifted his paw and Beetle bustled past.
     "OK," said Tiger, suppressing a sigh. "Thank you, Beetle. I'll go and see Buffalo."
     Tiger found Buffalo asleep in a pool of mud.
     "Buffalo," Tiger roared.
     "Beetle says you have been leaving your manure all over the path. Is this true?"
     "Oh yes, Sir," said Buffalo, lowering his head. "I leave manure all over the path, Sir. But you see, Sir, it's helpful, Sir. Rain washes holes in the path every afternoon. I leave manure only to fill up the holes, so that no one trips or falls. If I didn't, Sir, someone could get hurt."
     "I see," said Tiger. "Well, that's very thoughtful of you, Buffalo."
     Tiger's tail twitched. He was beginning to lose patience. He sighed. "I'll go ahead and hear what Rain has to say."
     Tiger set off for Mount Agung, the highest peak on the island, and the home of Rain.
     Tiger climbed and he climbed and he climbed.
     He climbed through jungle, woodland and scrub and then he climbed some more.
     At last, his claws clattered onto the smooth grass of the mountain peak. He stopped to catch his breath. He looked down the mountain.
     The sun was rising. Tiger stared.
     Jungle spread out for miles around, flamboyant with flowers. Wild orchids and climbing lilies, trumpets of violet-blue and starbursts of brilliant flame-red.
     Tiger sniffed. He smelt jasmine, ylang-ylang, frangipani.
     He swiveled his ears. He heard newborn streams trickling and tinkling.
     And below the jungle, on the green-gold steps of the paddy fields, he could just make out the faint flicker and flash of the fireflies.
     "No need to ask why Rain rains," Tiger smiled.
     He cooled his paws in a stream and watched for a while. He watched the water journey from mountain to sea, sustaining every living thing on its way, even the tiniest mosquito.
     Tiger plunged his muzzle into the clear fresh water and drank.
     Then he began the long journey down the mountain and through the forests and jungles and paddies to find Gecko.
     It was dusk by the time Tiger found the lizard again.
     "Well?' Gecko demanded. "Did you talk to the fireflies? They're still flashing and flickering, on and on. Did you tell them to stop?"
     "Gecko," said Tiger. He sat down on his haunches and spoke very slowly. "Listen carefully. The fireflies flash to pass on Woodpecker's warning. Woodpecker warns everyone not to step in beetle's dung. Beetle clears up the excess dung left by Buffalo. Buffalo leaves manure on the path to fill up the holes made by rain. Rain makes holes in the path as he creates streams and lakes and puddles—puddles where mosquitoes live."
     "Oh," said Gecko.
    "Gecko, what do you eat?"
     "Mosquitoes," said Gecko.
     "So..." said Tiger.
     "So..." repeated Gecko slowly.
     "Yes... "
     “If Rain stopped raining... "
     "Yes... "
     "Buffalo could stop filling holes... "
      "Uh-huh... "
     "And beetle could stop rolling dung... "
     "Yes... "
     "And Woodpecker could stop drumming... "
     "Mmm... "
     "And the fireflies could stop flashing... "
     "Yes, Gecko... "
     "But... I would have nothing to eat."
     "Exactly," said Tiger. "Gecko, everything in this world is connected. Go and live in peace with the fireflies."
     So Gecko stuck himself upside down, underneath the branch of a tree. He closed his eyes. He went to sleep.
    The fireflies flickered and flashed.
     Tiger snored.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session1/grumpy-gecko 

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

3.29: You're Saved by Something Green by Charlene Brotman (394 words)
From The Kids' Book of Awesome Stuff (Brotman-Marshfield Curriculum, June 2004). Used with permission.
     Take a deep breath. The air you just breathed in is different from the air you just breathed out. The air you breathed out is a gas that can suffocate you if too much of it gets in the air. That gas is carbon dioxide.
     The oxygen you breathed in makes energy for you from the food you eat. But when your cells use the oxygen, they end up with something your body doesn't want: carbon dioxide. So your blood goes around to all your cells like a trash hauler, collecting the carbon dioxide and taking it to your lungs. You breathe it out.
     All night, all day, every creature on earth breathes out carbon dioxide. Over and over. That's a lot of suffocating gas! A little carbon dioxide in the air is normal and safe. But if the air around you filled up completely with carbon dioxide (or even just halfway), you would suffocate.
     So… with all the breathing out that goes on in the world, what keeps you from smothering under a thick cloud of carbon dioxide? What saves you?
     You are saved by something green.
     All over the planet, green plants on the land and in the ocean pull carbon dioxide gas out of the air by breathing it in themselves! The very same gas that can kill you is exactly what a green plant must have to live.
     Plants don't breathe with lungs like yours, of course. Instead, they breathe in the carbon dioxide through millions of invisible holes on the underside of their leaves and on their stems. The tiny openings can close and open.
     Every time a leaf breathes in carbon dioxide, it also breathes out an equal amount of pure oxygen. The leaf is getting rid of oxygen it doesn't want.
     The same oxygen that leaves breathe out is exactly what you need to breathe in. You can't live without it. You breathe in what leaves breathe out. So do slugs. So do crows, crocodiles, and crickets….
     Oxygen from plants travels on wind currents from far-away continents and oceans. It reaches you even when the trees around you have lost their leaves, or if you live in a place with no leaves at all. Right this minute, you may be breathing oxygen from a rain forest in Costa Rica, or a field of red poppies in Turkey.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop2/something-green 

4.0: Children’s Books about Reverence, Awe, and Wonder
4.1: Sweetest Kulu by Celina Kalluk, author and Alexandria Neonakis, illustrator (2018)
     “‘Dream a little, Kulu, this world now sings a most beautiful song of you.’
     “This beautiful bedtime poem, written by acclaimed Inuit throat singer Celina Kalluk, describes the gifts given to a newborn baby by all the animals of the Arctic.
     “Lyrically and tenderly told by a mother speaking to her own little Kulu; an Inuktitut term of endearment often bestowed upon babies and young children, this visually stunning book is infused with the traditional Inuit values of love and respect for the land and its animal inhabitants.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=klqCP3gAt64 (4:31)

4.2: On the Day You Were Born by Debra Frasier (1993)
     “In simple words and radiant collages, Debra Frasier celebrates the natural miracles of the earth and extends an exuberant welcome to each member of our human family. Accompanied by a detailed glossary explaining such natural phenomena as gravity, tides, and migration, this is an unforgettable book. A book filled with reverence for the natural order of the world and the place of the individual in it.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NDrCTXIDd8s (4:01)

4.3: On the Night You Were Born by Nancy Tillman (2006)
     “On the night you were born you brought wonder and magic to the world. Here is a book that celebrates you. It is meant to be carried wherever life takes you, over all the roads, through all the years.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SlTSl5LoJlg (2:53)

4.4: On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein by Jennifer Berne, author and Vladimir Radunsky, illustrator (2013)
     “A boy rides a bicycle down a dusty road. But in his mind, he envisions himself traveling at a speed beyond imagining, on a beam of light. This brilliant mind will one day offer up some of the most revolutionary ideas ever conceived. From a boy endlessly fascinated by the wonders around him, Albert Einstein ultimately grows into a man of genius recognized the world over for profoundly illuminating our understanding of the universe.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Io6aSfV0Oks (11:23)

4.5: You are Stardust by Elin Kelsey, author and Soyeon Kim, illustrator (2012
     “You Are Stardust begins by introducing the idea that every tiny atom in our bodies came from a star that exploded long before we were born.
     “From its opening pages, the book suggests that we are intimately connected to the natural world; it compares the way we learn to speak to the way baby birds learn to sing, and the growth of human bodies to the growth of forests. …This innovative picture book aims to reintroduce children to their innate relationship with the world around them by sharing many of the surprising ways that we are all connected to the natural world.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nRzxDXQ5R8w (3:47)
4.6: My Friend Earth by Patricia MacLachlan, author and Francesca Sanna, illustrator (2020)
     “Our friend Earth does so many wonderful things! She tends to animals large and small. She pours down summer rain and autumn leaves. She sprinkles whisper-white snow and protects the tiny seeds waiting for spring.
     “Readers of all ages will pore over the pages of this spectacular book. Its enticing die-cut pages encourage exploration as its poetic text celebrates everything Earth does for us, all the while reminding us to be a good friend in return.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tzNrD8s0rug (3:46)

4.7: Miss Rumphius by Barbara Cooney (1982)
     “As a child, Alice Rumphius wanted to travel the world, live in a house by the sea, and make the world a more beautiful place — and while she manages the first two, her third dream seems ever elusive! It's not until she remembers her love of wildflowers that she finds her purpose: planting lupines along the coast of Maine. This modern classic about a woman who helps spread the beauty of nature is sure to have your children looking for their own local wildflowers to tend.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=va5Nj-OdHdA (8:36)

4.8: Me …Jane by Patrick McDonnell (2011)
     “Patrick McDonnell tells the story of the young Jane Goodall and her special childhood toy chimpanzee named Jubilee. As the young Jane observes the natural world around her with wonder, she dreams of "a life living with and helping all animals," until one day she finds that her dream has come true. With anecdotes taken directly from Jane Goodall's autobiography, McDonnell makes this very true story accessible for the very young--and young at heart.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EQvQCOxo-B0 (2:35)

4.9: Listen by Holly M. McGhee, author and Pascal Lemaitre, illustrator (2019)
     “Experience the power of listening to your heart, paying attention, love, and empathy…. The buoyant verses and gentle art show you how to connect with the whole world. From exploring your sensorial surroundings―what you see, breathe, hear, taste, and feel―to becoming aware of our shared experiences.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=h65iYAm7uDQ (2:35)

4.10: A Map into the World by Kao Kalia Yang, author and Seo Kim, illustrator (2019)
     “As the seasons change, so too does a young Hmong girl's world. She moves into a new home with her family and encounters both birth and death. As this curious girl explores life inside her house and beyond, she collects bits of the natural world. But who are her treasures for?”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hRgnN6hTMF0 (7:16)

4.11: Doors in the Air by David Weale, author and Pierre Pratt, illustrator (2012)
     “Doors in the Air is the story of a boy who is fascinated by doors. He marvels at how stepping through a doorway can take him from one world to another. He is especially enthralled by the doors of his imagination, which he refers to as ‘doors in the air.’ He delights in discovering that when he passes through these doors, he leaves behind all feelings of boredom, fear and unpleasantness. …a lilting journey through house doors, dream doors and, best of all, doors in the air.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UNwgFBMS-WI (4:28)

4.12: I Wish I Had… by Giovanna Zoboli, author and Simona Mulazzani, illustrator (2013)
     “With its sharp eyes, the blackbird can see every blade of grass in the meadow. The wings of the wild goose can carry it far away. And the song of the whale fills the wide ocean. Each animal has skills and beauty wholly unique to itself. And in this lyrical book, a child describes the skill and the beauty possessed by various animals.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QwxMVWYwNmA (2:26)

4.13: John Muir: America's Naturalist by Thomas Locker (2010) 
     “In a series of richly painted landscapes, Thomas Locker brings the world and words of John Muir to readers of all ages. Equally at home in the wilderness of California and Alaska, Muir was a fervid naturalist who wrote inspiring lyrical descriptions of nature for the benefit of future generations.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eHrE2_ALBPA (5:28)

4.14: A Leaf Can Be… by Laura Purdie Salas, author and Violeta Dabija, illustrator (2012)
     “A leaf can be a …shade spiller, mouth filler, tree topper, rain stopper. Find out about the many roles leaves play in this poetic exploration of leaves throughout the year.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cPD77Y5wLL4 (1:54)

4.15: The Stuff of Stars: A Diverse Picture Book about the Big Bang Theory by Marion Dane Bauer, author and Ekua Holmes, illustrator (2018)
     “Before the universe was formed, before time and space existed, there was . . . nothing. But then . . . BANG! Stars caught fire and burned so long that they exploded, flinging stardust everywhere. And the ash of those stars turned into planets. Into our Earth. And into us. In a poetic text, Marion Dane Bauer takes readers from the trillionth of a second when our universe was born to the singularities that became each one of us, while vivid illustrations by Ekua Holmes capture the void before the Big Bang and the ensuing life that burst across galaxies. A seamless blend of science and art, this picture book reveals the composition of our world and beyond — and how we are all the stuff of stars.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wK9rErUk5r4 (4:28)

4.16: I Wonder by Annaka Harris, author and John Rowe, illustrator (2013)
     “Eva takes a walk with her mother and encounters a range of mysteries: from gravity, to life cycles, to the vastness of the universe. She learns that it’s okay to say “I don’t know,” and she discovers that there are some things even adults don’t know—mysteries for everyone to wonder about together! I Wonder is a book that celebrates the feelings of awe and curiosity in children, as the foundation for all learning.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=59DSEIWsZCw (5:15)

4.17: Tiny, Perfect Things by M. H. Clark, author and Madeline Kloepper, illustrator (2018)
     “The whole world is a treasure waiting to be found. Open your eyes and see the wonderful things all around. This is the story of a child and a grandfather whose walk around the neighborhood leads to a day of shared wonder as they discover all sorts of tiny, perfect things together. With rhythmic storytelling and detailed and intricate illustrations, this is a book about how childlike curiosity can transform ordinary days into extraordinary adventures.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UPh-1IOYLYc (7:33)

4.18: There by Marie-Louise Fitzpatrick (2009)
    “When will I get There? How will I know?
     “A little girl ponders what the future holds, steadfast in her determination to find out for herself. Marie-Louise Fitzpatrick's gorgeous landscapes and the briefest of text speak to the power of imagination. Readers of all ages will find reassurance in this simple, beautiful book of ruminations about a lifelong journey toward tomorrow.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=svEIB5Jn1_Q (2:10)

4.19: I Wonder by Kari Anne Holt, author and Kenard Pak, illustrator (2019)
     “In this unusual text, young listeners and readers follow a group of diverse kids trying to make sense of the world as they see it. Questions such as: What do clouds taste like? Do my toys miss me when I'm gone? and I wonder if cars and trucks speak the same language remind us of a child's unique point of view. Nothing is more powerful than seeing something for the first time, and these whimsical questions will encourage all readers to take a fresh look around them.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-9MdQ1GSgB4 (2:45)

4.20: The Invisible Web: A Story Celebrating Love and Universal Connection by Patrice Karst, author and Joanne Lew-Vriethoff, illustrator (2020)
     “For twenty years, the modern classic The Invisible String has helped hundreds of thousands of children and adults understand that they are connected to the ones they love, no matter how far apart they are. Now, the author of that bestselling phenomenon uses the same effective bonding technique to explain the very best news of all: All of our strings to one another are interconnected in The Invisible Web. “It breathes as we breathe, pulsating all over our Earth, the single heartbeat of life and love. And do you know what that makes us all? One Very Big Family!’
     “This uplifting inspirational title for all ages puts the concept of ‘six degrees of separation’ into a new context that urges readers to recognize, respect, and celebrate their infinite, unbreakable bonds with the entire human family.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tbQ7DM8QK_A (7:35)

4.21: Maybe: A Story About the Endless Potential in All of Us by Kobi Yamada, author and Gabriella Barouch, illustrator (2019)
     “You are the only you there ever has been or ever will be. You are unique in all the universe. Just the odds of you being here at this exact place and this exact time are so great and so rare that it will never happen again. Written by New York Times best-selling author Kobi Yamada, this is a story for everything you will do and everything you can be. It’s a story about all the possibilities ahead of you. It’s for who you are right now and it’s for all the magical, unbounded potential you hold inside.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O5PfGuVMMZs (4:36)

4.22: Everywhere, Wonder by Matthew Swanson, author and Robbi Behr, illustrator (2017)
     “In this heartfelt picture book, readers are taken on a stunning journey into the imagination of a young boy―who explores everything from the pyramids of Egypt to a dusty footprint on the moon―and then back out again to the wonderful world right in front of him. From a lost balloon to an endless road, there are stories to discover, to dream about, and to share.
     “Everywhere, Wonder explores the wonder in the world, while encouraging young minds to discover the extraordinary in the ordinary, and creatively share their stories with others.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rgJNFOGyd0s (5:48)


4.23: Lovely Beasts: The Surprising Truth by Kate Gardner, author and Heidi Smith, illustrator (2018)
     “A stunning debut picture book that encourages kids to look beyond first impressions by sharing unexpected details about seemingly scary wild animals like gorillas, rhinoceroses, and more. Spiders are creepy. Porcupines are scary. Bats are ugly. Or are they...? This captivating book invites you to learn more about awe-inspiring animals in the wild. After all, it’s best not to judge a beast until you understand its full, lovely life.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bD2x3Odbcz8 (8:36)

4.24: The Vast Wonder of the World: Biologist Ernest Everett Just by Mélina Mangal, author and Luisa Uribe, illustrator (2018)
     “Ernest Everett Just was not like other scientists of his time. He saw the whole, where others saw only parts. He noticed details others failed to see. He persisted in his research despite the discrimination and limitations imposed on him as an African American. His keen observations of sea creatures revealed new insights about egg cells and the origins of life.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-CuTUyQJef4 (7:22)

4.25: Small Wonders: Jean-Henri Fabre and His World of Insects by Matthew Clark Smith, author and Giuliano Ferri, illustrator (2015)
     “A moth with a sixth sense. A wasp that hunts beetles nearly twice its size. The lives of fascinating creatures such as these were unknown until one man introduced them to the world.
     “Meet Jean-Henri Fabre, one of the most important naturalists of all time. As a boy in the French countryside, Henri spent hours watching insects. He dreamed of observing them in a new way: in their own habitats. What he discovered in pursuing that dream was shocking; these small, seemingly insignificant creatures led secret lives—lives of great drama!
     “With its lively, lyrical text and richly detailed illustrations, this intriguing picture-book biography introduces the man who would forever change the way we look at insects, bringing to life the fascinating world of dazzling beetles, ferocious wasps, and other amazing small wonders that exist all around us.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JH_IOliuNLE (12:47)

5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
[bookmark: _Hlk75018514][bookmark: _Hlk22738684]5.1: Songs
None identified
5.2: Videos
None identified
5.3: Resources
None identified

[bookmark: _Hlk62542146]6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
      from Tapestry of Faith 
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Sessions 17 to 22, Wondering…
In Unit 3, sessions 17 to 22, the curriculum explores wondering about stars, moon, weather, and rainbows, as well as dreams and imagination. Wondering is a basis for understanding the world, for questioning, as well as being a basis for reverence. These units each require sourcing a children’s book from a list of suggestions, many of which are available through online book reading videos.
Session 17: Wondering about stars, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session17 
Session 18: Wondering about the moon, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session18 
Session 19: The wonder of weather, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session19 
Session 20: Rainbows, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session20 
Session 21: Dreams, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session21 
Session 22: Imagination, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session22 

6.2: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
Session 15: Caring for the Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session15 
The care of the Earth is a natural response to reverence.
Participants will:
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists believe we must show love to the earth because it is our only home
· Learn that each and every human, animal, and plant depends on this one small planet for life
· Understand how taking care with our environment benefits everyone and every living thing.

6.3: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
Session 12: Beauty in Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session12 
Both beauty and nature can evoke reverence.
Participants will:
· Identify aspects of nature they find beautiful, and share with the group
· Learn how Canadian Unitarian artist and art educator Arthur Lismer noticed and responded to nature's beauty
· Sharpen observation skills by becoming a "Nature Camera"
· Express nature's beauty in a work of art
· Perform leadership roles in the group.
Session 16: Using Our Senses of Wonder
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session16 
While the seventh principle refers to respect, an attitude of reverence toward the web of all existence is equally important. 
Participants will:
· Reflect on their experiences over the course of this program
· Appreciate bonds they have formed in the group
· Engage their senses of wonder and awe
· Be inspired and encouraged to protect and care for the interdependent web of all existence
· Understand the seventh Principle as a statement of faith and a call to action

6.4: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
Session 7: Seeing Others with Awe
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session7 
The experience of awe most often leads to reverence.
Participants will:
· Hear a story about some children who learn to see each other with awe
· Think about what they value in each of their peers and articulate these observations as they write or draw them on affirmation portraits
· Identify and name things that they enjoy and/or are good at
· Make a self-portrait.
Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session10 
Reverence for the Earth is best expressed through care for the Earth.
Participants will:
· Hear a story that demonstrates interconnections in the web of life
· Explore their own physical balance in an interconnected circle
· Make "Live in Balance" posters
· Learn some things that the Earth needs in order to be in balance
· Practice evaluating whether particular actions will help or harm the Earth

6.5: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
Session 2: Awesome Love
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session2 
Our first source is our clearest articulation of our value of reference. 
Participants will:
· Articulate the first Source of Unitarian Universalism in their own words
· Experience and express the awe and wonder of nature
· Replicate a soothing sound from nature by creating rain sticks.
Session 11: Love and Gratitude
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session11 
The sacred circle of life is related to reverence for life, and is a source of gratitude. 
Participants will:
· Learn about the sixth Unitarian Universalist source, "The harmony of nature and the sacred circle of life," through a story about the winter solstice in which children express their gratitude to the sun.
· Experience and articulate emotional and physical feelings that accompany a focus on gratitude
· Appreciate the gifts we receive from nature's cycles and rhythms, and embrace our responsibility to care for the Earth just as the Earth cares for us
· Practice saying thank-you meaningfully to one another, in a gratitude circle

6.6: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
Session 5: We Revere Life
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session5 
Reverence for life is one of the more powerful examples of reverence. 
This session will:
· Invite children to experience wonder, awe, and reverence for life, particularly in its emergence through birth or new beginnings
· Demonstrate different ways UUs demonstrate our reverence for life, through rituals such as a child dedication and through everyday actions
· Explore the UU tradition of child dedication—what happens in a ceremony, and what the ceremony means.

6.7: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
Workshop 4: Trees: Sanctuary for the Spirit
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop4 
Trees can be a source of reverence, one that leads to gratitude.
Participants will:
· Express a deeper connection to trees by sharing personal feelings of gratitude and inspiration
· Create a poem or drawing expressing gratitude to trees
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and song
· Experience multigenerational learning.
Workshop 6: Council Among the Trees, Part 1
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop6 
For many, reverence involves a spiritual connection, especially with nature/the web of life. 
Participants will:
· Experience a spiritual connection with each other and the web of life
· Embody the concept of interdependence by creating a mask to represent their spiritual ally
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and ritual
· Experience multigenerational learning.
Workshop 7: Council Among the Trees, Part 2
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop7 
In addition to a spiritual connection, reverence often can evoke respect. 
Participants will:
· Experience a spiritual connection with each other and the web of life
· Empower one another to take action to protect trees and the web of life
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and ritual
· Experience multigenerational learning

6.8: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
This eight-session program invites a prolonged encounter with awe and wonder, which are both related to reverence. Stories from our Unitarian Universalist Sources and hands-on activities engage a wide age span of participants to discern miracles, experience and express awe and wonder, and discover their own agency for miracle-making.
Session 1: Naming Miracles, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1 
Session 2: The Miracle of Close Attention, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-2 
Session 3: The Miracle of Transformation, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-3 
Session 4: It’s All in the Timing, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-4 
Session 5: A Miracle Inside, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-5 
Session 6: The Miracle of Social Change, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-6 
Session 7: Miracles We Can Make, https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-7 
Session 8: Still a Mystery, 
https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-8 

Resources for Youth & Adults
[bookmark: _Hlk54267494]7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
[bookmark: _Hlk67666970]7.1: Reverence for the Visible and Invisible Worlds by Yahia Lababidi
     Al Ghazali wrote, “This visible world is a trace of that invisible one and the former follows the latter like a shadow.”
     …I’m consumed with idea of the artist as mystic, and the worship of beauty as a form of prayer. I pray by admiring a rose, Persian philosopher-poet Omar Khayyam is supposed to have said. There, in this deceptively simple utterance one finds the connection among the visible, invisible, and indivisible laid bare. Our metaphysical eyes are expert at collapsing distances this way, seeing through the apparent to the infinite.
     …Rilke wrote, “It is our task to imprint this temporary, perishable earth into ourselves, so deeply, so painfully and passionately, that its essence can rise again, invisible, inside of us. We are the bees of the invisible. We wildly collect the honey of the visible, to store it in the great golden hive of the invisible.”
     Reverence for the visible world is not in opposition to the invisible one; in the same way that it is through the body we access the life of the spirit. Remembering we are “bees of the invisible,” sweetens the suffering and even cheats death of its ultimate sting. We are saved by the very idea of a back and forth, between a Here and There. Bodies are like poems that way, only a fraction of their power resides in the skin of things. The remainder belongs to the spirit that swims through them.
     …Poets, philosophers and mystics, by their nature, seem especially well-suited to exposing the false divisions between the visible and invisible worlds. 
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/reverence-for-the-visible-and-invisible-worlds/ 

7.2: The Inner Landscape of Beauty by John O’Donohue (274 words)
     …When you wake in the morning and come out of your house, whether you believe you are walking into dead geographical location, which is used to get to a destination, or whether you are emerging out into a landscape that is just as much, if not more, alive as you, but in a totally different form, and if you go towards it with an open heart and a real, watchful reverence, that you will be absolutely amazed at what it will reveal to you.
     …One of the recognitions of the Celtic imagination [was] …that landscape wasn’t just matter, but that it was actually alive. …Landscape …calls you into a mindful mode of stillness, solitude, and silence, where you can truly receive time.
    …It’s not just a matter of the outer presence of the landscape. …The dawn goes up, and the twilight comes, even in the …roughest inner-city…. And …that connecting to the elemental can be a way of coming into rhythm with the universe. …There is a way in which the outer presence, even through memory or imagination, can be brought inward as a sustaining thing.
     The world is always larger and more intense and stranger than our best thought will ever reach. And that’s the mystery of poetry. Poetry tries to draw alongside the mystery as it’s emerging and somehow bring it into presence and into birth. 
     …Everyone is involved, whether they like it or not, in the construction of their world. So, it’s never as given as it actually looks. You are always shaping it and building it. And I feel that from that perspective, that each of us is an artist.
Source: https://onbeing.org/programs/john-odonohue-the-inner-landscape-of-beauty-aug2017/ 

7.3: The Difference Between Curing and Healing by Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen (250 words)
     The people who go into medicine are extraordinary. I developed a course called The Healer’s Art…. And I taught it as University of California-San Francisco. It’s a very unusual course. It’s an experiential course. You usually don’t do these things — certainly, not …in medical school. It’s about enabling young people to recognize that who they are is as important as what they know, in terms of what they’re going to be able to make a difference in people’s lives.
     It is validating for students, the human agenda in illness. It reminds them that healing is a different relationship than a curing relationship. It reminds them of their power to make a difference through their human response and connection to their patients. It basically reminds the students of the lineage of medicine. I happen to see medicine as a spiritual path. That’s my personal thing, that medicine is a spiritual path, which is characterized by compassion, harmlessness, service, reverence for life, courage, and love.
     The basic qualities of the Hippocratic Oath are not scientific qualities. They are the qualities of human relationship, and they are very profound spiritual qualities. And we remind the students of the lineage — this is young students — and we enable them to see that they belong to it exactly as they are, that they are already the right people to become physicians. All they need to do is learn the science and learn the facts, without allowing themselves to be changed by that process in any way.
Source: https://onbeing.org/programs/dr-rachel-naomi-remen-the-difference-between-curing-and-healing/ 

7.4: Beannacht/Blessing by John O’Donohue (141 words)
     On the day when
the weight deadens
on your shoulders
and you stumble,
may the clay dance
to balance you.
     And when your eyes
freeze behind
the grey window
and the ghost of loss
gets into you,
may a flock of colors,
indigo, red, green
and azure blue,
come to awaken in you
a meadow of delight.
     When the canvas frays
in the currach** of thought
and a stain of ocean
blackens beneath you,
may there come across the waters
a path of yellow moonlight
to bring you safely home.
     May the nourishment of the earth be yours,
may the clarity of light be yours,
may the fluency of the ocean be yours,
may the protection of the ancestors be yours.
     And so may a slow
wind work these words
of love around you,
an invisible cloak
to mind your life.
**A small round boat made of wickerwork covered with a watertight material, propelled with a paddle.
Source: https://www.scottishpoetrylibrary.org.uk/poem/beannacht-blessing/ 

7.5: Virtues of Reverence by Ralph Heintzman (280 words)
     A conviction that past, present, and future are and should be united in the present proceeds from an ability to see and value the connectedness of things, one of the virtues of reverence. …Many traditional societies give so much reverence to elders and to dead ancestors: because the past is still alive in the present, and the present — as …G.W. Leibniz (1646-1716), put it — is already “pregnant” with the future. “The organism is never located in a single instant,” said …Ernst Cassirer (1874-1945). “In its life the three modes of time — the past, the present and the future — form a whole which cannot be split up into individual elements.” …This sense of the unity of time is the very essence of reverence. Alfred North Whitehead (1861-1947) …argued that “the foundation of reverence is this perception that the present holds within itself the complete sum of existence, backwards and forwards, that whole amplitude of time, which is eternity.”
     The fact that we can no longer spontaneously name this half of our human reality, and therefore cannot talk about it, does not mean it has fled from our world. That would be impossible, since we go on living in a world in which we are both connected and free, both one and many, both individuals and parts of a larger whole. Our modern sensibility has blinded us to it, and largely silenced us about it. But the world hasn't changed. And neither have we. So, we go on living and cherishing the virtues of reverence without being aware of it. Some of the highest values held by people in the West today — values like compassion or honesty — are actually virtues of reverence. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27665 

7.6: Dwelling in Reverence by Sam Keen (284 words)
     Reverence – the feeling of being in the presence of someone, something, or some place we experience as sacred – may be elicited by a meadow carpeted with a profusion of royal-blue lupines, a herd of thousands of wildebeests migrating in the Serengeti, an ancient image of Avalokitsvara, the compassionate god of a thousand hands and eyes, an icon of Christ in a cathedral, or a two-year-old child laughing on a jungle gym. Reverence induces a desire to speak in a hushed voice, to walk softly on the earth, to kneel and give thanks for the privilege of being. There is something about walking in a grove of ancient redwoods that reduces us to silence.
     The feeling of reverence need not be connected to a belief in God…. By continually renewing our sense of wonder and reverence, we eliminate the need for allegiance to the idols of false piety, tribal morality, and creedal orthodoxy.
     …What is certain is that should our elemental instinct for reverence be lost, we would be left with no defense against narcissism, nihilism, and anarchy. Reverence is what puts the “civil” in “civilization.” It lies at the heart of all ethics.
     It was not until he went to Africa as a medical missionary that Albert Schweitzer was able to formulate his philosophy of life, despite having studied theology for decades in the best universities in Germany. One evening at sunset, while traversing a river populated by a herd of hippopotamuses, he had an epiphany. He coined the phrase “reverence for life,” which became his single rule for conduct. “By having a reverence for life, we enter into a spiritual relation with the world . . . we become good, deep, and alive.”
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28026 

7.7: Honoring the Sacred in Others by Dennis Merritt Jones (198 words)
     Because of its connectedness to the Whole, the authentic self knows that all people and living things are an extension of itself. When we live consciously in the presence of the authentic self, reverence naturally arises and we are guided to know that to do harm to another would be to harm one's self. Reverence gives birth to compassion and acts of loving-kindness, which manifest as harmony, peace, and joy.
     Having reverence for any person or living thing is recognizing the presence of Life within the form and honoring it as sacred. When living from the authentic self, practicing reverence with others is not a difficult thing to do because we remember we are connected with that person or thing at a very fundamental level and we come from the same essence, the source of all that is — the Original Self. Reverence awakens us to a deep understanding that to do harm to another is to do harm to ourselves. As we make that connection, realizing that all living things are one with the great Whole, we are naturally led to treat each person or thing as we would desire to be treated — with non-judgment, loving-kindness, and compassion. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/26648 

7.8: Toward a Reverent Life by Charles Cummings (262 words)
     I remember the first time I visited the Grand Canyon in Arizona. I had seen pictures of it, but these were no preparation for the overpowering experience of being there, walking slowly toward the unfenced rim, seeing the solid earth end in a sudden void almost a mile deep and ten miles across, stretching further than I could see to right and left. After an involuntary gasp at the vastness of the canyon, I was struck by the stillness of the whole panorama. …The proper response was not words but silence. I felt dumb and dwarfed in the presence of something so immense, so primordial. I felt the same reverence I feel in a sacred place at a sacred moment. The Grand Canyon evokes that sort of reverence. It is a place of tremendous majesty. To throw beer cans over the rim, as some do, seems like a desecration.
     The reverence that people spontaneously feel at places like the Grand Canyon is the attitude we need to cultivate toward the entire earth. Eco-spirituality honors the earth. We walk the earth with humility and reverence, not with the arrogant air of an insensitive landlord. 
     Every feature of the global landscape has its value even though we may not be able to identify that value or explain its role in the total ecosystem. It took millions of years for the forces of nature to carve out the Grand Canyon, and every feature of the earth's surface is the result of similar historical processes. The antiquity and functional success of these planetary systems demand reverence.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/25237 

7.9: Reverence for Life Remembered by Frederick Franck (292 words)
     The words contempt for life had fallen again, and that made me think at once of “Reverence for Life,” Albert Schweitzer's life motto that he lived from 1915 to his death in 1965.
     …I was drawing the old man, he was eighty-six then, when he sat writing at his desk, his face almost touching the paper, his bristling mustache at times sweeping it as the old hand wrote on, slowly, painstakingly. Once in a while his head would straighten to turn toward the screened window that looked out over the river. Turning back, for an instant aware of me, he mumbled a few words and went on writing. It was getting dark. The file of his pet ants marching across the paper went out of focus in the falling dusk. He stopped his writing, got up stiffly, put on his faded crumpled felt hat, and said, “Let's sit outside.”
     We sat on the steps of his cabin, mutely watching the dusk deepening on the Ogowe River. He looked worried. “One should have the skin of a hippo,” he suddenly grunted without explanation, “and the soul of an angel.” His little mongrel Tzu-Tzu sat between us. “Ah! Look at that tree,” Schweitzer said after a while, pointing at a kapok in the distance, still gleaming in the setting sun. Then all of a sudden — it sounded at one hopeless and hopeful — “Do you think that the idea of Reverence for Life is really gaining ground?”
     I was perplexed. I felt my eyes getting moist. I had just flown across half of a world that seemed to be getting ready to destroy itself in a spasm of violence. What could I say? 'Who knows?' I tried. 'There is such terrible violence all over, isn't there? Still, you sowed the seed. If anyone did, you did sow the seed.'
     He sighed…. “Ja, ja” …and got up, for the dinner bell was ringing. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/14111 

7.10: Ordaining Trees by Joseph Veneroso (128 words)
In Thailand, some years ago, loggers planned to destroy a forest to get at the hard wood. Buddhist monks, whose temple was nearby, protested but to no avail. Thailand, a devoutly Buddhist country, reveres monks. It is against the law to harm them in any way. For their part, monks believe the Buddha nature resides in all living things, including trees. So, to save the forest, they hit upon a novel solution: they ordained the trees. Seeing the saffron robes of a Buddhist monk wrapped around the trunks of trees caused loggers to stop and reconsider their plans to desecrate the forest. They were not about to risk the law of karma and wind up coming back in the next life as a bug, or worse — a tree!
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/18834 

[bookmark: _Hlk83453362]7.11: From Tolerance to Reverence by Ray Riegert (118 words)
[bookmark: _Hlk83453297]To know only one religion is to know none at all. The stories, devotions and sacred places of an unknown faith bring a richness and depth to our own beliefs. In the realm of the spirit, each tradition enhances the others. Unfortunately, many think of religions as exclusive organizations and systems of belief. We talk about ecumenism but we don't take the next step to experience how a variety of religions can contribute to a full, complex spiritual life. The ancient Greeks sent observers to neighboring lands to study the ways of other spiritual communities and find ideas for their own practice. Perhaps it's time for us to do something similar and move forward from tolerance to reverence. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13971 

7.12: Reverence for Children by Sobonfu Some (268 words)
     In Africa it is understood that children hold the knowledge and gifts that ensure the survival of the village and the tribe. In essence, the child is the king of the village. When a child walks into the middle of a crowd, all attention goes to him or her as if to applaud an arrival long awaited.
     Children complete the community! Without children, the world is a dead end and communities would not exist. Children are the life-givers, the healers, the messengers of the ancestors. They bring out the spirit of the community — they bring spirit home. Children are embraced, celebrated, and supported, for without them there would be emptiness in the hearts of all villagers.
     A child is valuable and irreplaceable, someone we cannot afford to lose. The world has embraced the truth that childhood shapes the women and men we are today. Because of this realization and deeper understanding, we have the ability to put a stop to destructive generational patterns and raise our sons and daughters with respect, self-esteem, and true commitment to their lives.
     In the Dagara tribe, we know we cannot have community without children, we cannot have children without community, and neither would exist without spirit. It is one complete circle, each element completing the whole. We welcome our children and in so doing we welcome spirit.
     Because the health of the community is intertwined with the strength and health of our children, we must encourage our young to develop healthy, positive awareness of the self. This is why we start the process of discovering a child's identity long before its birth.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/18258 

7.13: Holy Mothers by Tom Cowan (140 words)
     The Mothers are hidden in the land. Perhaps it would be better to say that they are hiding in the land, preserving it, keeping it fertile, bringing forth life. They are invisible beings. But are they ever visible, or do they always remain just beyond the glance of the human eye?
     As we live and walk upon the Earth today, we might recall that the land is the body of the Goddess, the Great Mother who will ever nurture us. If we let the light shine through our daily concerns, if we nurture that special way of seeing, that visionary approach to life, we can still glimpse the Mothers. And we understand in some strange and mysterious way that we still live within their sacred bodies. We have never really left. There may be nothing else we need to know.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28655 

7.14: The Soul of Water by Cait Johnson (145 words)
     Most of us take water for granted: we turn on a tap and there it is. Do you know where your water comes from? Have you ever visited the source of your water? For many, water has no "soul," no history, no sense of rootedness in place. When we suddenly touch and taste water that came from somewhere, it has a special sweetness. I will never forget drinking from my first stream, a tiny one that fed the Loch Raven Reservoir near my childhood home in Maryland. Before that, water had always come from the faucet, boring and dead. Now here was this living water, surrounded by small green plants, just off the path where I had been thirstily walking on a hot summer day. That stream water was completely delicious: cool, with an earthly mineral tang, alive and exciting. It had soul for me.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28635 

7.15: Bow to Life by Joseph Cardillo (209 words)
     Traditionally, bowing is the first thing you do when you enter a dojo and the last thing you do when you leave. It is a reminder that you come and go in peace. Bowing is a form of respect used in the martial arts, as well as throughout Asia. In a Dojo, the act of bowing is considered proper etiquette, equivalent to a handshake in Western cultures. In sparring the gesture sets an atmosphere of good sportsmanship, trust, and safety — implying that no one is there to hurt anyone else. There is a hidden meaning to the bow — it is the recognition of the Divine in another person. This notion is literal. Within each person and everything in our universe is a portion of Divine energy. This may sound blasphemous, but traditional martial arts teach you to bow to another person because you see the Divinity in that person, because you are both directly connected to the Infinite and thus to each other. The study of martial concepts is a way to unlock this amazing power and to discover what can be done with it.
     A bow is Divine energy sent into the world. By bowing to someone, you actively choose what kind of energy comes back to you.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/16089 

7.16: Otherness by Maggie Ross (148 words)
     What we have most in common with the creation and other people is otherness: the mysterious otherness of the deep mind, the mysterious otherness of other people, and the mysterious otherness of creation. It is through otherness that we share the common center of the circle that is everywhere. This otherness calls forth from us a reverence, a humility and respect, an awe before ourselves, one another, and the creation that turns our gaze away from the comparisons of difference and finally relinquishes even the seductive metaphors of difference. Our most profound commonality with ourselves, with each other, with the creation, is not affected by what we can know, but by what we cannot know. Our communion is engagement with the mystery of otherness, our own, that of other people, the creation as a whole of which we are a part, and the mysterious Other beyond all knowing.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28091 

7.17: Reverence for Chairs by Shunryu Suzuki (212 words)
     This morning when we were bowing in the zendo, we heard a big noise overhead because upstairs in the dining room people were pushing chairs across the tile floor without picking them up. This is not the way to treat chairs, not only because it may disturb the people who are bowing in the zendo underneath, but also because fundamentally this is not a respectful way to treat things.
     To push the chairs across the floor is very convenient, but it gives us a lazy feeling. Of course, this kind of laziness is part of our culture, and it eventually causes us to fight with each other. Instead of respecting things, we want to use them for ourselves, and if it is difficult to use them, we want to conquer them. This kind of idea does not accord with the spirit of practice….
     When we pick up the chairs one by one carefully, without making much noise, then we will have the feeling of practice in the dining room. We will not make much noise of course, but also the feeling is quite different. When we practice this way, we ourselves are Buddha, and we respect ourselves. To care for the chairs means our practice goes beyond the zendo.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13808 

7.18: The Communion of Ubuntu by Mark Nepo (187 words)
     The African ethic of ubuntu is often translated as I am because you are, you are because I am. It implies that we find our humanity in each other. Ubuntu literally means a person is a person through other persons. This heartfelt tradition concentrates on the irrevocable connectedness that exists between people. Based on this fundamental commitment to human kinship, there is no word for orphan in the African continent, because each tribe automatically assumes a lost child as part of its larger family.
     At work here is the belief that in our very nature, we rely on each other to grow. As quarks combine to form protons and neutrons, which then form atoms, which then form molecules, individuals innately form families, which then form tribes, which then form nations. Our strong need to interact stems from the irreducible nature of love. In fact, all the worldviews we're discussing are manifestations of our innate need to join. The practice that comes from the notion of ubuntu is the vow to water our common roots by which we all grow and to honor our strong need to join.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28338 

7.19: I Am Because We Are by Steve Paulson (264 words) 
     Consider the African philosophy of “ubuntu” — a concept in which your sense of self is shaped by your relationships with other people. It’s a way of living that begins with the premise that “I am” only because “we are.” The Kenyan literary scholar James Ogude believes ubuntu might serve as a counterweight to the rampant individualism that’s so pervasive in the contemporary world.
     "Ubuntu is rooted in what I call a relational form of personhood, basically meaning that you are because of the others," said Ogude…. "In other words, as a human being, you—your humanity, your personhood—you are fostered in relation to other people."
     In practice, ubuntu means believing the common bonds within a group are more important than any individual arguments and divisions within it. "People will debate, people will disagree; it's not like there are no tensions," said Ogude. "It is about coming together and building a consensus around what affects the community. And once you have debated, then it is understood what is best for the community, and then you have to buy into that."
     Archbishop Desmond Tutu drew on the concept of ubuntu when he led South Africa’s Truth and Reconciliation Commission, which helped South Africa reckon with its history of apartheid. Ubuntu promotes restorative justice and a community-centric ethos. "We have the ability, as people, to dig into our human values, to go for the best of them, in order to bring about healing and to bridge the gap," Ogude said. This idea also extends to our relationships with the non-human world of rivers, plants and animals.
Source: https://www.ttbook.org/interview/i-am-because-we-are-african-philosophy-ubuntu

7.20: The Meaning of Namasté by Karson McGinley (256)
     …Namasté is a salutation of respect and reverence. A traditional Indian greeting, it literally translates to “I bow to you” (namah or namas, meaning bow, te meaning you).
     In India, the gesture of Anjali Mudra (prayer position of the hands) not only accompanies the word, but is synonymous with its meaning. People passing on the street, family members greeting one another, children acknowledging their elders, and strangers meeting for the first time all join their palms together and bow their heads in respect of one another.
     …One of the most common translations of namasté is “The divine light in me bows to the divine light within you.” However, … [there are] many beautiful …translations of namasté, such as:
· I honor the place in you where the entire universe dwells.
· I bow to the place in you that is love, light, and joy.
· When you and I bow to our true nature, we are one.
· My soul recognizes your soul.
· We are the same, we are one.
· I honor the place in you that is the same as it is in me.
      …It is always helpful to find a concise phrase that captures a spiritual teaching. However, there is more to namasté than what can fit on the side of a coffee mug.
     Namasté represents the idea that all are one. It affirms that, beneath the outer trappings that make you appear different from others, you are made of the same stuff. You are more the same than you are different.
Source: https://chopra.com/articles/learn-the-meaning-of-namaste 

8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
     Youth
8.1: Videos / See Section 10.0.

      Tapestry of Faith
8.2: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
Workshop 8: Humility
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop8 
Reverence can evoke humility, while humility can help open a person to reverence. As Henry Flynt writes, “Humility is necessary to reverence….”
Participants will:
· Explore the meaning of humility
· Discuss a dilemma where humility could have a role
· Identify times they have practiced humility, and discover and commit to ways to practice humility in their lives.

     Adults
      Tapestry of Faith
8.3: Spirit of Life: An Adult Program on Unitarian Universalist Spirituality
Workshop 4: Blow In the Wind, Rise In The Sea: Nature And Spirit
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/life/workshop4 
One of the most common spiritual experiences in relation to the natural world is reverence.
Participants will:
· Reflect on the interdependent web of all existence
· Identify spiritual experiences they have had in relation to the natural world
· Relate their understandings of the natural world to their spirituality
· Optional: Create a ritual in praise of the natural world.

9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Reverence by Samuel Romero, featuring Thomas Beckman & Borealis String Quartet (3:39)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1TJ12U7Rrw8 
9.2: Wonder by Naughty Boy with Emeli Sandé (3:26)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_kASjW_aPbQ
9.3: Breath by The Heartifact (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=evRM8N3B134 
9.4: Rabbit Holes by John Michael Sellers (3:45)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NqqN9DwN2TI 
9.5: Giant Forest by Stephen Cline (3:38)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Dkp0Du9hWWE 
9.6: The Boy Who Never Cried by Steve Earle (3:46)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2X9uvzlpTFM 
9.7: Immigrant's Daughter by Margaret Becker (4:26)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TFderlrYNLw 

[bookmark: _Hlk44163666]10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
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