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Worship Resources for Reverence




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

Part 3: Worship Resources
1.0: Opening Words
1.1: The Sacred Hour by Rev. Christopher Rothbauer (93 words)
We set aside an hour each week to worship the Holy, to come together as a community, and to refresh our souls. Let us consecrate this hour with the spirit of devotion and an attitude of reverence, and may we find in this sacred hour the grace we need to love ourselves, our beloved community, and our world. May the Holy meet us in this place and guide our hearts and souls in our search for truth and understanding. May we rejoice and be present in this holy place during our hour together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/282378.shtml 

1.2: These Bodies, These Blessings by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (138 words)
“Holy One, You knit me together in my mother’s womb.” This is the voice of Psalm 139” [I] was not hidden from you when I was made in secret, intricately woven in the depths of the earth.”
Let us remember and celebrate, this morning,
that each of our bodies was woven together in the depths of mystery:
cells multiplying, tissue taking form, organs taking up their function,
all under the silky cover of skin.
Let us gather in reverence for the gift of these bodies,
whatever their ages, their shapes, their abilities,
and may we know them to be channels of the world coming alive through us:
These bodies, these blessings, bring the world to life
through seeing, taste, hearing, scent, and touch.
May we bring to our intricately woven bodies a sense of sacred caretaking.
In doing so, let us also be grateful for the embrace of the Holy:
the Presence that creates and sustains life,
the Mystery that knit together each of our bodies,
and the force of Love that celebrates our desires.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/47861.shtml 

2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: At times our Light goes out by Albert Schweitzer (35 words)
“At times our own light goes out and is rekindled by a spark from another person. Each of us has cause to think with deep gratitude of those who have lighted the flame within us.”
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/31512-at-times-our-own-light-goes-out-and-is-rekindled

2.2: Why a flaming chalice? by Rev. Lisa Doege (adapted) (77 words)
“Why a flaming chalice?” the question comes.
It’s the cup of life, we answer.
A cup of blessings overflowing.
A cup of water to quench our spirits’ thirst.
A cup of wine for celebration and dedication.
The flame of truth.
The fire of purification.
Oil for anointing, healing.
Out of chaos, fear, and horror,
thus was the symbol crafted, …generations ago.
So may it be for us,
…a light to warm our souls and guide us home.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/challenging-times 

2.3: Sacred by Rev. Robin F. Gray (43 words)
We join our voices in a holy communion of mind and heart, dedicated to the promises that bind us in compassion, one with another. In this hour we light the flame that signals our intention to find the sacred in every living thing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/sacred 

2.4: The Light for Everyone Who Comes into the World by Rev. Elizabeth M Strong (112 words)
     Reverently I offer this symbol of our hope and high intent.
Reverently I bequeath this flame to you.
This is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world.
Bear this light to others, one by one.
Let the flame go from life to life till all is lit with its warmth.
     Tell that the light means wisdom
Tell that the light means kindness
Tell that the light means understanding
Tell that the light means tolerance
Tell that the light means sacrifice
Tell that the light is a vision of a fairer world.
     Tell that this is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-light-chalice-lighting

2.5: There is Light by Eric Williams (103 words)
     In the beginning
There was light
Infinite and expansive
Flowing out from an unseen center.
     Throughout Creation
There is light
From the steady Sun
The glowing Moon
The flashing Meteor
The twinkling Stars
And the auroras dancing in the northern skies.
     Within each part of Creation
There is light
Slowed down and held close
By every cell and molecule
By each atom and element.
     Within you
There is light
The same light as the Source
The same radiance that is in all creatures.
     May this small flame
Be a constant reminder to you
Of your true nature
And your kinship with all beings.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/there-light 

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #1 May Nothing Evil Cross This Door
3.2: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.3: SLT #5 It is Something to Have Wept
3.4: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.5: SLT #8 Mother Spirit, Father Spirit
3.6: SLT #16 ‘Tis a Gift to Be Simple
3.7: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.8: SLT #21 For The Beauty of the Earth
3.9: SLT #128 For All That is Our Life
3.10: SLT #163 For the Earth Forever Turning
      Singing the Journey 
None identified
3.11: STJ #1001 Breaths
3.12: STJ #1003 Where Do You Come From?
3.13: STJ #1051 We Are…
3.14: STJ #1052 The Oneness of Everything
3.15: STJ #1053 How Could Anyone
3.16: STJ #1066 O Brother Sun
3.17: STJ #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.18: STJ #1068 Rising Green
3.19: STJ #1070 Mother I Feel You
3.20: STJ #1071 On the Dusty Earth Drum
3.21: STJ #1072 Evening Breeze
3.22: STJ #1072 The Earth is Our Mother

     Choral Music 
No resources identified

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

4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Amrita’s Tree, an ancient tale retold by Rev. Beth Chronister (563 words)
     Amrita sat and leaned against her tree. She loved her tree and had from the first day she claimed it as her own. Amrita often talked to her tree, sharing her dreams and secrets, but today was so peaceful she just sat in silence with eyes closed.
     HAY-ELPHHH! Amrita was startled by the shrill warning call of the peacock. It echoed through the forest. As animals fled in response, Amrita heard men marching toward her. She looked in the direction of the sound and saw flashes of sunlight off of metal. The men carried axes.
     “Cut down every tree you can,” the chief woodcutter said. “The Maharajah needs wood for his new palace.”
    Amrita could not believe it. They were going to cut down the forest! She ran as fast as she could back to her village. “Amma, Amma,” she called to her mother, “There are men in the forest with axes, and they are going to cut down the trees!” Amrita’s mother rushed around the village, calling women away from their work. “We must save the trees!” she urged. The women and children ran into the forest. 
     Amrita’s mother greeted the woodcutters politely, “Namaste. We do not want trouble, but we cannot let you cut down these trees.” 
     The chief woodcutter laughed at her. “You do not own these trees. We have orders from the Maharajah.”
     “Sir, these trees are our life,” Amrita’s mother explained. “Their roots hold the soil together during the monsoons and soak up the up the rain, so the earth can give us fresh water. Don’t you understand? We need these trees to survive.”
     “Quiet!” yelled the chief woodcutter and he ordered his men to start cutting down the trees. One woodcutter went to an ancient khejari tree and began chopping with his axe. The mighty tree came crashing to the ground. Amrita and the others cried out in disbelief. They were going to kill all the trees.
     The woodcutters spread out and began cutting down other trees. Then a woodcutter walked past Amrita in the direction of her special tree. Amitra ran ahead of him and yelled, “No!” She flung her arms around her tree. “If you want to cut the tree, you will have to cut me first!” 
     “Swing your axe!” commanded the chief woodcutter. “I...” the woodcutter faltered. He looked down at the girl—this mere sapling of a girl—her eyes squeezed shut, her thin arms hugging so tight, her tearstained cheeks pale with fright. “I... I cannot.” Amrita opened one eye, then another. All around her women and children began hugging trees.
     Without a word, the laborers picked up their axes and left. Amrita and the others returned to the village, grateful that the men had stopped, but they worried that the Maharajah would now come. The next afternoon he did arrive in a thunder of hooves and a cloud of dust, riding on his majestic horse.
     Amrita, though afraid, greeted him like a forest queen. He climbed down from his horse. 
     “I present this royal decree to you, Amrita,” said the Maharajah, “and to the women and children of your village, in honor of your courage and your wisdom. I promise that, from this day forward, no tree in this forest will be cut down.” 
     This is the power and blessing of reverence for life. Amrita’s tree still stands in that forest.
Source: Touchstones

5.0: Meditations
5.1: The Womb of Star by Denise Levertov (138 words)
     The womb of stars embraces us;
remnants of their fiery furnaces
pulse through our veins.
     We are of the stars,
the dust of the explosions
cast across space.
     We are of the earth:
we breathe and live in the breath
of ancient plants and beasts.
     Their cells nourish the soil;
we build our communities
on their harvest of gifts.
     Our fingers trace the curves
carved in clay and stone
by forebears unknown to us.
     We are a part
of the great circle of humanity
gathered around the fire, the
hearth, the altar.
     An awe so quiet I don’t know
when it began.
     A gratitude had begun to sing
in me.
     Was there some moment dividing
song from no song?
     When does dewfall begin?
When does night fold its arms
Over our hearts to cherish them?
When is daybreak?
Source: https://myinneredge.wordpress.com/2008/02/21/an-awe-so-quiet/ 

5.2: Our Quiet Time by Nancy Wood (83 words)
It is our quiet time
We do not speak, because the voices are within us.
It is our quiet time
We do not walk, because the earth is all within us.
It is our quiet time
We do not dance, because the music has lifted us to a place where the spirit is.
It is our quiet time. We rest with all of nature. We wake when the seven sisters wake.
We greet them in the sky over the opening of the kiva.
Source: https://fieldtoforest.com/tag/seed-pods/ 

5.3: Stillness deepened and enriched by Rev. Jacob Trapp (71 words)
If it is language that makes us human, one half of language is to listen. Silence can exist without speech, but speech cannot live without silence. Listen to the speech of others. Listen even more to their silence. To pray is to listen to the revelations of nature, to the meaning of events. To listen to music is to listen also to silence, and to find the stillness deepened and enriched.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/author/quotes/983995.Jacob_Trapp 

5.4: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (103 words)
     When despair for the world grows in me
and I wake in the night at the least sound
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,
I go and lie down where the wood drake
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.
     I come into the peace of wild things
who do not tax their lives with forethought
of grief. I come into the presence of still water.
And I feel above me the day-blind stars
waiting with their light. For a time
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.
Source: https://onbeing.org/poetry/the-peace-of-wild-things/ 

5.5: Turn scarlet leaves by Rev. Raymond J. Baughan (51 words)
     Turn scarlet, leaves!
Spin earth!
Tumble the shadows into dawn,
The morning out of night;
Spill the stars across these skies
And hide them with the suns.
     Teach me to turn
My sullen sense toward marvel.
    Let green and red
And dark and day
Concur with the returning life
I am.
Source: SLT #485

5.6: The bell is full of wind by Roberto Juarroz (58 words)
     The bell is full of wind
though it does not ring.
     The bird is full of flight
though it is still.
     The sky is full of clouds
though it is alone.
     The world is full of voice
though no one speaks it.
     Everything is full of fleeing
though there are no roads.
     Everything is fleeing
toward its presence.
Source: https://stillnessatthecenter.wordpress.com/2013/01/27/the-bell-is-full-of-wind/ 

5.7: Fragile and Rooted by Rev. Carolyn Owen-Towle (139 words)
See a blossom in your mind’s eye. 
Allow it to fill the interior of your imagination.
Greater perfection of form in nature cannot be imagined. 
With inward gaze absorb each wondrous fluted petal. 
Slide down its humid surface until you drop as the dew into its velvety core. 
Immerse your senses in this safe chamber. 
Such fragile beauty gives impulse to weep. 
Slowly reverse the journey; as you ascend the shaft toward wider light, turn your imagination around and around to see its many facets. 
Stored within is the memory of all flowers. 
Marvel that this creation, while utterly fragile—yet undaunted, boldly buds forth turning resolutely toward the sun. 
We, too, shimmer with Expectation, exuding our own illumination, color, pulse, and scent. 
Vulnerable, still we venture our Lives courageously toward hope and light, at once fragile and rooted.
Source: https://www.uuwr.org/images/stories/PDFs/rev-shirley-ranck-on-the-threshold.pdf 

5.8: And I have felt a presence by William Wordsworth (145 words)
And I have felt
A presence that disturbs me with the joy
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man;
A motion and a spirit, that impels
All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things. Therefore, am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods,
And mountains; and of all that we behold
From this green earth; of all the mighty world
Of eye, and ear, —both what they half create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognize
In nature and the language of the sense,
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Of all my moral being.
Source: https://poets.org/poem/lines-composed-few-miles-above-tintern-abbey-revisiting-banks-wye-during-tour-july-13-1798 

5.9: The church is a body by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (204 words)
The church is a body.
May this body breathe and be together in the spirit of hope
May it feel held by comfort.
Those who seek consolation, may they find it in the solace of this moment.
The church is a body.
It is as strong as all the people who have ever gathered within its walls.
It is the power of all they dreamed and all that they have done.
The church is a body.
It is as vulnerable as the most newborn and untried of its members.
It is ancient, and it is ever new.
The church is a story.
It is the story of lives that are interwoven,
brought together in this place and this time
for the simple purpose of caring for one another,
and helping one another along the arduous path from birth to death.
The church is a vision. 
It is a vision of unity amid diversity,
It is a vision of reverence for all of creation,
It is a vision that beckons us beyond the concerns of our own skins.
In the silence, may we abide as one body in the spirit of faith, hope and love that is the story and the vision of this church.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5543.shtml 

5.10: All Our Relations by Rev. Gary Kowalski (142 words)
     Our time is short here on the earth.
Around us swirl immensities of time and space,
A universe infinite in all directions.
How small our hopes and cares seem
Amid the panorama of creation.
Yet we are not separate from the cosmos
But have evolved and grown out of it,
Like the leaves of a tree
Or the waves upon a sea.
And our thoughts are its thoughts,
Our lives a manifestation of never ending vitality,
Our spirits a microcosm
Of the beauty and creativity of the whole
     Fill us then with reverence and compassion
For all who are our kin,
Cloud and sun, sibling and cousin,
The multitude of beings
Who share this improbable and never-to-be repeated moment,
All expressions, like ourselves,
Of the Mind-at-Large,
The Spirt-at-Play,
The Dynamism-at-Work,
In whom we live and move
And whom we will never know.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-our-relations 

5.11: A Thanksgiving for the Elements by Eric Williams (67 words)
     The strength of the Earth is the stones
And the same is the source of our bones.
     The Water flows across the ground
And within our blood.
     The Air blows around the world
And brings us our breath.
     The Fire streams forth from the Sun without ceasing
And sustains our lives.
     By these elements
We are formed.
     By our voices
The beauty of the Creation is sung.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanksgiving-elements 

5.12: Humanity's Psalm by Rev. Cynthia Frado (428 words)
     Creator of Life, Source of All Being
It was from the particles of the Universe that you formed me...
Iron and carbon and phosphorous
Mixed with energy, passion and dreams.
     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made from the colors of the rainbow,
Shaped with bones straight and curved,
Padded with flesh flabby and lean,
Near-sighted, far-sighted, short-sighted, and long in vision.
     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made strong and tall, short and stout,
Born with hands tender and fragile,
Aged with hands gnarled and mature.
Large nose, small nose, crooked nose
Who knows the mathematical infinitude of your genetic possibilities?
     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made to give love and receive love.
Your passion courses through my veins.
And when I touch another human being in love,
It matters not what gender ignites the flame,
It matters only that the fire of life brings its light to the
darkened deadness of a world that cannot exist
without love’s transformative power.
     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
But who are you?
I need to know.
I who have eyes that are brown and blue and green and hazel.
I who am intellectually gifted and mentally challenged.
I who speak the languages of the world and no language at all.
I who know scientific equations and musical sonatas,
and know only the magic of a daily loaf of bread,
and the taunting sounds of racism,
and the mockery of my sexual orientation,
and the lack of respect for my aging body.
I who am all of these things and more want to know:
Who are you that I am made in your image?
     I am, says ancient Scripture.
I simply am.
I am the Light of All-Being,
I am the Divine Spark.
I am the Source of Love,
The most transformative power
In the Universe.
All life is in my image.
I am in You,
And you are in me.
I am in your siblings.
They, too, are in me.
I am in your pain and suffering,
And I am in your compassion and joy.
I am Light and Love,
And Hope and Possibility…
And so are you.
     Creator of All Life, Source of All Being
It was from the particles of the Universe that you formed me...
Iron and carbon and phosphorous
Mixed with energy, passion and dreams.
Forgive me. Forgive me.
I forgot that you are everywhere.
I forgot that I am everywhere.
Thank you for reminding me of who I am. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/humanitys-psalm 

5.13: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)
     If, on a starlit night,
with the moon brightly shimmering,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the evening universe remains a part of life we shall not know.
     If, on a cloudy day,
with grayness infusing all
and rain dancing rivers in the grass,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the stormy, threatening energy of
the universe remains
a part of life we shall not know.
     If, on a frosty morning,
dreading the chilling air before the sunrise,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the awesome cold, quiet, and stillness of
the dawn universe remains
a part of life we shall not know.
     If, throughout these grace-given days of ours,
surrounded as we are by green life and
brown death, hot pink joy and cold gray
pain and miracles—always miracles—
     If we stay inside ourselves and do not venture out
then the Fullness of the universe
shall be unknown to us
And our locked hearts shall never feel the rush of worship.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/if-we-do-not-venture-out 

5.14: The Last Leaf by Rev. David M. Horst (314 words) 
     Once, many grey autumns ago, I came upon a tree. The tree, a poplar, had dropped all of its leaves but for one, just one. Exactly one leaf remained near the topmost part of the tree, fluttering in the breeze like a little reddish-brown flag. All of the other leaves lay about the ground or had blown away.
     I stopped and looked and marveled at the sight. I wondered what the odds might be that I was the one person who happened to arrive at that one tree at that one moment when but one leaf remained. What were the odds?
     I felt an instant kinship with the one leaf. I admired its stubbornness. I spoke quietly to it, “Hang on. Never give up. Don’t let go!”
     I gazed at the last leaf for a time, though I did not stay to witness its falling. I did not want to witness its falling. The leaf was not ready to let go and drop silently to the ground, and neither was I—though I knew we both would, in time, let go.
      I praised the last leaf on that autumn day many years ago, when I was still young. I walked on and slowly, imperceptibly, a sense of calm came over me. A sense of acceptance. A sense of peace.
     The exuberance of summer is gone. Grand plans and high hopes give way to chilly reality. We loved as best we could, we’ve reaped as much as we could, we’ve traveled life’s journey as far as we could. We count our blessings and our losses. All leaves must fall.
     The circle of the year comes round. Our hemisphere tilts away from the sun. Green turns to gold. Life returns to the soil. Animals retreat. The nights grow long. The natural world lies fallow. The season of letting go comes as it always comes. Winter begins.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/last-leaf 

5.15: What Does It Mean to Bless? by Eric Williams (85 words)
     What does it mean to bless?
To bless does not mean
Saying magical words
Changing the mind of God
Or altering the course of the cosmos.
     To bless does mean
Reminding each other of our gifts
Remembering the wisdom that is within us
And recalling our common purpose.
     The choices we make and the work we do
Are how we bless each other and the world.
May the words we say
And the songs we sing
Name the wholeness we are
And still yet seek.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/295395.shtml 

5.16: Hope by Jennifer Pratt-Walter (110 words)
     Gold and red autumn leaves surround an abandoned bird's nest
See how the winds
have shaped her hands to
hold hope?
So tenuous, it trembles
like a hummingbird’s heart.
     She gently carries hope
to a nest in the midst
of the maelstrom and tilts it
into the bowl of tiny feathers and mosses.
     Hope is so hard to cup.
She might need your help
when it seeps through the cracks
of her fingers. Place your hands
like this around hers. Together
it can be done.
     When it hatches, when the nest
is no more, watch the wind pick up hope
and lay it softly into the welcome
of upraised palms.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/hope

5.17: I Say It Touches Us by Rev. Marni Harmony (153 words)
     I say that it touches us that our blood is
sea water and our tears are salt, that the
seed of our bodies is scarcely different
from the same cells in a seaweed,
and that the stuff of our bones is like the coral.
     I say that the tide rolls in on us, whether
we like it or not, and the sands of time
keep running their intended course.
     I say we have to go down into the wave’s trough
to find ourselves, and then ride her swell
until we can see beyond ourselves into
our neighbor’s eye.
     I say that we shall never leave the harbor
if we do not hoist the sail.
     I say that we have got to walk the waves
as well as solid ground.
     I say that anyone who goes without
consciousness of this will remain
changed to a rusty anchor.
     May the journey find us worthy. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/i-say-it-touches-us 

5.18: Joy by Terri Pahucki (121 words)
     I have been wondering
what the morning glories
know. Is it envy
that compels these vines
to strangle other flowers
arising in their path?
     Or perhaps self-preservation,
to climb these walls, forsaking
humbler beings, winding
greedy stems around the trellis
in their hungry pursuit of light.
     Still, every morning,
basking in their spiral shadows,
I want to believe it is something more
     this fevered yearning
to open purple flowers,
yield bold-throated Glorias
to the sun,
and in the blaze of afternoon
curl petals softly into shyness.
     And every morning, I plead
with the dew-moist buds
to know their secret joy:
to open and close without holding,
to surrender all to light,
to sing
I am completely yours
over and over again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/joy 

5.19: Living Waters by Rev. Stephen Shick (87 words)
     We float on a sea
hidden beneath dry surfaces
covered by stones.
     Isn’t this why we drink and dive so deeply
go down to the sea in ships
risk drowning, again and again?
     Isn’t this why Moses parted the waters
to begin his journey?
     Why Jesus crossed the waters
to comfort and challenge us?
     We were born in water.
We float free in water.
We are washed clean by water.
     Isn’t this why we long to find our inward sea?
To help us wash clean the world?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/living-waters 

5.20: The Eternal by Rev. Stephen Shick (75 words)
     It is not old,
Yet it comes through the wisdom of the ages.
     It is not young,
Yet it comes through the passion of innocence.
     It is not revolutionary,
Yet it comes proclaiming change.
     It is not solitary,
Yet it travels alone, seeking the open heart.
     It is not lonely,
Yet it seeks relationship.
      It is not attached,
Yet it connects everything.
     It is the fresh return of the eternal,
And it demands our response.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/eternal 

6.0: Prayers
6.1: To the God above God we turn our thoughts by Rev. Gary Kowalski (106 words)
To the God above God we turn our thoughts….
To the God above the god of any single nation, 
     who unites the people of the world 
         in the bonds of kinship and peace;
To the God above the god of any single ideology, 
     who knows that one human life 
         is more valuable than all the systems in the world;
To the God above the god of any single religion, 
     whose goodness and inspiration 
         are the possession of people of all faiths;
To the God above God 
     who brings humility to our minds 
         and reverence to our hearts --
We dedicate ourselves in work and in prayer.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5521.shtml 

7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #489 Mark the Time by Rev. Max Coots
7.2: SLT #490 Wild Geese by Mary Oliver
7.3: SLT #503 Bless Adonai by Rabbi Rami Shapiro
7.4: SLT #512 We Give Thanks This Day by Rev. O. Eugene Pickett
7.5: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Rev. Robert T. Weston
7.6: SLT #531 The Oversoul by Ralph Waldo Emerson
7.7: SLT #532 The Music of the Spheres by Ernesto Cardenal
7.8: SLT #534 Gloria by Rev. Barbara Pescan
7.9: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver
7.10: SLT #549 Impassioned Clay by Rev. Ralph Helverson
7.11: SLT #550 We Belong to the Earth by Chief Noah Sealth
7.12: SLT #551 Earth Teach Me by Ute Indians
7.13: SLT #552 My Help is in the Mountain by Nancy Wood
7.14: SLT #555 Some Things Will Never Change by Thomas Wolfe
7:15: All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens by Rev. John Gibb Millspaugh (125 words)
All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens,
Believing we are traversing the whole of creation.
With spirits of discovery, let us uncover the mysteries nested in our routines,
With the eagerness of children, let us seek out the secrets unfolding in our peripheral vision.
Let us behold each fellow creature with reverence;
Let us greet each day with praise and thanksgiving.
For life is a gift of incomprehensible magnitude;
Our lives are voyages with unknowable destinations.
Along the way, let us meet, kiss, challenge, and support one another,
Let us fashion a network of mutuality and extend it into the larger world.
In these ways, we forge lives of goodness and beauty;
In these ways, we know the life of prayer.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5909.shtml 

8.0: Readings
8.1: I thank You God by ee cummings (106 words)
     i thank You God for most this amazing
day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees
and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything
which is natural which is infinite which is yes
     (i who have died am alive again today,
and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth
day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay
great happening illimitably earth)
     how should tasting touching hearing seeing
breathing any—lifted from the no
of all nothing—human merely being
doubt unimaginable You?
     (now the ears of my ears awake and
now the eyes of my eyes are opened)
Source: https://artandtheology.org/2016/04/27/i-thank-you-god-for-most-this-amazing-by-e-e-cummings/ 

8.2: The Great Sea by Inuit Shaman Uvavnuk (39 words)
The great sea moves me, sets me adrift.
It moves me like algae on stones in running brook water.
The vault of heaven moves me.
Mighty weather storms through my soul.
It carries me with it.
Trembling with joy.
Source: https://pennyspoetry.fandom.com/wiki/Uvavnuk 

8.3: Now is Eternity by Ricard Jeffries (44 words)
It is eternity now. I am in the midst of it. It is about me in the sunshine; I am in it as the butterfly in the light-laden air. Nothing has to come; it is now. Now is eternity; now is the immortal life.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/348552-it-is-eternity-now-i-am-in-the-midst-of 

8.4: The Negro Speaks of Rivers by Langston Hughes (103 words)
     I’ve known rivers:
I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of human blood in human veins.
     My soul has grown deep like the rivers.
     I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep.
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it.
I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy bosom turn all golden in the sunset.
     I’ve known rivers:
Ancient, dusky rivers.
     My soul has grown deep like the rivers.
Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44428/the-negro-speaks-of-rivers 

8.5: The Stream of Life by Rabindranath Tagore (102 words)
     The same stream of life that runs through my veins night and day runs through the world and dances in rhythmic measures.
      It is the same life that shoots in joy through the dust of the earth in numberless blades of grass and breaks into tumultuous waves of leaves and flowers.
     It is the same life that is rocked in the ocean-cradle of birth and of death, in ebb and in flow.
     I feel my limbs are made glorious by the touch of this world of life. And my pride is from the life-throb of ages dancing in my blood this moment.
Source: http://www.cs.columbia.edu/~sampada/stream.html 

8.6: Our Whole System by Maria Mitchell (71 words)
Small as is our whole system compared with the infinitude of creation, brief as is our life compared with the cycles of time, we are so tethered to all by the beautiful dependencies of law, that not only the sparrow’s fall is felt to the uttermost bound but the vibrations set in motion by the words that we utter reach through all space and the tremor is felt through all time.
Source: http://celestiallands.org/wayside/?p=1500 

8.7: Earth Cure Me by Nancy Wood (35 words)
Earth cure me. Earth receive my woe. Rock strengthen me. Rock receive my weakness. Rain wash my sadness away. Rain receive my doubt. Sun make sweet my song. Sun receive the anger from my heart.
Source: https://uufhnc.org/singing-the-living-tradition-pagan-style/ 

8.8: The Earth is My Life by Richard Nelson (98 words)
There is nothing in me that is not of the earth, no split second of separateness, no particle that disunites me from the surroundings. The river runs through my veins, the winds glow in and out with my breath, the soil makes my flesh, the sun’s heat smolders inside me. A sickness or injury that befalls the earth befalls me. A fouled molecule that runs through the earth runs through me. Where the earth is cleansed and nourished, its purity infuses me. The life of the earth is my life. My eyes are the earth gazing at itself.
Source: https://friendsofsilence.net/newsletter/april-2009 

8.9: I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life by Rev. Vern Barnet (90 words)
I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life:
the fields and streams, the mountains and seas,
the forests and deserts, the air and soil,
all species and reserves, habitats and environments;
one world, one creation, one home, indivisible for all,
affected by pollution anywhere, depleted by any waste,
endangered by greedy consumption, degradation by faithlessness;
preserved by recycling, conservation, and reverence,
the great gift renewed for all generations to come.
Protected, preserved by reducing, reusing, recycling.
With conservation and reverence,
the great gift renewed for all generations to come.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/4084.shtml 

8.10: What Song by Rev. Victoria Safford (268 words)
     What if there were a universe, a cosmos, that began in shining blackness, out of nothing, out of fire, out of a single, silent breath, and into it came billions and billions of stars, stars beyond imagining, and near one of them a world, a blue-green world so beautiful that learned clergymen could not even speak about it cogently, and brilliant scientists in trying to describe it began to sound like poets, with their physics, with their mathematics, their empirical, impressionistic musing?
     What if there were a universe in which a world was born out of a smallish star, and into that world (at some point) flew red-winged blackbirds, and into it swam sperm whales, and into it came crocuses, and wind to lift the tiniest hairs on naked arms in spring when you run out to the mailbox, and into it at some point came onions, out of soil, and came Mount Everest, and also the coyote we’ve been seeing in the woods about a mile from here, just after sunrise in these mornings when the moon is full? (The very scent of him makes his brother, our dog, insane with fear and joy and ancient inbred memory.) Into that world came animals and elements and plants, and imagination, the mind, and the mind’s eye.
     If such a universe existed and you noticed it, what would you do? What song would come out of your mouth, what prayer, what praises, what sacred offering, what whirling dance, what religion, and what reverential gesture would you make to greet that world, every single day that you were in it.
Source: http://archive.uuworld.org/2003/03/calltoworship.html 

8.11: Cathedrals by Patrick Murfin (253 words)
     We have seen the great cathedrals, 
  stone laid upon stone, 
  carved and cared for
  by centuries of certain hands;
seen the slender minarets
  soar from dusty streets
  to raise the cry of faith
  to the One and Only God;
seen the placid pagodas
  where gilded Buddhas squat
  amid the temple bells and incense.
     We have seen the tumbled temples
  half-buried in the sands,
 choked with verdant tangles,
 sunk in corralled seas—
 old truths toppled and forgotten.
We have even seen the wattled huts,
 the sweat lodge hogans,
 the wheeled yurts,
 and the Ice Age caverns
 where unwritten worship
 raised its knowing voices. 
     But here we build temples in our hearts.
Side by side we gather. 
     We mix the mortar of the scattered dust
  of the Holy of Holies
  with the sacred water
  of the Ganges;
lay Moorish alabaster
  on the blocks of Angkor Wat
  and rough-hewn Stonehenge slabs;
plumb Doric columns for strength of reason,
  square them with stern Protestant planks,
  and illuminate all with Chartres’ jeweled windows
  and the brilliant lamps of science. 
     Yes here we build temples in our hearts.
  Side by side we come,
  scavenging the ages for wisdom,
  cobbling together as best we may
  the stones of a thousand altars, leveling with doubt,
  framing with skepticism,
  measuring by logic,
  sinking firm foundations in the earth
  as we reach for the heavens. 
     Here we build temples in our hearts—
  a temple for each heart,
  a village of temples,
  none shading another,
  connected by well-worn paths,
  built alike on sacred ground.
Source: http://archive.uuworld.org/2004/03/meditation.html 

8.12: The Pure Prayer by Rev. Bill Sinkford (396 words)
     When I came to Unitarian Universalism, I was an ardent, some might say even a rabid, Humanist. If you had told me as a teenager that at age 56, I would be an ordained minister, using religious language in this pulpit, and have a prayer life that centered on thankfulness and gratefulness to God, I would have laughed out loud. The Humanist tradition was mine for a long time. 
     But we don’t have this all permanently figured out at any discrete moment in time. In my case, it was direct experience of something I hadn’t counted on--the kind of “direct experience of transcending mystery and wonder” which we also affirm as a source of our faith tradition--that changed my mind. It was in the midst of a crisis--my son Billy, then 15 years old, had overdosed on drugs, and it was unclear whether he would live. As I sat with him in the hospital, I found myself praying. First the selfish prayers for forgiveness…for the time not made, for the too many trips, for the many things unsaid, and, sadly, for a few things said that should never have passed my lips. But as the night darkened, I finally found the pure prayer. The prayer that asked only that my son would live. And late in the evening, I felt the hands of a loving universe reaching out to hold. The hands of God, the Spirit of Life. The name was unimportant. I knew that those hands would be there to hold me whatever the morning brought. And I knew, though I cannot tell you how, that those hands were holding my son as well. I knew that I did not have to walk that path alone, that there is a love that has never broken faith with us and never will. 
     My son survived. But the experience stayed with me. That is my experience, and my vocabulary for that experience. But “religious language” doesn’t have to mean “God talk.” And I’m not suggesting that Unitarian Universalism return to traditional Christian language. But I do feel that we need some language that would allow us to capture the possibility of reverence, to name the holy, to talk about human agency in theological terms—the ability of humans to shape and frame our world guided by what we find to be of ultimate importance. 
Source: https://huumanists.org/sites/huumanists.org/files/articles/vol%2037%20no%202%20Gibbons.pdf 

8.13: Religion in Everything by John Ruskin (47 words)
There is religion in everything around us—a calm and holy religion in the unbreathing things of nature, which man would do well to imitate. It is a meek and blessed influence, stealing in, as it were, unawares upon the heart; it comes quietly, and without excitement; it has no terror, no gloom, in its approaches; it does not rouse up the passions; it is untrammelled by the creeds, and unshadowed by the superstitions, of man; it is fresh from the hands of its Author, glowing from the immediate presence of the Great Spirit, which pervades and quickens it; it is written on the arched sky; it looks out from every star; it is on the sailing cloud and in the invisible wind; it is among the hills and valleys of the earth, where the shrubless mountain-top pierces the thin atmosphere of eternal winter, or where the mighty forest fluctuates before the strong wind with its dark waves of green foliage; it is spread out, like a legible language, upon the broad face of the unsleeping ocean; it is the poetry of nature; it is this which uplifts the spirit within us until it is strong enough to overlook the shadows of our place of probation; which breaks, link after link, the chain that binds us to materiality; and which opens to our imagination a world of spiritual beauty and holiness. 
Source: https://www.bartleby.com/349/authors/166.html 

8:14: An Infinite Storm of Beauty by John Muir (179 words)
     How infinitely superior to our physical senses are those of the mind! The spiritual eye sees not only rivers of water but of air. It sees the crystals of the rock in rapid sympathetic motion, giving enthusiastic obedience to the sun’s rays, then sinking back to rest in the night. The whole world is in motion to the center. So also sounds. We hear only woodpeckers and squirrels and the rush of turbulent streams. But imagination gives us the sweet music of tiniest insect wings, enables us to hear, all around the world, the vibration of every needle, the waving of every bole and branch, the sound of stars in circulation like particles in the blood. The Sierra canyons are full of avalanche debris - we hear them boom again, and we read the past sounds from present conditions. Again, we hear the earthquake rock-falls. Imagination is usually regarded as a synonym for the unreal. Yet is true imagination healthful and real, no more likely to mislead than the coarse senses. Indeed, the power of imagination makes us infinite.
Source: https://vault.sierraclub.org/john_muir_exhibit/writings/favorite_quotations.aspx 

8:15: Every Melon-Vine as My Ancestor by Rev. Thomas Starr King (126 words)
     Emerson gave us last Monday evening the most brilliant lecture I ever listened to from any mortal. It was on the identity of the laws of the mind with the laws of nature. He proved conclusively that man is only a higher kind of corn, that he is a squirrel gone up into the first class, that he is a liberated oyster fully educated, that he is a spiritualized pumpkin, a thinking squash, a graduated sun-flower, and inspired turnip. Such imagery, such wit, such quaint things said in a tone solemn and sublime! I have the most profound respect henceforth for every melon-vine as my ancestor (melancholic thought). I look upon every turtle as of kin. 
Source: https://www.sksm.edu/wp-content/uploads/2014/03/thossklecture-B.pdf 

8:16: You Matter to God by the Paint Branch Players (229 words)
     Imagine a young woman walking slowly across the stage. There is nothing special or different about her. Suddenly, she is confronted by a person, who, in skillful mime with dramatic background music, makes it clear that he finds her hideous. She shrinks a bit.
     Next, she encounters another person, who with equal vigor silently tells her how stupid she is. Her body shrinks again. She is barely standing.
     Finally, on her path she meets someone who in no uncertain terms informs her that she is unloveable. Completely undone, she falls to the floor, a sorry mess of a person.
     Well as you might imagine, all of us watching were caught by this dramatic scene. It was touching and real to many of us. But it did not end here.
     Another woman entered. She put her arms around the first woman and, as words came over the loudspeaker, she told her in mime, “You matter to God.” At first, our shriveled piece of humanity didn’t believe her. But gradually, she began to mime the same action. She then retraced her journey and at each encounter, as she reminded herself that she mattered to God, her confidence returned, and the degrading actions of the others did not touch her.
     The scene ended with all of them together, including those who had hurt her, miming that powerful phrase, “You matter to God.”
Source: no longer online

8:17: The Breath of Life Is Not Mine Alone by Rev. Kristen L. Harper (110 words)
     Two people look up at the camera, their faces pressed together and their hands caressing the other's face.
     I do not wish to breathe another breath if it is not shared with others. The breath of life is not mine alone.
     I brought myself to be with you, hoping that by inhaling the compassion, the courage, the hope found here, I can exhale the fear, the selfishness, the separateness I keep so close to my skin.
     I cannot live another moment, at least not one of joy, unless you and I find our oneness somewhere among each other, somewhere between the noise, somewhere within the silence of the next breath.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/breath-life-not-mine-alone 

8:18: Blessed Is the Sky by Eric Williams (46 words)
     Blessed is the Sky,
And all that is warm and filled with light.
     Blessed is the Air,
And all that is open and free.
    Blessed is the Earth,
And all that is steady and firm.
     Blessed is the Sea,
And all that is hidden and deep.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessed-sky

8:19: Monet Refuses the Operation by Lisel Mueller (278 words)
Doctor, you say there are no haloes
around the streetlights in Paris
and what I see is an aberration
caused by old age, an affliction.
I tell you it has taken me all my life
to arrive at the vision of gas lamps as angels,
to soften and blur and finally banish
the edges you regret I don't see,
to learn that the line I called the horizon
does not exist and sky and water,
so long apart, are the same state of being.
Fifty-four years before I could see
Rouen cathedral is built
of parallel shafts of sun,
and now you want to restore
my youthful errors: fixed
notions of top and bottom,
the illusion of three-dimensional space,
wisteria separate
from the bridge it covers.
What can I say to convince you
the Houses of Parliament dissolves
night after night to become
the fluid dream of the Thames?
I will not return to a universe
of objects that don't know each other,
as if islands were not the lost children
of one great continent. The world
is flux, and light becomes what it touches,
becomes water, lilies on water,
above and below water,
becomes lilac and mauve and yellow
and white and cerulean lamps,
small fists passing sunlight
so quickly to one another
that it would take long, streaming hair
inside my brush to catch it.
To paint the speed of light!
Our weighted shapes, these verticals
burn to mix with air
and change our bones, skin, clothes
to gases. Doctor,
if only you could see
how heaven pulls earth into its arms
and how infinitely the heart expands
to claim this world, blue vapor without end.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading-poetry/monet-refuses-operation 

8:20: A Strong Reverence for Life by Rev. Carol Hepokoski (231 words)
     An arc of Earth's surface, blue oceans and swirling white clouds, taken from space
Those of us who call ourselves religious Humanists have a strong reverence for life. Many of us experience a deep sense of awe before the mystery of life and death, those powers greater than ourselves. We share a respect for science and reason, and we are willing to live with ambiguity to live without definitive answers. We share a deep concern about injustice and the fate of human life, indeed, of all life on this planet, our home in the universe. We identify with the human story, even as we recognize it as intimately tied to the story of the rest of this world.
     My environmentalism and my Humanism are inextricably related. My Humanism tells me that human life is important and worthy of respect and care. My environmentalism tells me that to be human is to be part of an interdependent circle of all life; it is counterproductive to imagine ourselves as separate. My knowledge of today’s world informs me that Planet Earth and, thus, human life are in danger because of the threat of global warming. I want to see life, including human life, preserved and thriving on our planet. My environmental Humanism compels me to work to reduce the causes of climate change — the human practices that threaten the survival of life on earth.
     Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/strong-reverence-life 

8:21: Grounded Someplace Deeper by Mark Ward (189 words)
     A large white arrow painted on the surface of a road, and a pair of feet walking.
Reason is an important tool, sure — an essential arbiter of truth claims about the world. But religion is grounded someplace deeper, where we experience the joy of living and are connected intimately with all that is. Religion is an entirely human experience but one that we get in touch with using some pathway other than intellectual argument. In religion, we seek to address not just what is but also what we hope for and what we dedicate ourselves to. We rely on it to navigate the shoals of love and grief, compassion and estrangement, gratitude and disappointment, and mystery and wonder.
     As [David] Bumbaugh suggests, religion deserves reverence; it requires a vocabulary and a theology. This theology demands no intervention of unearthly forces but invites us to open ourselves to different ways of living and learning. It considers “the human” a niche in the vast, intertwined plenitude of being. And just what is our niche? We are fragile, fallible sorts for whom just being is a blessing and love is a polestar.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/grounded-someplace-deeper 

8:22: Who Am I Not to Be Blessed? by Chris Jimmerson (139 words)
     In moonlit shadows,
At the edge of night-darkened oak trees
I see it.
     Across sunny pathways,
In the buzzing of insects, amongst the flowering forest greenery,
I hear it.
     From the touch of ones loved,
The embraces of those gone before me,
I feel it.
     In the poems I love dearly,
The songs that speak to my heart,
The sculpture that catches my imagination,
The discoveries still to be made,
I sense it.
     It is in the fire of distant suns,
The cool drip of waters,
The slight chill in the breeze,
The laughter of children, no matter what their age, old and young, grown and still small;
It is the breath of life, the stardust of souls, the magic of remembrance.
Who am I not to surrender to it in gratitude?
Who am I to not be blessed?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/295492.shtml 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice
9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)
We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again.
Source: SLT #456

9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)
The Chalice is now extinguished, but its light lives on in the minds and hearts and souls of each one of you. Carry that flame with you as you leave this place and share it with those you know, with those you love, and most especially, with those you have yet to meet.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/carry-flame

9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)
We extinguish the chalice here that it might glow gently in our hearts.
May it light your path as you leave this place.
May it guide your way until we are together again.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6049.shtml

9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)
We extinguish this chalice flame,
daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,
that freedom, reason and justice
will one day prevail in this nation and across the earth.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/daring-vision

9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)
     When we take fire from our chalice, it does not become less.
It becomes more.
     And so we extinguish our chalice, but we take its light and warmth with us,
multiplying their power by all of our lives, and sharing it with the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/it-becomes-more

9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)
It is our work, shared with each other in covenant,
That creates and sustains this beloved community.
We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on
in the directions we have chosen today.
The light of this faith lives on in us, together,
in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.
Amen and Blessed Be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/work-we-share

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

9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
We have basked in the warmth and beauty
of this flame and this community.
As the chalice flame is extinguished,
let us carry its glow within.
Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/kindle-new-sparks

10.0: Closing Words
10.1: Gathered Community by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (51 words)
The worship of the gathered community is now ended. Go in peace. Go in joy. Go in love to share in the ongoing worship of the community in dispersion. Carry with you what is precious to us all: reverence for all life, beauty that displays itself in love, deep, abiding peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5996.shtml 

10.2: May the love that gives to life its beauty by Rev. George Brooks (45 words)
May the love that gives to life its beauty,
the reverence that gives to life its sacredness,
and the purposes that give to life its deep significance
be strong within each of us and lead us into ever deepening relationships with all of life.
Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5987.shtml 

10.3: Learning How to Translate by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (190 words)
Yes, we must continue to man the ramparts
	And defend the value of reason in religion 
And we must learn a little humility 
	And acknowledge the limits of our thinking and experience. 
Human experience may be universal, 
	But none of us have lived each other’s lives, 
		None of us have traveled every byway 
of the human heart and mind. 
Let us find our own language of reverence 
that both expands our possibilities for meaning 
	And contracts our desire to conquer them. 
Once we find some reverential words grounded in human experience 
Then let us begin learning how to translate 
Our personal language into the language of others. 
You are in the right place to do that kind of learning and growing. 
May we find a way to recognize and translate 
the reverent human experience that inspired these words: 
“there is a love 
that has never broken faith with us 
			and never will.” 
Go from this place, 
	Filled with the spirit of love that extends beyond us, 
	Chastened by a broader awareness of our human limitations 
Awed by the gift of human possibility, 
	And energized to make a positive difference, 
reverently. 
Source: no longer online

10.4: We All Emerge by Eric Williams (45 words)
     Clouds swirl against a blue and orange sky.
We all emerge from
Dwell within
Are transformed by
And called back to Love.
     May your mind be humbled before this Mystery.
May your heart grow hopeful by it.
May you be sustained by this Love always.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/we-all-emerge 

10.5: Benediction by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (56 words)
     As we leave this hallowed place, may our feet remember its feel, So that wherever we walk, we know ourselves to be on hallowed ground.
     May we know that we are kin with every soul, every star, every stone and leaf of grass.
     And may our words be gentle and our touch be kind.
     Blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/292650.shtml 

11.0: Sermons
11.1: A Language of Reverence by Rev. Peg Boyle Morgan (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,474 words)
     …If we look at our principles, we find seven important value-full statements which serve as guides for our lives. They are full of ethics, processes and goals—they are the values that the world and the earth need if they are going to survive. They state clearly our values for religious freedom, for human life, for diversity, for the interdependence of all life, …for the beauty of earth and splendor of the skies. I’m proud of the principles. But we need more than those values to complete our religious lives. 
     Walter Royal Jones, the person who chaired the committee that guided the process for writing and adopting the principles wondered aloud “how likely is it that many of us would, on our deathbed, ask to have the Principles read to us for solace and support?” 
    A former UUA President, Gene Pickett answered by saying “they describe a process for approaching the religious depths but they testify to no intimate acquaintance with the depths themselves.” They point us in a direction, but they do not take us there. As the Buddhists say, don’t confuse the pointing finger for the moon.
      …[T]he principles shy away from any language that names the holy—and that’s because when they were written and amended and adopted in a democratic process, we had no consensus on how to name the holy. The Christians and humanists and atheists and agnostics could not agree. Some wanted God language, some did not. So we agreed to add a list of sources that are common religious paths from which Unitarian Universalists gain wisdom. On the list are wisdom from humanist, Jewish and Christian teachings, as well as wisdom from all the world’s religions. …
     But can you name the first of our sources? The first …is this: the 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 that create and uphold life. Here …we …name the importance of reverence in our lives.
     [E]ach of our listed sources …are choices for spiritual paths …[that] lead us to know and to remember daily what our deepest convictions are about, who we are as humans, how we fit into the universe, what our ultimate commitments should be, and about “what is so precious to us that we cannot betray it without losing our own souls.” (David Bumbaugh)
     As Unitarians (and I will leave the Universalists out of this critique) during the last century, we have set aside all but the intellectual mind part of spirituality. Concentrating on debunking dogma and relying only on reason and science, we have forgotten an essential part of our heritage—the spirituality of our Unitarian Transcendentalists, who taught about our intuitions and our sense of deep connection with all life.
     Humanist David Bumbaugh says— “We have manned the ramparts of reason and are prepared to defend the citadel of the mind, but in the process of defending, we have lost…the ability to speak of that which is sacred, holy, of ultimate importance to us.”
     …We had words like God, Eden, heaven and hell. But as time and politics ensued, church hierarchy committed the act of what theologian Alfred North Whitehead called “misplaced concreteness.” Over time, words lost their evolving metaphorical depth of meaning, and had become concrete—rigid and unchanging—those words became defined, boxed, packaged and sold for the profit of the church, the state, and the power of individual men. So, for good reason, our liberal religious spiritual ancestors rejected those words. They were no longer large enough …to express our sense of wonder and awe at this world. …They had been diminished through dogma. They had become defined for us, leaving our human sense of imagination straightjacketed. Some of us remember these rigid definitions from our childhood catechisms.
     It was good and healthy for us to reject these rigid words. For they contributed theologies that denied our growing scientific findings, theologies that disrespected our minds, that demeaned humans by labeling us as depraved, and that took responsibility away from us to work together to be our own salvation and trustees of the earth.
     But I fear… that we have thrown out the moon when we rejected the finger pointed at the moon. We have thrown out the language without providing a way to speak to each other about the reverence we feel when we look up into the sky and see the solar system, or when our child was born, or when we stand 12 inches from a hummingbird, or when we enter Westminster Abbey, or when we held the hand of a loved one as they died. Reverence—that feeling of being in the presence of a life force that is beyond the mere knowledge of the table of chemical elements. Reverence, that sense of amazement for the endless beautiful species in the world. Reverence, that sense of wonder at how particle physics leads us to ask if the whole earth isn’t one living breathing conscious being. Reverence, a sense that there is something beyond the mere powers of humanity, something in which we live, and move and have our being.
     Reverence is an experience that involves our whole self. We not only think about the possibilities of our existence, we not only imagine that the earth is a living sphere and we are mere elements of it, but we feel it. 
     Reverence is a product of our wholeness, our mind AND our gut intuitive feeling of connection—mind and feeling working together.
     Our mind committing to humility, knowing that we don’t really know as much as we think we know, knowing that what we will soon know may give us a whole new understanding of the world, knowing that arrogance is the height of ignorance. Those are ways the mind approaches a state of reverence. But is it more than mind. Our whole being is involved in reverence. Our body conveys to us a reverential feeling in our chest and gut. 
     Reverence-- to feel awe and gratitude for what lies outside our control—truth, beauty, life and death. As Paul Woodruff said in his book Reverence said, “Simply put, reverence is the virtue that keeps human beings from trying to act like gods.” 
     Reverence is a virtue that the Greeks saw as essential in human relations. Reverence for each other was a respect for each person’s life and being. …Zeus sent Hermes to earth to rectify the evil deeds that humans foisted upon each other. Hermes was instructed to distribute reverence and justice to all humans, for cities cannot exist if only a few share in these virtues. How desperately our world needs this sense of reverence today—we have lost touch as a people and as nations with our sense of reverence for all life. And so we kill and deplete all that lives on earth.
     Reverence is available for all of us, regardless of our religious beliefs, for reverence is beyond dogma….[R]everence is a destination on your spiritual path.
     …David Bumbaugh …writes, “The Humanist language of reverence…provides a story rooted not in the history of a single tribe or a particular people, but in the sum of our knowledge of the universe itself. It gave us a doctrine of incarnation which suggests not that the holy became human in one place at one time to convey a special message to a single chosen people, but that the universe itself is continually incarnating itself in microbes and maples, in hummingbirds and human beings, constantly inviting us to tease out the revelation contained in stars and stones and every living thing.”
     So, what is the Language of Reverence? It may be the old word of God reclaimed to be a three-letter metaphor for the amazing mystery of life and universe, … or newer words such as “Great Mystery,” “Spirit of Life,” “the divine.” It may be using the words “awe” and “wonder” for the power of life that is beyond us, and the occasional deep intimate feeling of connection. 
     Ultimately though …reverence is an experience that doesn’t lend itself well to spoken language. It is not just a mind experience but a full body experience as well, and so it is non-verbal. We feel reverence in our flesh. As such, reverence is expressed in prostrations in Temples. It is felt and communicated in the silence of cathedrals, and in sacred spaces we create… and in nature. It is conveyed in sacred touch when all that we wish to share is beyond words and the trusted hand of a friend shares our wonder. Reverence is ultimately in the temples of our own hearts and in the connection of our hearts with one another. 
     This is what enriches our lives, and it is this that we seek on our deathbeds.

11.2: Reverence for Life by Rev. Gary Kowalski (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,369 words)
     There are some figures who belong not to any one country or culture but to the world at large. Some are mystics and prophets like Francis and Gandhi, some are musicians like Bach and painters like Picasso, others scientists like Jane Goodall, still others outstanding for their altruism. They seem to transcend their particular time and place and in their differing ways show us glimpses of the good, the true, and the beautiful. And it would be rare indeed to find one individual who combined every form of genius—at once spiritual and scientific, both an artist and a humanitarian. Yet one man, Albert Schweitzer, fit that description.
     He was born in Alsace, on the border region of Germany and France, the son of a Protestant pastor. And from the time of his birth in 1875, he was given to an exceptional sensitivity toward the feelings of others. “As far back as I can remember,” he recalled in his memoirs, “I was saddened by the amount of misery I saw in the world around me.
    “Youth’s unqualified joie de vivre I never really knew.” As the son of a pastor, he was far from rich. The house was often damp and cold. The boy at times had to wear his one thin summer suit through the long, bitter winter. And on the church stipend her husband earned, Albert’s mother could only afford to offer the children two large bowls of gruel for the meals each day. …
     [Schweitzer recalled,] …”I had been given an overcoat made out of an old one of my fathers,” but knowing that no other village boys had warm coats, Albert refused to wear the winter garment even when his father boxed his ears. Other children didn’t have leather boots, so Albert insisted on wearing wooden clogs also, as well as gloves with no fingers. In part, he simply wanted to fit in, to be like his companions. But it was more than avoiding the stigma of being different. From the earliest age, he was finely tuned to the world around, to its beauty as well as sorrow.
     …The bright boy grew to be a brilliant youth. By the time he was thirty he was the head of a theological seminary with doctorates in religion and philosophy, the author of a landmark volume on The Quest for the Historical Jesus as well as book length treatments of Bach in German and French, quickly gaining an international reputation for his mastery of the organ, as both musician and instrument-builder. Schweitzer was pushing himself at a phenomenal pace, pouring a lifetime of achievement into three decades, knowing that his time was limited. For at the age of twenty-one, the young man had made a solemn vow. Waking from a restful sleep at his home in Gunsbach, with sunlight streaming through the open windows and sounds of birdsong on the wind, he asked himself what he had done to deserve such good fortune, to be blessed with such robust physical health, so much intellectual vigor, such raw talent? At that moment, on the cusp of manhood, he had sworn to spend nine more years, until the age of thirty, pursuing his personal interests as a scholar and artist, then to give himself over entirely to the service of humanity. Medicine became the medium as on his 30th birthday he embarked on eight more years of study to equip himself for Africa. As a doctor, he said, he could do more and talk less. And he realized that the Paris missionary society sending him to the French colony of Gabon would only tolerate him if he kept his mouth shut. He could never be an evangelist or preaching missionary. For although Schweitzer understood the extraordinary self-sacrifice he was making as a form of obedience to the teachings of Jesus–”whoever shall save his life shall lose it for my sake”–other Christians looked at him askance.
     In his years of Biblical research, Schweitzer had come to the conclusion that Jesus was a fallible human being, not a God-Man living on the plane of timeless truth, but a product of his history and culture. Jesus was above all an apocalyptic prophet, a messianic Jew who believed God’s righteous kingdom was about to arrive on earth, but who was clearly mistaken in predicting a speedy end to the world. His words couldn’t be taken verbatim. And what Jesus believed long ago, in a pre-scientific era, couldn’t and shouldn’t be the measure for our own understanding of the world.
…..Schweitzer’s study of medicine only confirmed his devotion to gathering insight through observation and experiment rather than referencing revelation. …Yet like so many thinkers of the modern world, Schweitzer wondered where the bridge could be found between science and the humanities, between facts and values, between physical laws and moral laws, between the head and heart.
…..The answer came just two years after he’d arrived in Africa, on a hot summer’s day as he journeyed upstream along the river from Cape Lopez to N’gomo to treat the wife of another missionary who’s fallen ill. Lost in thought aboard the slow moving barge, Schweitzer in his autobiography says he was searching for the universal conception which could finally join reason with religion. He was baffled, covering pages of his notebooks with disconnected musings. “Late on the third day, at the very moment when, at sunset, we were making our way through a herd of hippopotamuses, there flashed upon my mind, unforeseen and unsought, the phrase ‘Reverence for Life.’” Erhfurcht vor dem Leben. The German phrase that became his touchstone means “reverence for life,” but more than that, too. Erfurcht has connotations of amazement, awe, and soul-stirring power. So that to behold the world and its creatures with real reverence is to be transformed by the vision–transformed from indifference to compassion, to become a co-participant in both the travail and holiness of the earth.
…..Ethics had previously been concerned exclusively with how we treat other people. But now, inspired by the profusion of the primeval forest, the grace of the heron rising from the reedy bank, the baby monkeys and pelicans he befriended and tamed as pets, the mystery of the traveler ants in their relentless marches across the jungle floor—Schweitzer sought to widen the circle, believing that only a morality based in nature could meet the needs of an evolutionary, ecological age.
…     Schweitzer ended his years at the hospital in Lambarene where he had spent the better part of his life fighting leprosy and malaria, dysentery and elephantiasis and other tropical diseases. During many of those years, including a term served in wartime detention, he was joined by his wife Helen Bresslau, who trained as a nurse to assist in his work. The facility they began as a corrugated iron rectangle, 26 feet long and just half as wide, topped with a roof of palm leaves, is now a hospital that sees 50,000 patients a year with units for pediatrics, maternity, and all the other specializations of modern medical care.
     But in the end, Schweitzer remained modest about his accomplishments. Not everyone, he counseled, had the resources he’d been given to sacrifice and serve on such an heroic scale. Yet all could make a difference. “Whatever more than others you have received in health, natural gifts, working capacity, success, a beautiful childhood, harmonious family circumstances, you must not accept as being a matter of course,” he suggested. “You must pay a price for them.” Open your eyes and look for a human being, or some work devoted to human welfare, which needs from someone a little time or friendliness, a little sympathy, or sociability, or labor. There may be a solitary or embittered man, an invalid or an inefficient person to whom you can be something. Perhaps it is an old person or a child. Who can enumerate the many ways in which that costly piece of working capital, a human being, can be employed? Search, then, for some investment for your humanity.
     Each of us has our own Lambarene. So far as we have been touched by the sense of reverence, each of us can be a servant of life.

11.3: John Muir & Reverence for Nature Rev. Thom Belote (Excerpt, full text no long online) (1,267 words)
     …University of Texas philosopher Paul Woodruff defines reverence as the ability to simultaneously and virtuously hold three emotional states—awe, respect, and shame—in correct proportion. And, it was, among others, the Transcendentalist Unitarians of the nineteenth century who told us that when our human life grows out of balance, the experience of nature is essential in helping us to recalibrate ourselves.
     Emerson and Thoreau, along with their European counterparts, were deeply concerned about a world like the one in which we live, a world in which technological ability exceeded wisdom, in which industrialization stunted the growth of the human spirit, in which oppression seemed to be increasing, and in which people seemed increasingly lacking in spiritual health. This is the experience to which we can contrast the story of the life of John Muir.
     John Muir was a contemporary of Ralph Waldo Emerson and his life is intriguing. He was born in Scotland and his family immigrated to the United States during his childhood. His family settled in Wisconsin and tried to make it as farmers. Muir was raised by a harsh father, a self-made preacher who fashioned his own strict and dogmatic understanding of Christianity. Bible memorization was central in the Muir household and by the time he left home, Muir had been forced to memorize almost the entire Bible. 
     As a child, John Muir was much more interested in observing the prairie wildlife than in trying to subdue it and transform it into arable farmland. Muir enrolled at the University of Wisconsin and studied the natural sciences but left and took an industrial job where he proved to be a talented and imaginative inventor. A factory injury caused him to decide to follow a new path and pursue his interest in the natural sciences. He set off from Indianapolis determined to walk to South America and to discover the headwaters of the Amazon River. He made it 1,000 miles by foot until he contracted malaria in Florida. This made him reconsider his decision to continue his walk to South America.
     Instead, he took a boat to San Francisco and immediately began hiking the Sierra Nevada Mountains toward Yosemite Valley. He came to Yosemite in 1869. The first white men had entered Yosemite 18 years earlier. They were armed militia that had come to California along with the 1849 gold rush. They named the valley Yosemite thinking that they were naming it after the Indian tribe that had lived there. In fact, “Yosemite” was an Indian word meaning, “The people who should be feared because they are killers.”
    Muir found work at a sawmill in Yosemite Valley owned by James Hutchings, who was trying to develop a tourism business. With every spare moment, John Muir experienced the splendid environment of Yosemite. In Ralph Waldo Emerson’s Divinity School Address, he urges his listeners to “acquaint men at first hand with Deity.” Nature was Muir’s Deity. Ken Burns’ documentary on the national parks speaks of Muir as nature’s evangelist. Just as John the Baptist was eager to baptize believers in the Jordan River, Muir wanted to immerse others in nature.
     He gave himself not a sprinkling but a full immersion. The cabin he built for himself in Yosemite was built over a babbling brook. Muir slept in a hammock and his floor consisted of stepping stones placed amongst the ferns. One day, while hiking to get a close look at the top of Yosemite Falls, he decided to climb down on the slippery rocks and stand behind the falls in order to feel what the water felt. The wind changed and blew the waterfall into him. Had not his arm been anchored into the rock he would have been swept over the 1,000-foot drop. The thousands of gallons of water battered his head and gave him a concussion.
     Once, while hiking in the winter, Muir decided to throw himself into an avalanche and ride it to the bottom. During fierce storms he would climb to the tops of tall trees in order to feel a connection with the trees. He soaked pinecones in water and drank the bitter mix thinking it would render him more “sequoiaical.” He often stood and tucked his head been his legs to view the world upside-down in order to acquaint himself with what he considered the “upness” of the world. And, in his journal, he describes an incident where he came across a grizzly bear in a clearing. He had been told that bears were afraid of human contact. So, Muir decided to test the truth of this claim with an impromptu experiment. He charged the grizzly bear running at full spring. The bear did not retreat. Instead, it reared up on its hind legs and Muir decided to abort the charge. He later wrote in his journal, “In my first interview with a Sierra bear we were frightened and embarrassed, both of us, but the bear’s behavior was better than mine”
     I would guess that most of us commune with nature a bit differently. But, for Muir, these experiences were deeply spiritual. “To go out is to go in,” he believed. By placing himself in the place of a waterfall, a treetop in a storm, tumbling snow, or a charging bear he developed an intimacy with the natural world at firsthand.
     These experiences led him to a reverence of nature. Remembering what Paul Woodruff said, that reverence is a virtue that combines the feelings of awe, respect, and shame in correct proportions, how does nature lead us to an experience of reverence?
     First, nature can fill us with awe. The incredible size and power of nature can make us feel very small. The author David Foster Wallace said that “everything in my own immediate experience supports my deep belief that I am the absolute center of the universe.” But, the experience of nature can remove this delusional arrogance from us. The immensity of nature can help us to know that we are not at the center of the universe.
     Second, Ken Burns’ documentary talks about the setting aside of the national parks as a placement of posterity above the present. A present-focused orientation values things according to their ability to bring immediate pleasure or profit. Such an orientation is self-centered and greedy. The idea that beauty and biodiversity ought to be preserved for future generations is an idea that causes us to resist our inclination towards instantaneous self-gratification.
     Third, nature is slow. It teaches us patience. Mountains form over millions of years. Species evolve over the course on tens of thousands of years. It takes many lifetimes for a sequoia sapling to grow into a majestic tree. Encounters with animals are not something that we can order up “on-demand.” Sometimes we see bear or mountain lion. Often we do not. The slow pace of nature helps us to think of our lifespan in an entirely different context.
     Finally, while nature can take away our own sense of arrogance and can teach us to resist our own insatiable tendencies, nature can also remind us of the power that we do possess and how that power can be used for good or ill. In an increasingly globalized world, in an increasingly interconnected world, the sum of individual actions grows exponential.
     …Muir said, “Everybody needs beauty as well as bread, places to play in and pray in, where nature may heal and give strength to body and soul alike.”
    This beauty, I say, has more than the power to heal and give strength. It has the power to inspire moral action and worthwhile living.

11.4: On Seeking a Language of Reverence by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (Excerpt, full text at http://www.trumbore.org/sam/sermons/sd93.htm) (1,134 words)
     In dialogue with other faiths or in response to the needs of those suffering amongst us, what I think we lack as a religious community is a commonly held theological language that allows us to pour out our hearts in grief, supplication, devotion and reverence that compels us to action. 
     We have this difficulty largely because of our non-creedal approach to religion. Believing there are universals in religion that cannot be contained in language, we have relegated matters of belief and faith to individual conscience as the final arbiter as a way to fight religious oppression. This is a good thing. Unfortunately, this hasn’t solved the problem, just buried it. 
     You see, having different beliefs under one roof, at times, creates friction. If the minister reads from the Bible, prays to Jesus, or proclaims God’s demand for justice, all consistent with our purposes and principles, the atheist objects and may even walk out. If the minister never refers to theological concepts, the theist complains that the services aren’t spiritual enough. The effect of these conflicts over the last seventy years in our movement has been to water down or drive out theological language from our services and from our interpersonal conversations. I know Unitarian Universalists, for example, who pray but would never admit to it in their congregation for fear of being shunned by those who don’t. [Bill] Sinkford believes the net effect of our non-creedal approach, as we practice it today, has been to limit our practice of religion. 
     So, to enhance our practice of Unitarian Universalism, Sinkford ..called …our congregations to begin defining a “language of reverence.” To indemnify himself from the atheist attack that he is driving us toward God-talk, he quotes one of our most articulate and inspiring humanists, The Rev. Dr. David Bumbaugh who said: “We have manned the ramparts of reason and are prepared to defend the citadel of the mind, but in the process of defending, we have lost…the ability to speak of that which is sacred, holy, of ultimate importance to us.…”
     The word reverence is an interesting one because it straddles the atheist/theist divide. The word stretches beyond the mundane but doesn’t quite leap into sacred terminology. To revere is to regard as worthy of great honor, to admire profoundly and respectfully. Reverence presupposes intrinsic merit and tenderness of feeling. Love and devotion, awe and wonder, are all compatible with feelings of reverence. 
     Paul Woodruff, in his book…, Reverence, Renewing a Forgotten Virtue, captures well this middle ground in these words: “Reverence begins in a deep understanding of human limitations; from this grows the capacity to be in awe of whatever we believe lies outside our control—God, truth, justice, nature, even death. The capacity for awe, as it grows, brings with it the capacity for respecting fellow human beings, flaws and all. This in turn fosters the ability to be ashamed when we show moral flaws exceeding the normal human allotment… Simply put, reverence is the virtue that keeps human beings from trying to act like gods. “
     Woodruff gets right to the heart of why I think we need a language of reverence. If we do not look beyond ourselves for sources of reverence, we run the risk of trying to act like gods, projecting our views as the embodiment of truth or denigrating those sniveling cowards with whom we do not agree. 
     A good minister knows intimately the temptation to usurp God’s throne. Most of us have tried to do it on occasion and suffered the humiliating consequences. The wings we fly with are made of wax, married to the earth not to the sky. 
     All of us must acknowledge there are powers greater than ourselves that limit us. As I learned quickly after being hit by a car that badly broke my leg in 1977, these bodies are frail. Without a few minutes of breath, we perish. Staying up more than 24 hours will begin breaking down our mental functioning. Witnessing the devastation of a hurricane, tornado, volcano, or earthquake, the fearsome weapons of modern warfare, or the institutionalized violence that can be applied by the IRS, the FBI or the CIA, can make one feel very small, vulnerable and alone. 
     Thankfully, there are other powers greater than ourselves which draw us beyond our individual limitations. Have you ever been struck with a profound, yet wholly unexpected, creative inspiration that seems so odd as to make you wonder about its origin? Have you ever had a moment of awe-filled wonder that literally drove you involuntarily to your knees in gratitude? Have you ever been in the presence of someone whose talent seemed to soar beyond human limitations? Do you know any ordinary people who have become caught up in a moment of heroism you know they wouldn’t have rationally chosen? Do you know any researchers who are inexplicably driven by a frenetically inquisitive mind? Do you know of any martyrs whose spirit could not be broken while everyone else around them recanted. These are examples that suggest a source beyond the self that can inspire reverence. 
     Where we get into trouble is trying to name that source. Is this source the power of Fate, God, Allah, Ahuru Mazda, Satan, a guardian angel or a spirit guide, or just social conditioning and brain chemistry mixed with dumb luck? 
     A language of reverence arises through our mutual recognition that there are humbling powers beyond us we don’t fully understand that can control and shape us. Whether there are or are not gods, we definitely are not their equals. 
     Implicit in our approach to religion has been the belief that at the core of the various world religions is a common reality grounded in human experience, an unspeakable Universalism that allows us to translate each other’s language of faith. We can penetrate each other’s language by connecting each term to human experience. 
     A larger vocabulary will deepen, and enhance the quality of …Sunday services. Being able to use both contemporary and traditional language and translate between the two will greatly enhance our ability to persuasively share the good news of Unitarian Universalism with others. 
     Dwelling in irreverence will only isolate us and make this congregation irrelevant. We carry precious insights into how to do religion that defend against authoritarianism and idolatry through respecting the integrity of the individual. Let us not fall prey to over-inflating the greatness of these insights. We have much to relearn from others that we have forgotten or fearfully rejected. 
     …The key to understanding and translating multiple languages of reverence is listening for the human dimension. At heart, they are all languages of love. 
     Human experience is the universal language we can speak together. Let us use it to find a common reverential language that will set our hearts free.

11.5: Shared Ministry: The Language of Reverence by Rev. Dr. Jan Carlsson-Bull (Excerpt, full text at http://revjancarlssonbull.com/sermons/SharedMinistryReverence.html) (1,583 words)
     Shared ministry…the practice of a faith community affirming that it takes every single one of us to bring the ministries of a congregation into full blossom. …We need each other to realize the full promise of this faith and this congregation. 
     As we share the endeavors of ministry, so we learn its many languages—the language of listening, the language of love and justice, the language of commitment, and the language of reverence, including some variant forms of reverence such as the not quite prayer of poet Philip Appleman: 
“O Karma, Dharma, pudding and pie,
gimme a break before I die:
grant me wisdom, will & wit,
purity, probity, pluck & grit.” 
     Appleman’s supplication is deliciously irreverent, with a dash of conceit as he implores “Karma and Darma” and friends to “teach the believers how to think”—that is, “before our world goes over the brink.” 
     How easy it is for some of us to get carried away with the assumption that believers don’t think. As I consider the language of reverence, the figure of Dr. Albert Schweitzer surfaces. Physician, professor, scholar, theologian, master organist, and Bach historian, Schweitzer was one of the most erudite and expansive thinkers of the 20th century. As a young man, he studied to become a Protestant minister. His inclinations led him to scholarly pursuits as a seminary professor. The more he studied, the more differently he believed, until he reached the point of asking himself how he could continue teaching what he no longer believed and whether he could begin to teach that which he newly believed. He did neither. In an interview with Norman Cousins, he explained: “I decided that I would leave the seminary. Instead of trying to get acceptance for my ideas involving painful controversy, I decided I would make my life my argument. I would advocate the things I believed in terms of the life I lived and what I did. Instead of vocalizing my belief in the existence of God within each of us, I would attempt to have my life and work say what I believed.” 
     …”As we know life in ourselves, we want to understand life in the universe, in order to enter into harmony with it,” he wrote in 1936. But Schweitzer didn’t find harmony. In Lambarene, he bore witness to such a magnitude of suffering, that he found it impossible “to imagine that human life is nature’s goal” or that the “Creative Force” even concerns itself with preserving life. Rather than abandoning any deference to the Creative Force though, Schweitzer bowed before Life itself, claiming that “the first spiritual act in [one’s] experience” is “reverence for life.” This reverence for life emerged out of what he termed “fidelity to my own nature” and blossomed into a regard for all life as sacred. 
     “I must regard other life than my own with equal reverence,” he wrote, “for I shall know that it longs for fullness and development as deeply as I do myself. ...Reverence for life is a universal ethic… We are born of other lives; we possess the capacities to bring still other lives into existence… So, nature compels us to recognize the fact of mutual dependence … “ 
     Where does this take him? To an understanding, in Schweitzer’s words, that “God does not rest content with commanding ethics. He gives it to us in our very hearts.” 
     A large and over-arching God, indeed, a Spirit of Life, a Creative Force, that infuses our nature with the spark of divinity that allows us to hold all life sacred and the free will to act accordingly or otherwise. The spiritual life and everyday ethics are inextricably bound. 
     I believe that that which we call the sacred or the Spirit of Life or the holy or the Great Whatever lives in a spirituality woven into everyday ethics, everyday compassion, everyday gratitude, everyday awe and through religious community in which we are, in concert with Schweitzer and quite likely the person sitting next to us this morning, in relentless search for truth and meaning. It is a search with a heartbeat, constrained and compelled by the span of a lifetime. 
     …In his sermon of November 2003, delivered in Fort Worth, Bill pointed out that our shared Principles and Purposes include not a single term for the divine, the holy, the transcendent. While we readily proclaim the inherent worth and dignity of every person, our free and responsible search for truth and meaning, and the interdependent web, there’s not a hint of the sacred in that language. He recalled that when these principles and purposes were adopted in the mid-1980s, a compromise was struck. Those sticky terms of reverence were allocated to a separate and distinct text that names the sources of our faith tradition, sources that include: “Jewish and Christian teachings which call us to respond to God’s love by loving our neighbors as ourselves,” “Humanist teachings which …warn us against idolatries of the mind and spirit,” “Direct experience of that transforming mystery and wonder,” moving us to an “openness to the forces which create and uphold life.” 
     Is it any wonder that we have such a hard time saying what we believe when we find ourselves in a conversation with someone who hasn’t a clue about our faith tradition and simply asks: “What do Unitarian Universalists believe?” It’s a tough call when our only common language of belief has been subject to Solomon’s solution: You’re quarreling over the baby? Fine! Cut him in half! So, one half of our UU baby is principles and purposes; the other half, the sources of our living tradition. 
     …In the same way that Schweitzer decided to let his life and work speak his beliefs, so might we as Unitarian Universalists, find our way out of the mudslides of linguistic conflict and hone in on how we live and work and learn and listen, how we honor the community that is this congregation, and how we join in healing the fractured community that is the world we inhabit. 
     When words are needed, how do we speak them and how do we listen to the words that are meaningful to you and to you and to you and to you? How do we honor the language of shared ministry that is the language of listening and love and justice? 
     Do we qualify every possible name for the Holy, from Spirit of Life to God to “You-hoo?” Do we say with every story of sacred experience, “This may not be so for you? I honor the uniqueness of your story and how you tell it?” Do we teach our youngsters that there may or may not be an experience that they’ll want to call sacred when they grow up? What is it that we yearn for when we enter this sphere of worship, of worth-ship, of holding close and sharing that which matters most? How might we open ourselves, each and all of us, to a lived language of reverence? Above all, how might we realize that it’s not all about us? How might we open our hearts to gratitude and our minds to awe? 
     Let’s head for the subway! Yep, the New York City Subway. For years I took the C train and the uptown #4 every day. Once in a while, usually during rush hour when we were packed in like vertical sardines, the car I had boarded became still. I mean really still. Nothing out of the ordinary was happening, for New York City that is—no shootings, no handsprings for loose change, just this astonishing silence. 
      I began to notice my fellow passengers, as if we suddenly inhabited our own universe. I noticed faces with every shade of joy and distress and a rainbow of skin tones and profiles markedly different but each confirming a human countenance. Like Schweitzer, I was compelled to realize how interdependent we are and how utterly dependent we are on forces beyond ourselves and the boundaries of that momentary world. And we were in transit, just like we would be when the silence ebbed and the din returned and the train stopped and we scattered. We’re in transit this morning, still dependent on forces beyond ourselves and still ultimately interdependent. 
     “Reverence,” suggests Paul Woodruff, “is the virtue that keeps human beings from trying to act like gods.” Where is our reverence for life as a universal ethic? Where is the gratitude and awe that suggest we just may not be Creation’s last act? 
     How might we restore wholeness to that cleft that moves through our own Unitarian Universalism and let go of trying to micro-manage the language of reverence? Call it Spirit of Life, Creative Force, God, Allah, Wind, Breath, it doesn’t really matter. But it does matter that we heed the yearning of each and every heart in this sanctuary, the deep yearning for truth and love spoken and unspoken, mostly lived. It does matter that we can each and all be transformed by the simple acknowledgement that it’s not all about us. 
     It does matter that we can feel gratitude for life welling up inside us and spilling out into a shared ministry of gratitude for this community, for the overwhelming mutuality that just is, for the epiphany of unexpected silences, for the next breath, and for that experience of the sacred that refuses to be stifled by the conventions and compromises of how we name the sacred. We are, after all, on a fast-moving train. 

[bookmark: _gjdgxs]12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
“Reverence is an organic human experience that requires no supernatural explanations.”   Rev. Kendyl Gibbons 

“Pursue some path, however narrow and crooked, in which you can walk with love and reverence.”   Henry David Thoreau

“Spring passes and one remembers one’s innocence. Summer passes and one remembers one’s exuberance. Autumn passes and one remembers one’s reverence. Winter passes and one remembers one’s perseverance.”   Yoko Ono

“In reverent pauses, when we slow down and think about the gift of life, we may briefly touch humility.”   Bryant McGill

“Ethics is nothing else than reverence for life.”   Albert Schweitzer

“That sense of sacredness, that thinking in generations, must begin with reverence for this earth.”   Paul Tsongas

“Life must have its sacred moments and its holy places. We need the infinite, the limitless, the uttermost—all that can give the heart a deep and strengthening peace.”   A. Powell Davies

“When we approach with reverence, great things decide to approach us. Our real life comes to the surface and its light awakens the concealed beauty in things.”   John O’Donohue

“Love, Hope, and Reverence are realities of a different order from the senses, but they are positive and constant facts, always active, always working out mighty changes in human life.”   Elizabeth Blackwell

“There is only one valid way to partake of the universe…. That way is characterized by reverence—a reverence born of a felt sense of participation in the universe, a kinship with all and with all matter.”   Larry Dossey 

“We may be divided from one another by our beliefs, but never by reverence.”    Paul Woodruff

“Reverence is a deep sense of respect for marvels that surround us and that brought us into existence. It is an awareness of ourselves ...in an order beyond the grasp of any single human mind.”   Wisdom Commons

“Without reverence, there is no sense of presence or wonder.”   John O’Donohue

“The problem to be faced is: how to combine loyalty to one’s own tradition with reverence for different traditions.”   Abraham Joshua Heschel 

“Let’s think of reverence as awe, as presence in and openness to the world. The alternative is that we stultify, we shut down. …This is our goal …to help others have this sense of …wonder, of seeing things anew, things that can catch us off guard, that break in on our small, bordered worlds.”   Anne Lamott 

“Gratitude bestows reverence, allowing us to encounter everyday epiphanies, those transcendent moments of awe that change forever how we experience life and the world.”   John Milton

“Science is ...about reverence, not mastery.”   Richard Powers

“While arrogant intellect seeks to control and manipulate the world, the poetic spirit bows with reverence before its mysteries.”   Daisaku Ikeda

“Reverence calls us to service. When we have a mindset of reverence, it seems natural to use our life energy to preserve, honor and elevate something greater than ourselves.”   Wisdom Commons

“Bring nothing but silence / Show nothing but grace / Seek nothing but shelter / From the great human race. Take nothing but pictures / Kill nothing but time / Leave nothing but footprints / To show you came by.”   John Kay 

“The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes, but in having new eyes.”   Marcel Proust 

“Science enhances the moral value of life, because it furthers a love of truth and reverence—love of truth displaying itself in the constant endeavor to arrive at a more exact knowledge of the world of mind and matter around us, and reverence, because every advance in knowledge brings us face to face with the mystery of our own being.”   Max Planck

“A religion, old or new, that stressed the magnificence of the Universe as revealed by modern science might be able to draw forth reserves of reverence and awe hardly tapped by the conventional faiths.”   Carl Sagan

“True spirituality makes you loving and grateful, and forgiving, and patient, and gentle, and long-suffering. True spirituality breathes reverence into every act and deed.”   Marjorie Pay Hinckley

“It is as impossible to live without reverence as it is without joy.”   Henry Beston

“By having a reverence for life, we enter into a spiritual relation with the world. By practicing reverence for life, we become good, deep, and alive.”   Albert Schweitzer

“Authentic faith leads us to treat others with unconditional seriousness and to a loving reverence for the mystery of the human personality.”   Brennan Manning

“If you desire peace in the world, do not pray that everyone share your beliefs. Pray instead that all may be reverent.”   Paul Woodruff

“Religion, according to Alfred North Whitehead, is a phenomenon that begins in wonder and ends in wonder. Feelings of awe, reverence, and gratitude are primary, and these can never be learned from books.”   Rev. Gary Kowalski 

“The cause of violence is not ignorance. It is self-interest. Only reverence can restrain violence—reverence for human life and the environment.”   William Sloane Coffin

“Reverence is profound respect mingled with love.”   David O. McKay 
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