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Lifespan RE Resources for Ambiguity / Paradox




Introduction
The content of this packet is shaped by the theme of the Ambiguity and Paradox. It is grounded in our 4th principle and our 5th source: 

· 4th principle: A free and responsible search for truth and meaning / We believe that each person must be free to search for what is true and right in life.

· 5th source: Humanist teachings which counsel us to heed the guidance of reason and the results of science, and warn us against idolatries of the mind and spirit / The use of reason and the discoveries of science.

Human beings seek certainty, the comfort of black and white, but reality is often clothed in shades of gray, which we must engage to make sense of. The noun ambiguous comes from the Old French ambiguite, meaning “uncertainty, doubt, indecision, and hesitation,” and the Latin ambiguitatem, defined as double meaning and doubtful. As Daniel Ellsberg demonstrated in 1961, in what is called the Ellsberg Paradox, we human beings have ambiguity aversion. We will take certainty over uncertainty.

If something is ambiguous, its true meaning is unclear because there are two, if not multiple possible meanings it could have. When we encounter information that is ambiguous, it can cause uncertainty, confusion, and, even, paralysis. Our free and responsible search for truth and meaning requires that we be creative, do research, ask questions, consider that which we do not believe to be true, use reason, consult trusted authorities, and make our own decision. And, unfortunately, answers are seldom clear-cut or permanent. So, the process of knowing is an ongoing search, and this is especially true as complexity increases.

In her review of the 2016 book, Nonsense: The Power of Not Knowing by Jamie Holmes, Linda Flanagan writes, “If students can be made to feel comfortable with uncertainty—if they’re learning in an environment where ambiguity is welcome and they are encouraged to question facts—then they are more apt to be curious and innovative in their thinking.” She continues, “Approaching knowledge this way is difficult for students and teachers, however, because ambiguity spurs unpleasant feelings. Indeed, studies show that the typical response to uncertainty is a rush for resolution, often prematurely, and heightened emotions.” (See the article at https://www.kqed.org/mindshift/42518/how-to-spark-curiosity-in-children-by-embracing-uncertainty.) 

In his book referenced above, Jamie Holmes offers strategies to engage ambiguity and uncertainty with students. These include:
· Address the emotional impact of uncertainty.
· Assign projects that provoke uncertainty. 
· Adopt a non-authoritarian teaching style to encourage exploration, challenge, and revision. 
· Emphasize the current topics of debate in a field.
· Show how the process of discovery is often messy and non-linear. 

A specialized category of ambiguity is paradox. Following are two ways of framing paradox. 

1.) “A paradox is a logically self-contradictory statement or a statement that runs contrary to one’s expectation. It is a statement that, despite apparently valid reasoning from true premises, leads to a seemingly self-contradictory or a logically unacceptable conclusion.” Examples of this include:
· Liar Paradox: This sentence is false.
· Socratic Paradox: I know that I know nothing at all.
· Irresistible Force Paradox: What would happen if an irresistible force hit an immovable object?

2.) Paradox is defined as “a seemingly absurd or self-contradictory statement or proposition that when investigated or explained may prove to be well founded or true.” A helpful distinction of this was made by physicist Niels Bohr when he wrote, “The opposite of a correct statement is a false statement. But the opposite of a profound truth may well be another profound truth.” The latter is a paradox. In physics, the study of light revealed a paradox. Sometimes light behaves as a wave and sometimes it behaves as a particle. Two profound truths. Simpler formulations of these include the following: 
· We all need stability and we need change: the paradox of control.
· We need freedom and we need commitment: the paradox of choice.
· We need our individuality and we need to conform: the paradox of relationships.

Children encounter ambiguity and paradox in the familiar 1949 song, Magic Penny by Malvina Reynolds (listen at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-bpdBvHFtdk). The second verse compares love to a magic penny:
“It's just like a magic penny,
Hold it tight and you won't have any.
Lend it, spend it, and you'll have so many
They'll roll all over the floor.”

Rev. Julia Corbett-Hemeyer writes, “When I think about ambiguity and paradox, I immediately think of mystery as well. Both ambiguity and paradox invite us to step out of our certainties and the comfort they may provide into the unknown. They ask us to look at what we do not know, rather than what we do know. Both call us to hold the tension of (seeming) opposites and not rush to choose one over the other. Both ambiguity and paradox, and mystery as well, summon us into a larger universe than we can comprehend rationally….”

The three synoptic gospels (i.e., Matthew, Mark, and Luke) include 46 of the parables of Jesus. Some are ambiguous, some are paradoxical, and some are both. Consider Mark 8:35, “For whoever wants to save their life will lose it, but whoever loses their life for me and for the gospel will save it,” or Mark 9:35, “If anyone wants to be first, he must be the very last, and the servant of all.” 

Rev. Fred Small writes about Unitarian Universalists, “We are priests of paradox, apostles of ambiguity, nattering nabobs of nuance.” Rev. Carol Hepokoski adds, “We share a respect for science and reason, and we are willing to live with ambiguity to live without definitive answers.” It has been suggested that religious liberals are more comfortable with ambiguity than religious conservatives.” For Unitarian Universalist minister Kendyl Gibbons, tolerating ambiguity is a sign of spiritual maturity. 

As UUA President Susan Frederick-Gray writes, Unitarian Universalists are “a people of Ambiguity and Paradox.” This is because reality is ambiguous and often paradoxical. Like Jacob, wrestling with an angel to secure a blessing, Unitarian Universalists wrestle with reality to secure truth. Occasionally, this means that we will later contradict ourselves in light of new information. 

Walt Whitman wrote, 
“Do I contradict myself?
Very well then I contradict myself, 
(I am large, I contain multitudes.)”
Jing Zheng comments, “This section of Walt Whitman’s Song of Myself expresses the idea that we must learn to cultivate the self-awareness and openness to contradict the self that existed in the past and present and accept or welcome the unheard future.”

In his 1841 essay, Self-Reliance, Ralph Waldo Emerson wrote, “A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds…. Speak what you think now in hard words and to-morrow speak what to-morrow thinks in hard words again, though it contradict every thing you said to-day.” This requires intellectual, emotional, and spiritual courage. 

To help children and youth engage ambiguity and paradox is essential if they are going to embody our 4th principle and 5th source. Implicit in ambiguity and paradox is the importance of asking questions, especially when thing do not seem as they are.




Resources for Children
1.0: Pins
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
No resources identified
3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
3.1: The Elephant and the Six Blind Men, a new version (717 words)
3.2: Give Yourself (a story about Ralph Waldo Emerson) by Rev. Denise Tracy (616 words)
3.3: A Penguin Family (495 words)
3.4: The Prince and The Rhinoceros (637 words)
3.5: A Lamp In Every Corner by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,215 words)
3.6: Maya’s Questions (1,037 words)
3.7: A Journey of Forgiveness, Joseph and His Brothers by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,539 words)
3.8: Brave Enough by Noreen Kimball (430 words)
3.9: Mussa and Nagib (465 words)
3.10: The Better Offer, adapted from a historical Islamic tale (733 words)
3.11: Parachuting Cats to the Rescue, a true story (507 words)
3.12: The Answer is in Your Hands, adapted from an Indian folk tale (  words)
3.13: Finding Your Way: Ethelred Brown by Janeen Grohsmeyer (897 words)
3.14: A Tour of The Heavens Clyde Tombaugh Discovers Pluto (652 words)
3.15: The Stargazer Who Discovered A Comet (801 words)
3.16: Teaching A Thief (586 words)
3.17: The Water Bearer’s Garden by Betsy Hill Williams (482 words)
3.18: Crossing the Finish Line Together (214 words)
3.19: Discovering Truth Through Science and Religion (431 words)
3.20: Hard Truths by Rev. David Pettee (800 words)
3.21: Filling the House (253 words)
3.22: Building a Beacon (769 words)
3.23: Phebe Hanaford Gets the Vote (568 words)
3.24: Gandhi’s Truth by Greta Anderson (763 words)
3.25: Why? A Playlet with Four Scenelets (913 words)
3.26: The Brothers (356 words)
      Multigenerational
      Youth
3.27: The Chair Men by Robert Fulghum (521 words)
3.28: A Circle of Forgiveness by Rev. Dr. Emily Brault (741 words)
3.29: Jim Jones and the Peoples Temple (879 words)
3.30: The Binding of Isaac (375 words)
      Adults
3.31: Wake Up! by Anthony de Mello (171 words)
4.0: Children’s Books
      Ambiguity
4.1: I Want My Hat Back by Jon Klassen (2011)
4.2: This Is Not My Hat by Jon Klassen (2012)
4.3: We Found a Hat by Jon Klassen (2016)
4.4: Sam and Dave Dig a Hole by Mac Barnett (Author) and Jon Klassen (Illustrator) (2014)
4.5: Bluebird by Bob Staake (2013)
4.6: Good Little Wolf by Nadia Shireen (2011)
4.7: Waiting by Kevin Henkes (2015)
4.8: Dragons Love Tacos by Adam Rubin (Author) and Daniel Salmieri (Illustrator) (2012)
4.9: Petra by Marianna Coppo (2018)
      Paradox
4.10: Winston Was Worried by Pamela Duncan Edwards (Author), Benji Davies (Illustrator) (2012)
4.11: The Man with the Violin by Kathy Stinson (Author) and Dusan Petricic (Illustrator) 2013
4.12: The Giving Tree by Shel Silverstein (1964)
4.13: Willie is My Brother by Peggy Parish (Author) and Shirley Hughes (Illustrator) (1989)
4.14: I Had Trouble in Getting to Solla Sollew by Dr. Seuss (1965)
4.15: The Most Magnificent Thing by Ashley Spires (2013) 
4.16: Just Like Me by Vanessa Brantley-Newton (2022)
5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
5.1: Ladies First from Free to Be, You and Me by Marlo Thomas (3:12)
6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 11: A Special Jigsaw Puzzle
6.1.2: Session 21: Dreams
6.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 10: Tango
6.3: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 3: The Gift Of Forgiveness
6.3.2: Session 14: The Gift Of Spirit
6.3.3: Session 15: The Gift of Ourselves
6.4: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.4.1: Session 4: Forgiveness
6.4.2: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
6.5: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.5.1: Session 5: Forgiveness
6.5.2: Session 9: Generosity: Give and Ye Shall Receive
6.5.3: Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
6.5.4: Session 11: Do No Harm
6.6: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
6.6.1: Session 8: Seek Truth
6.6.2: Session 9: Ask Questions
6.7: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.7.1: Session 2: Questioning (Magnifying Glass)
6.8: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.8.1: Session 4: Building A Community Of Forgiveness
6.8.2: Session 5: The Blessing of Imperfection
6.9: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 4: Love Your Neighbor as Yourself
6.9.2: Session 11: Science and Religion
6.9.3: Session 12: Seeing Truth/True Seeing
6.9.4: Session 13: A Matter of Perspective
6.10: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
6.10.1: Session 8: The Power of Listening
6.10.2: Session 14: The Power of Persistence
6.11: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.11.1: Session 10: To Tell the Truth
6.11.2: Session 14: Life as Mystery
6.12: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.12.1: Session 10: Right and Wrong Together
6.13: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justice-making for Junior High School Youth
6.13.1: Workshop 9: The Call for Imagination
6.13.2: Workshop 11: The Call for Forgiveness
6.14: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
6.14.1: Workshop 20: Cults: Lose Your Will, Lose Your Soul
6.15: Wisdom from the Hebrew Scriptures: A Multigenerational Program
6.15.1.: Workshop 6: The Binding of Isaac
6.16.0: Families: A Jr. High School Youth Program that Explores the Diversity, Commonality, and Meaning of Families
6.16.1: Workshop 6: Claiming A Point Of View

Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: Being a people of Paradox & Ambiguity by Rev. Susan Frederick-Gray
7.2: Maybe by Maria Popova (267 words)
7.3: The Inner Work of Holding Paradox by Parker Palmer (251 words)
7.4: Paradox and the Mind of Winter by Sharon Salzberg (254 words)
7.5: The Paradox of Autumn by Parker Palmer (261 words)
7.6: The Ambiguity of History by Maria Popova (195 words)
7.7: The Power Paradox by Dacher Keltner (256 words)
7.8: The Promise of Paradox by Parker Palmer (261 words)
7.9: Ambiguous Loss by Pauline Boss (246 words)
7.10: The Ambiguous Liminal Space by Heather Platt (251 words)
7.11: Who Am I? Author Unknown (246 words)
7.12: Confronting the Paradoxes of Life by Joan Chittister (262 words)
7.13: Living with Uncertainty by Christine Carter (251 words)
7.14: Loving Paradox by Gunilla Norris (162 words)
7.15: Practically Preposterous by Pavithra Mehta (244 words)
7.16: Living at the Right Speed by Carl Honore (256 words)
7.17: Between Yes and No by Margaret Wheatley (270 words)
7.18: To Be on a Spiritual Path by Jan Phillips (273 words)
7.19: Coping with Uncertainty by Christine Carter (260 words)
7.20: Embrace Paradox by Edward Viljoen (181 words)
8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
8.1: A Chorus of Faiths: A Program That Builds Interfaith Youth Leaders
8.1.1: Workshop 4: It Matters What We Believe
8.2: Exploring Our Values Through Poetry: A Program for High School Youth
8.2.1: Workshop 4: Who and What Guides Us?
8.3: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
8.3.1.: Workshop 9: Tolerance
8.4: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
8.4.1: Workshop 11: Forgiveness
8.5: Videos to Prompt Discussion
See section 10.0 below 
     Adults
8.6: What We Choose: An Adult Program on Ethics for Unitarian Universalists
8.6.1: Workshop 5: Natural, Legal, and Human Rights
9.0: Popular Music
9.1Ain’t We Crazy by Harry McClintock, 1928 (2:51)
9.2: Ambiguity Song by Camper Van Beethoven (2:30) 
9.3: So Cold I Could See My Breath with lyrics by Emery (3:32)
9.4: Paradox Drive by Peter Hammill (4:36)
9.5: The Human Paradox by Dynazty (4:24)
9.6: Give One Heart by Linda Ronstadt (4:05)
9.7: Paradox with lyrics by Ellie Holcomb (3:44)
9.8: Paradise by Coldplay (4:20)
9.9: The Paradox of Boredom by Eclecta (2:16) 
10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
10.1: Navigate Ambiguity by Hasso Plattner Institute of Design at Stanford Stanford (aka d. school) (3:45)
10.2: Dealing With Ambiguity by Bill Crawford, Ph.D. (4:54)
10.3: The difference between ambiguity and uncertainty by David Wilkinson (5:28)
10.4: What is a Paradox? by Jen D’Amore (1:57)
10.5: What Is A Paradox by Mrs. Gehres (4:53)
10.6: BLGO (Black Greek Letter Organizations) Ideology: Low Tolerance for Ambiguity v. High Tolerance for Ambiguity by Gregory Scott Parks (2:08)
10.7: The Paradoxes of Life by Aperture (12:42)
      Ted Talks
10.8: Uncertainty Tolerated: The Surprising Clarity when Managing Ambiguity by Cyrus Aram (14:58)
10.9: Embracing Ambiguity by Natalie Bowker (14:55)
10.10: Tolerating ambiguity—being OK with not knowing! by Miriam Giguere (17:20)
10.11: The paradox of choice by Barry Schwartz (20:22)
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Resources for Children
[bookmark: _heading=h.30j0zll]2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
No resources identified

3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
3.1: The Elephant and the Six Blind Men, a new version (717 words)
     Once upon a time, in a land faraway, there lived six blind men. They loved to sit under the shade of a banyan tree and discuss matters of consequence. While they were considered to be very wise, they often invited gurus and others to come and teach them. In this way, their wisdom continued to grow. People from the nearby village would also come to ask their advice about important decisions that they were facing. 
     One day, there was quite a lot of noise on the dirt road beside the tree. The men asked a young boy to lead them to the source of the disturbance. The boy did as he was told and helped the men form a circle in the road. They did not know that they were standing in the presence of a large elephant. Slowly, they took small steps forward with their hands and arms outstretched in front of them. 
     The first blind man to reach the elephant touched its side and asked, “Who built a wall in the middle of the road, when did they do it, and why?” He was quite upset. 
     The second blind man, who was in the front of the elephant, reached up and touched its trunk. “Oh no,” he said, “there is a giant snake right in the middle of the road. It must be hanging down from a tree. I hope it is not poisonous.” He took several steps back because he did want the snake to bite him.
     The third blind man walked forward and touched the elephant’s tail. He laughed and said, “I don’t know why you are being so frightened. It is only a rope hanging down in the middle of the road. I wonder who tied it to the tree branch above.” 
     The fourth blind man was confused by all of the differing reports. He stepped forward and walked right into the elephant’s leg. Putting his arms around it he said, “It’s not a wall. It’s a tall tree and the trunk of the tree is very big indeed. I never knew that it was growing here, but that is what the snake and the rope must be hanging from.” 
     The fifth blind man wanted to find out for himself what was happening in the middle of the road. Walking forward carefully, he reached up and touched the elephant’s ear. “Yes,” he said, “It is a tree, a palm tree, but it can’t be very tall for I can touch one of its huge leaves.” 
     Slowly a picture was emerging, but they all still had questions. The sixth blind man, who had been silent, reached up and touched the elephant’s tusk. “I don’t know what is going on, but someone in the tree is holding a spear and I fear that we are all in danger.” 
     Having watched all of this, the young boy began laughing. He said, “It is not a wall, and it certainly is not a palm tree with a rope and a snake hanging from it and hiding someone with a spear. It is just one thing, not six, and you have each touched a different part.”
     One of the blind men said, “Then we need to know more.” They began walking around the elephant. Then four of the blind men reached out and said in unison, “I am holding a tree trunk.” Four tree trunks, not one in the middle of the road. The other two, now at the back and the front of the elephant said in succession, “I have a rope,” and “I have a snake.” They began walking around again. Two of the blind men then said, “Now I have found a leaf.” Four trunks, two leaves, a rope and a snake. Another two called out, “I have found a spear, but it is curved.” Four trunks, two leaves, two curved spears, and a rope and a snake. 
     The oldest blind man began laughing so hard that he fell to the ground. “Oh, we are so foolish, it must be an elephant.” That is when the elephant stamped her front foot and made a loud trumpeting sound. The rest of the blind men started laughing, and the boy said, “Finally.” 
     This is how a young boy helped six blind men to become truly wise. 
Source: Touchstones

3.2: Give Yourself (a story about Ralph Waldo Emerson) by Rev. Denise Tracy (616 words)
     “What do you want for your birthday?” the father asked his daughter. “Do you want a doll?”
     She wrinkled her nose and scrunched her eyes and thought. “No.”
     “A tea set?”
     “A pony?”
     “No, Father, I have a year to think. I want this year to be a special year, to remember.”
     “All right. You think and let me know.”
     Ellen thought. She thought of bonbons, chocolate, new dresses, hats, kid boots, books, gloves, lace collars, but none of these were what she wanted. What would be special?
     Each day her father asked her, “Ellen, do you know what you want for your birthday yet?”
     And Ellen would shake her head, “No, Father, I’m still thinking.”
     After four days her father said, “Ellen?”
     “Yes, Father, I’ve decided.”
     “Well?”
     “I have a riddle. It will tell you what gift I want for my birthday. The riddle is this: You cannot buy it, for it is worth all the money you have, but only you can give it.”
     “I need to repeat this riddle because it will tell me what gift you want for your birthday—I cannot buy it, because it is worth all the money I have, but only I can give it. Is that right?”
     “Yes, Father.”
     “Well, now it is my turn to think about your riddle. I have to find the perfect present in the mystery.”
     Her father paced and pondered. He repeated the riddle over and over. “I cannot buy it, but only I can give it.” He paced and pondered. Finally, he smiled, “I know what it is! I know what it is!” Now he had to think about how to give it.
     When Ellen’s birthday came there was no present from her father. She didn’t expect one. After she had opened the presents from her brother and sister, from her mother and grandmother, and after the cake was all gone and the celebration over, Ellen’s father said, “It is now time for Ellen’s present from me. Ellen, come and sit with me.”
      So, Ellen climbed into the armchair and sat on her father’s lap. “My present to you is very special. I hope it is what you wanted—for it is not a book, or a toy, or clothes, but instead it is a present that is for all seasons and for each day. This year your birthday present from me is that we will spend time together every week, just the two of us. For you are my very special daughter and I love you dearly.”
     Ellen hugged him. “Oh, Father, I knew you would figure out the riddle.”
     Her father said, “You cannot buy it, for it is worth all the money you have, but only you can give it. It took me a long time to figure out the answer, but when I did, I knew what gift you wanted. The answer was simple—give yourself.”
     “Oh, Father, I wanted a gift to make this year special. Time together with you will make this year the very best year of my life!”
     Ellen looked at her father’s eyes. “Why Father, you are crying!”
     “Yes. You teach me more than any book I’ve ever read or written. By giving you time, I will gain more than I give.”
     It was Ellen’s turn to figure out this riddle. How could her father, by spending time with her, get more than he gave? She thought she knew, love multiplies. But perhaps she would only understand when she was older, when she had children of her own.
     But her father understood. And when he wrote an essay on Giving, he wrote “Give yourself.” For he knew the wonder of this gift. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/183080.shtml 

3.3: A Penguin Family (495 words)
     At the Central Park Zoo in New York City, there were two penguins named Roy and Silo, who adored each other. It is typical for penguins to find a partner, a mate – one other penguin that is special to them. Usually, it is one female and one male penguin that like each other and become a penguin couple. They have fun together and help each other out.
     When a female lays an egg, her partner takes turns with her, sitting on the egg to keep it warm so it will hatch. Then a baby penguin pokes out of its shell to be born, and the two penguins become its parents and take care of it together.
     Well, Roy and Silo were partners. The zookeepers could all see that they did everything together that the other penguin couples did. They talked to each other in penguin language. They swam together. They would wrap their necks around each other to show their affection. But one thing they did not do was lay an egg and take turns sitting on it. Only female penguins lay eggs, and Roy and Silo were both males.
     The zookeepers could see that Roy and Silo wanted to be penguin parents, though. One time, a zookeeper saw that Roy and Silo were taking turns sitting on a rock. The rock was shaped like a penguin egg. Roy and Silo were keeping it warm so it would hatch. Of course, the rock would never hatch into a baby penguin.
     Then the zookeepers noticed that another pair of penguins, one female and one male, had two eggs that they were trying to keep warm at the same time. The zookeepers knew that this would be very hard for them to do. They decided to give both eggs a good chance to hatch into baby penguins, and at the same time give Roy and Silo a chance to become penguin parents.
     The zookeepers gave Roy and Silo the egg that needed to be kept warm. First Roy sat on the egg, and then Silo. They took turns keeping the egg warm, just like the other penguin partners. And finally, one day, Roy and Silo’s egg began to hatch. And out popped a perfectly healthy baby girl penguin.
     The zookeepers welcomed the new baby penguin with the name “Tango.” A tango is a dance for two dancers. To dance a tango, the partners have to stand very close together and understand each other’s movements. When two tango dancers have a good partnership, their dancing looks very lovely and graceful. The way Roy and Silo were such good partners together reminded the zookeepers of a beautiful tango dance.
     After Tango was born, Roy and Silo did what parents do. They kept Tango warm. They brought her food in their beaks and fed it to her. And in a few months, Tango was ready to do most things for herself. Her parents Roy and Silo raised her very well.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session10/60097.shtml 

3.4: The Prince and The Rhinoceros (637 words)
An Indian tale of speaking kindly, from Teaching Tolerance, Rhinos & Raspberries kit. Permission pending.
     Once upon a time in India, a rare rhinoceros was born, with skin so beautiful it almost glowed. The rhinoceros was given to a noble prince who was very lonely and whose kingdom was poor. The prince was so delighted with the unusual gift that he laughed joyfully. So he named the little calf Great Joy.
     The prince treated the rhino with great kindness. He fed her rice, fruit and choice tender plants, and he always spoke in a kind and gentle voice. Great Joy grew and was happy. The prince thought Great Joy was quite beautiful.
     At sunrise she would be golden. At sunset, she would be a canvas of pink and red and orange, and later the dark blue of evening. Sometimes after a rain, she would reflect everything around her. She seemed almost enchanted.
     “You are wonderful and special to me,” the prince whispered softly.
     In time, Great Joy grew into an enormous rhino. She was very strong. One day she thought about her good life with the prince and what she could give him in return. “I am only a rhino, but I can use my strength to help him earn gold for his kingdom.” She suggested to the prince that she compete in a contest of strength against the town’s strongest bulls.
     A rich merchant with many fine oxen agreed to the wager: Great Joy would pull a hundred loaded wagons usually towed by his team of eight oxen. The bet was one thousand gold pieces.
     The next day, the prince inspected the wagons and harnessed Great Joy to the front. Then he climbed onto the driver’s seat. Great Joy waited for a few kind words of encouragement before starting. Instead, the prince, thinking only of the gold, waved a whip in the air and shouted, “Pull, you big wretch. Move, you worthless rhino.”
     Great Joy was shocked at her beloved prince’s words. Wretch? Worthless? “I’m no wretch,” she thought. “I’m not worthless, either.” She stiffened her huge legs and refused to move an inch.
     Humiliated, the prince ran home and hid in his royal bed. “I’m ruined,” he cried.
     Great Joy was filled with pain and sorrow. She needed to understand what she had done to deserve such cruel insults. After many days and nights without food or sleep, she went to the prince’s palace, which had grown shabby due to his impoverished state. “Oh, Prince, in all our years together, have I ever done anything to hurt you?”
     “No, never.”
     “Then why did you say those terrible things to me? Was the thought of gold worth more than what I can offer?”
     The prince hung his head. Tears ran down his face. “The gold distracted me. I forgot the importance of our friendship. I am so ashamed.”
    “Then we will try again,” Great Joy said. “Go back to the merchant and double your bet.”
     Again, the carts were loaded, and Great Joy was harnessed to the front. The prince climbed up and sang out, “All right, you marvelous marvel, you splendid rhino, my Great Joy. It’s up to you!”
     The powerful rhino snorted, pawed the ground and charged forward. Her sides heaved as she pulled, until the last cart crossed the finish line. The townspeople cheered wildly as they covered her with garlands of flowers and strands of tinkling bells.
     The prince collected his two thousand pieces of gold, then humbly thanked Great Joy for a job well done. That very evening, the prince and the rhino walked along the river in the red glow of sunset.
     “I didn’t mean to say such hurtful words to you,” the prince whispered. “Please forgive me.”
     “I already have,” said Great Joy.
     And that’s how they lived forever after — in friendship and great joy. Never again did an unkind word pass between them.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session3/prince%20-rhinoceros 

3.5: A Lamp In Every Corner by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,215 words)
A story from A Lamp in Every Corner: Our Unitarian Universalist Storybook (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2004).
     Many years ago, in the land of Transylvania, in a mountain valley watered by quick rushing streams and shadowed by great forests of beech trees, there was a village of small wooden houses with dark-shingled roofs. The people in the village were of the Unitarian religion, and they wanted a church of their own. A church set on the hillside, they decided, looking down upon the village as a mother looks down upon her sleeping child.
     So, all the people of the village labored long and hard to build themselves a church. The stonemasons hammered sharp chisels to cut great blocks of gray stone, then set the stones into stout and sturdy walls. The glaziers made tiny glass panes and fitted them neatly into the windows with leaded lines. The foresters sawed tall beech trees into enormous beams and laid the trusses for the ceiling, then covered the roof with close-fitting wooden shingles that wouldn’t leak a drop of rain. The carpenters carved wood for the pair of wide-opening doors, setting them on strong pegs so that the doors hung straight and square. A bell was brought from a faraway city, then hoisted by ropes with a heave and a ho to the top of the tower. The weavers wove fine cloths for the altar table, cloths embroidered with flowers and edged with lace. The smiths hammered black iron into tall lamp stands and hammered thin bronze into shining oil lamps.
     Finally, when the building of the church was done, the painting of the church could begin. The painters mixed bright colors: royal red and shimmering gold and brilliant blue, and everyone in the village — old and young, women and men, boys and girls — came to decorate their church. They painted flowers. They painted trees. They painted designs around the windows and different designs around the doors.
     And at the end of the day, when it was finished — when their church was finally done — all the people of the village stood back to admire it... and then to sing, a song of happiness and praise. Their village had a church now, a church set on the hillside, looking down upon the village as a mother looks down upon her sleeping child.
     “We will eat now!” announced an elder of the village, because everyone was hungry after their long day’s work. “And later tonight, we will come back to pray.”
     So, the people of the village went down the hillside to their homes and their suppers, all except one little girl named Zora and her father, who stayed behind. They had brought their own bread and cheese. They ate their food slowly, sitting on the grass on the hillside and admiring their new church with its strong stone walls, its tall tower, and its magnificent bell.
     After they had eaten, they went back inside, opening those carved wooden doors to go into the gloriously painted sanctuary inside. “Oh, look, Father!” Zora cried, running from picture to picture, with her footsteps echoing off the stone walls. “See how grand!”
     “Yes, it is,” said her father, looking around and nodding with pride. “Yes, it is.”
     “But Father,” she said suddenly, “we have not finished!”
     “What do you mean?”
     “There are tall iron lamp stands all along the walls, but there are no lamps! The church will be dark when the people come back.”
     “Ah no, little one,” said her father. ‘The light of the church comes from its people. You shall see!” He rang the bell to call the people to worship, then took his daughter by the hand and led her back outside. They waited on the grassy hillside, next to their beautiful church of strong gray stone.
     The sun had set behind the mountains, and night was coming soon. Yet in the growing darkness, tiny points of light came from many directions and moved steadily up the hill.
     “Each family is entrusted with a lamp, little one,” her father explained. “Each family lights its own way here.”
     “Where is our family’s lamp?”
     “Your mother is carrying it. She will be here soon.”
     The many lights moved closer together, gathering into one moving stream, all headed the same way, growing larger and brighter all the time. Zora’s mother arrived, bearing a burning oil lamp in her hands. The father lifted Zora so she could set their family’s lamp high in its tall iron stand. All around the church, other families were doing the same. Soon the church was ablaze with light in every corner, for all the people of the village had gathered to pray and to sing.
     All through the worship service, Zora watched the lights flicker and glow. She watched her family’s lamp most of all. When the service was over, her father lifted her high. She took the shining bronze lamp from the lamp stand. Its curved sides were warm and smooth in her hands. Her mother carried the lamp home, with the flame lighting the way.
     The lamp flame lit their house when they returned home. Zora washed her face and got ready for bed by the light of that flame. “Mother,” Zora began, as she climbed into bed and lay down.
     “Yes, little one?” her mother asked, tucking the red wool blanket around Zora’s shoulders.
     “Father said the light of the church comes from its people.”
     “Yes.”
     “But also, the people take their light from the church!” Over on the table by the fireplace, the shiny bronze lamp was still burning. “And we have that light every day.”
     “Yes, indeed,” said her mother. “And even when we are not in church, even when the lamp is not lit, we carry the light of truth in our minds and the flame of love in our hearts to show us the right way to be. That light — the light from truth and love — will never go out.”
     “Never?” asked Zora.
     “Never,” said her mother. “And this bronze lamp will last for many, many years. When you are grown, we will give the bronze lamp to you, and when your children are grown, you will give the lamp to them, and all of you will carry it back and forth to church every time.”
     “But there is only one lamp,” Zora said.
     “So make another, and let the light grow. And someday, tell your children to make more lamps, too. And now goodnight,” her mother said and kissed Zora once on this cheek and once on that cheek and once on the forehead. Zora closed her eyes and drifted into dreams, while her mother looked down upon her sleeping child.
     The years passed; Zora grew. The bronze lamp came into her care. She kept it polished and clean, and when the bell rang out across the valley to call the people to worship, she carried the lamp back and forth to the church on the hillside, the flame always lighting her way. When the time came, she made more lamps and gave them to her children, who made more lamps and gave them to their children, and so it went, on through the years, even until today.
     And always, the light of truth and the flame of love from that Unitarian church on the hillside continued to grow and show them —and us—the way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session14/lamp 

3.6: Maya’s Questions (1,037 words)
     Once upon a time a girl named Maya was playing in her front yard with her big sister and some of her sister’s friends, while her father watched from the kitchen window. Soon Maya’s friend Annie came along and wanted to join in the game. Maya’s big sister and her friends whispered to Maya, “You can play with us, but not Annie, she’s too little.” So Maya said, “Sorry, Annie. I can’t play with you right now.” Annie walked away sadly.
     Soon Maya’s father called her in for some lunch. “Hey,” he said, “how do you think it made Annie feel when you wouldn’t play with her today?”
     “Sad, maybe,” Maya answered. “But it was because the big kids told me to say that.”
     “I know,” he said, “but how did it feel to you?”
     “Not so good.” She replied.
     “Right,” he said. “I know that you want to be a kind person, but sometimes it is confusing as what is the right thing to do isn’t it?”
     “Yes,” Maya replied. “I don’t always know who to pay attention to, or who I should listen to, or what to do.”
      “I think those are excellent questions to think about,” said her father. “Let me see if I can repeat them: Who is the important person to pay attention to? And what is the best thing to do? I think you know the answer to the question of who to listen to, right?”
     “Yeah, listen to my heart or ask a grown-up who I know,” Maya answered.
     “Why don’t you take those questions and go ask your grandmother,” her father suggested. “She would like a visit from you this afternoon, and she will know the answers to your questions.”
      So, Maya went over to her grandmother’s house which was only next door. Grandmom was out back working in her garden. She was transplanting seedlings into the ground in neatly divided rows. Maya could see that she was tired. Grandmom’s face was flushed, and she had swipes of dirt across her brow. “Grandmom,” Maya said, “why don’t I bring you some lemonade and you sit down and watch me work for a while. I want to ask you some questions so that I can be the kindest person possible.”
     Grandmom settled herself on the steps. Maya went in the house and came out with two glasses of lemonade — one for her grandmother, and one for herself. “Thank you,” said Grandmom. “Now, what are your questions?”
     “Well, who are the most important people to pay attention to? What is the most important thing to do?” Grandmom smiled, but she didn’t say anything. Maya thought that her grandmother was trying to think of the answers so she kept on working. She dug little holes, planted the seedlings, tamped down the dirt and watered each seedling with care as her grandmother had taught her.
     After a while she got tired and stopped for some lemonade. “Can you tell me the answers now, Grandmom?” But it looked like Grandmom had dozed off. So Maya went back to the seedlings that still needed to be planted. There were only a few more.
     All of a sudden, a cry came from out in the street. Maya ran out the side of the yard and around the house. There was Annie, laying on the sidewalk all tangled in Maya’s bicycle with a bloody knee and elbow and tears streaming down her face. “Grandmom!” Maya called, and her grandmother came quickly, too.
     They helped Annie into the house. Maya got a wet cloth to clean Annie’s scrapes. She was very gentle so as not to hurt Annie, who was still crying. Maya patted her on the back and offered her a cool glass of lemonade. Soon Annie was calm. Maya helped her grandmother put several large bandages on her knee and elbow.
     “What were you doing?” asked Maya. She had noticed her bike on the sidewalk.
     “I was mad at you for not playing with me,” said Annie. “So I took your bike from your driveway. I was going to hide it until you said you were sorry. But I hit a bump on the sidewalk and fell over.”
     “I am sorry I told you I couldn’t play,” said Maya.
     “I know,” said Annie, “And I can see you are a good friend by the way you are taking care of me and helping me feel better. I wanted to hurt you, but now I am sorry.”
     “I’m glad you know I am your friend. I’m really sorry I hurt your feelings,” said Maya.
     “Thanks,” said Annie. “And thanks for the band-aids and the lemonade.”
     Maya and Annie picked up Maya’s bicycle and leaned it on the side of Grandmom’s house. Then Annie went home. Maya and her grandmother went back out into the garden and worked, side by side, for a while, to put the last seedlings in the ground.
     “Grandmom, are you ever going to tell me the answers to my two questions?” Maya asked.
     “Well, I don’t need to, Maya,” she smiled. “You figured them out yourself.”
     “I have?” Maya looked confused.
     “Yes,” said Grandmom. “You asked me, ‘Who is the most important person to pay attention to?’ When you first came over the most important person to pay attention to was me, and the most important thing to do was to help me because I was tired. Because you stayed to help me, you were here to help Annie, and she got a chance to see how kind you are. Now she is no longer mad at you and she didn’t want to hide your bike anymore!
     “When Annie hurt herself, she was the most important person to pay attention to,” Grandmom continued. “And the most important thing to do was to help her.”
     “You mean, Grandmom, that the most important people to be with are the ones who need our attention right now? And the most important thing to do is to treat them kindly?” Maya asked.
     “Yes,” said Maya’s grandmother. “If you pay attention to the people who are around you, and be kind, you will always be doing the most important thing. And I think you knew that, all along.
(Written by Elisa Pearmain, this story is an adaptation of the story, “The Three Questions.” This Buddhist-like story is often attributed to Leo Tolstoy who included it in his collection, Fables and Fairy Tales (New York: New American Library, 1962, origin)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session15//mayas-questions 

3.7: A Journey of Forgiveness, Joseph and His Brothers by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,539 words)
     Have you ever felt as if some grown-ups liked another kid more than they liked you? Maybe your teacher lets someone else get away with stuff you would get in trouble for. Maybe your mom or dad doesn’t make your brother or sister do as much work as you have to do. Or your brother or your sister gets to stay up later than you, or they have more toys. Or your grandparents pay attention to the baby and ignore you.
     It’s not fair.
     Sometimes, when we feel as if someone else is getting special treatment, when they’re the teacher’s pet or the parent’s favorite, we get angry. We get angry at the grown-up for not being fair, and we get angry at the other kid for being the favorite one.
     Once, a long time ago in a land called Canaan, there lived a man named Jacob. He had four wives and thirteen children: one girl and twelve boys. Wow! That’s a lot of kids. Do any of you have 12 brothers and sisters? It might be hard to remember all the names. Jacob’s boys’ names were Joseph, Rueben, Naphtali (Naf-TAL-ee), Issachar (IS-sah-khar), Dan, Gad, Zebulum, Judah, Benjamin, Asher, Levi, and Simeon (SIM-ee-on). These brothers became the leaders of the 12 Tribes of Israel in the Hebrew world. I have flags with each brother’s name to remind us how important the 12 brothers were to the Hebrew people.
(Leader: Distribute the flags to volunteers. Say the names so non-readers will know which flag they are holding. Invite them to hold up the flags when you say the brothers’ names later in the story.)
     Of those four wives, Jacob loved Rachel the best. Of those thirteen children, Jacob loved Rachel’s two sons, Benjamin and Joseph, the best. Joseph was the favorite one.
     And his sister and his brothers all knew it. They knew their father liked Joseph best. At meal times, their father let Joseph sit next to him and eat the best food. During the day, their father let Joseph stay in the tent and while they all had to go farm in the fields or take care of the sheep.
     Their father even gave Joseph a beautiful coat to wear. It had long sleeves and was finely woven with shimmering colors. Whenever Joseph wore it—and he wore it all the time—everyone stopped and turned to look at him. Because in those days, long ago, clothes took a long time to make, and they were very expensive. Most people only had one set of clothes, and they were usually brown, or maybe grey or black. Nobody except the very richest people had blue or green or red or yellow clothes. Nobody except Joseph, that is. He had a coat that was all those colors, and more. I wonder how you would feel if you had a beautiful coat with long sleeves like Joseph.
     So, Joseph knew he was his father’s favorite. He knew he was special. He even had special dreams, dreams that told the future. He told his eleven brothers about one of his dreams. “I dreamt that we were in the field harvesting the corn, and your eleven sheaves of corn all turned and bowed to mine.”
     The brothers didn’t like hearing this. Who can wave their flag and help us remember all the brother’s names?
(Leader: Help and encourage the children to say the names on the flags.)
     Well, the brothers didn’t want to bow down to Joseph. They didn’t like Joseph. They were jealous of him. They were angry at him.
     They seemed to hate him.
     One day, when Joseph was seventeen years old, he went to the fields where his brothers were taking care of the sheep. As always, he was wearing his beautiful coat of many colors. His brothers grabbed him, tore his coat off, and shoved him into a pit. “Let’s kill him,” said one brother.
     “No,” said another. “We can’t kill our own brother. Let’s sell him as a slave.”
     And so, Benjamin, Asher, Levi, Simeon, Judah, Dan, Zebulum, Gad, Rueben, Issachar, and Naphatali sold Joseph to slave traders for twenty pieces of silver. Then the brothers dipped Joseph’s beautiful coat in the blood of a goat and ripped it all up. They took the bloody coat back to their father, Jacob, and told him, “Joseph has been killed by a wild animal.”
     But Joseph wasn’t dead. The slave traders made him march for days, on a long journey to the land of Egypt, and there they sold him as a slave. People ordered him around all the time, and sometimes they would hit him. Joseph had never been treated like that before; he’d always been the favorite one. And Joseph had never had to work very hard before; his father had let him stay in their tent. Joseph wondered if he could ever forgive his brothers for selling him.
     What do you think? Is it hard to forgive brothers and sisters?
     But Joseph did what they told him to. He did the work well, and he didn’t complain. His owner noticed and began treating him better. But after a while his owner got angry with him and put him in jail.
     Joseph certainly wasn’t the favorite one now. Not only was he a slave, he was a slave in jail. Joseph sat in that jail, day after day after day, alone and forgotten. Sometimes, he would wonder about his father and his sister and his eleven brothers. Was his father still alive? Did his sister still like to weave cloth? Did his brothers still farm the fields and take care of sheep? Had any of them married and had children?
     Joseph didn’t know. And he wanted to. Earlier, when his brothers had sold him into slavery, Joseph had been very angry with them. He had hoped that they would be torn away from their family and sold as slaves. He had wanted to hurt them the way they had hurt him.
      But now as he sat in the jail, alone and far from home, and the days and the months and years went by, he began to understand why his brothers had been angry. Even though his brothers had done a horrible thing to him, Joseph missed them, and he wanted to see them again. Joseph forgave his brothers. But his brothers didn’t even know that they were forgiven.
     More years went by, and Joseph stayed in jail. Then one night the king of Egypt—called a pharaoh—began having a strange dream: a dream about seven thin cows who ate seven fat cows but stayed thin. One of his servants said, “Lord Pharaoh, there is a man in jail who knows about dreams. His name is Joseph.”
     The pharaoh sent for Joseph, and Joseph told him that the fat cows meant there would be seven years when food grew well, and the thin cows meant there would be seven years when food didn’t grow. First there would be plenty to eat for seven years, and then there would be a famine for seven years and people would go hungry.
     The pharaoh was impressed. He said, “Joseph, you are free, and you shall be my governor, in charge of all the land and all the food that is grown.” For the next seven years, the farmers grew a lot of food, and Joseph made sure they stored most of it.
     After seven years, the famine started, just as Joseph had predicted. No plants grew. But the people in Egypt didn’t go hungry because they could eat the food that Joseph had stored.
     But far away where Joseph’s family lived, they hadn’t stored any food. They hadn’t known a famine was coming. Joseph’s father and his sister and his brothers and their wives and children were starving. “Let’s go to Egypt,” one brother said. “I heard they have food.”
     His brothers made the long journey to the land of Egypt, walking on the same road that Joseph had walked as a slave all those years ago. When the brothers got to Egypt, they went to the pharaoh’s governor, the man who was in charge of all of the food. They bowed down low in front of him, saying, “Please, sir, let us buy food for our families. We are starving.”
     Thus, it was that the dream Joseph had told them about all those years before—the dream of the eleven sheaves of corn bowing down before Joseph’s sheaf—had finally come true. But the brothers didn’t know the pharaoh’s governor was their brother Joseph. They hadn’t seen him in more than twenty years. He’d grown up and was wearing different clothes. He’d changed.
     He’d changed on the inside, too. He had forgiven his brothers for selling him into slavery, and he was happy to see them again.
     He could tell his brothers had changed as well. They were worried about their father, and they took good care of Joseph’s younger brother Benjamin, and they were sorry for what they’d done. They didn’t hate Joseph anymore.
     So, Joseph said to his brothers “I am Joseph, your brother.” And they were amazed, and worried that he would be angry with them and put them in jail or kill them. But Joseph said, “I forgive you. I welcome you. Bring our father and all your wives and children to Egypt, and live here with me.”
     So, Jacob and his children and their children came to Egypt, and the entire family was together again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session4/169958.shtml 

3.8: Brave Enough by Noreen Kimball (430 words)
     There was once a girl who loved to write stories and poems. She often wrote about the land and birds around her home. Her name was Rachel Louise Carson and she was born in 1907. When Rachel grew up, she became a writer and a scientist. Rachel wrote wonderful stories and she always explained the beauty of nature so well you could almost see what she was describing. As a scientist, Rachel was also very careful to describe things exactly as she saw them. She made sure everything she wrote was true.
     Since Rachel was always outside studying nature or writing about it, she noticed that a lot of birds and fish were dying. She figured out that the animals were dying from poisons being sprayed from airplanes to help farmers get rid of insects that damaged plants. The poison not only killed the insects, but it also got into the soil and water and killed other animals. Eagles and many other birds and species of animals began to disappear.
     Rachel wrote articles and spoke to the U.S. Congress so everyone would know how we were destroying the environment. She even wrote a book about the problems caused by the poison. In her book she described a spring where the skies were quiet and still because so many birds had died. She called that book Silent Spring.
     People who read Rachel’s book started to demand that the government stop spraying the chemicals. The President and Congress asked scientists to look at the chemicals to make sure Rachel was right about what she had said. At first, the chemical companies said that Rachel was wrong, but eventually scientists figured out that the chemicals were getting into the earth and water and were killing many animals, just like Rachel’s book said. Because Rachel kept writing and speaking until someone would listen, the government finally stopped using the dangerous chemicals and began to test new ones much more carefully.
     People still use poisons and chemicals in the wrong way today, but Rachel Carson helped start a whole new kind of environmentalism—a movement to control pollution of our earth. Even though Rachel was a small, quiet woman, she believed people have the power to save the environment. If Rachel had not been brave enough to stand up for the environment and fight for it until someone listened, we might not have as many species of birds and fish that we do today. Thanks to this brave woman who always told the truth, we still have Bald Eagles flying in our beautiful blue skies.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session15/brave-enough 

3.9: Mussa and Nagib (465 words)
Adapted from a story by Malba Tahan (pen name for Julio Cesar de Mello e Souza, 1895-1975), a mathematician from Brazil who also wrote The Man Who Counted (Editorial Record, 2001), which was first published in Brazil in 1949.
     Once, two friends named Mussa and Nagib made a journey through the mountains of Persia on camel back. (Leader — If you have fashioned clay camels, you can start with the characters on camel back outside of the theater.)
     They came after a time to a place where a stream flowed by a sandy bank and trees gave shade. (Leader — Walk the characters down to the river’s edge.)
     There they had a discussion, which turned into an argument. Nagib grew angry, and for the first time ever, he slapped Mussa across the face. (Leader — You may wish to act this out with the characters explicitly or less so.)
     Mussa was stunned. He felt angry. He wanted to slap Nagib back. But then he thought, “I cannot be too mad at my friend because I could have done the same thing. We are alike, and I care about him, and I don’t want to fight with him anymore.” So, he walked over to the trees instead and picked up a stick. (Leader — Show this with the character.) With the stick he wrote in the sand, “Today my best friend slapped me.” (Leader — Use the toothpick to write this in the sand for all to see.)
     Then he and his friend stood in silence and watched as the desert wind blew the words in the sand away. (Leader — Blow the sand gently, until the writing disappears.)
     By the time the writing had disappeared Nagib had said that he was sorry. The friends got back on their camels and rode to their destination in a distant city. On their trip back through the mountain pass they stopped again at the same river. (Leader — You can show this with the characters leaving the stage and then returning.)
     This time the two friends decided to take a swim. Since their first visit, the rains had made the current stronger and river much deeper. Mussa, the friend who had been slapped, stepped into the water first. Right away, he slipped on a rock, was dragged under by the current, and began to drown. Nagib jumped in without a second thought and pulled his friend to safety. (Leader — Show these actions with the clay figures.)
     The two friends again sat in silence for some time until Mussa had regained his breath. Then he rose and went to his saddlebags. There he found a carving knife. This time he went to a rock near the river. (Leader — Show the character moving off and back.)
     Into the rock he carved these words, “Today my best friend saved me.” (Leader — Use the toothpick or other sharper object to write the words in the clay.)
     Again, the two friends sat in silence. Finally, Nagib spoke, “My friend, after I hurt you, you wrote the words in sand. Now after I saved you, you wrote the words in stone, why?” (Leader — Demonstrate this dialogue, using the characters.)
     Mussa replied, “When someone hurts us, we should write it down in sand where the winds of forgiveness can erase it away. This way our hearts are free from bitterness, and we can renew our friendships. But, when someone does something kind for us, we must engrave it in stone and in our hearts so that we will never forget.”
     “Thank you, my friend,” said Nagib. “I am very grateful for our friendship. I don’t ever want to hurt you again.”
     The two friends embraced and continued on their journey together. (Leader – Have the two characters embrace. You can have them continue their journey, if you made camels, or just say, “The End.”)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session5/123298.shtml 

3.10: The Better Offer, adapted from a historical Islamic tale (733 words)
     Uthman ibn Affan was one of the very first followers of the prophet Muhammad, who started the Muslim religion. He was a very wealthy man who was known far and wide for his generosity. In fact, he was so generous with his money and possessions that people still tell stories about him today, more than a thousand years later!
     Uthman lived in Medinah, which is in modern day Saudi Arabia. This is a very dry part of the world where there isn’t a lot of rainfall. One year, in the year 640, to be precise, the rains did not come and there was a drought.
     Without any rain, food crops withered. There were no figs on the fig trees, no olives on the olive branches. The people of Medinah and all of their animals were running out of food. In fact, things got so bad that the people had to eat the leaves from the trees in order to survive. Without food, the people knew they could starve.
     You can imagine how happy the people were the day they learned that a caravan of 1,000 camels was approaching Medinah. Each camel was laden down with food. The people began to imagine the smells that would fill their kitchens when they were cooking their favorite meals. Their mouths watered as they imagined the tastes of their favorite foods. Best of all, they imagined going to bed with full bellies for the first time in weeks.
     Knowing that the caravan belonged to Uthman ibn Affan made the people rejoice even more, for they knew of his reputation for generosity. Surely he would give them a good price on the food he had for sale.
     The merchants also rejoiced to hear that the caravan was approaching. For months business had been slow because they had no food to sell. The people of Medinah had stopped spending money in their shops. The merchants began to imagine their shops filled with hungry people, willing to spend any amount of money in order to eat and feed their families.
     Knowing that the caravan belonged to Uthman ibn Affan was not welcome news for the merchants, however, for he had a reputation for being a very sharp businessman. Although he was fair, Uthman ibn Affan drove a very hard bargain.
     Nonetheless, the merchants immediately went to Uthman ibn Affan. They wanted to buy the food from his caravan from him so they could sell it in their shops. They knew that in this time of famine, they could re-sell the food in their shops for two or even three times its usual price. So, they were ready to pay any price Uthman ibn Affan asked.
     Uthman ibn Affan received all of the merchants graciously. No one was surprised, however, when he rejected their first offers.
     “I am afraid I cannot do business with you,” he said, “for I have already received a better offer.”
     The merchants had expected they would have to offer him more money for the food, and they did. They raised their offers, again and again, but each time Uthman declined, repeating, “I am afraid I cannot do business with you, for I have already received a better offer.”
     The merchants began to grumble among themselves. At this rate, they would barely make any money when they sold the food. Besides, they would have to charge so much money for the food the people of Medinah would barely be able to afford it. Perhaps Uthman’s reputation for generosity was exaggerated. By refusing the prices they offered, he was driving the price for the food higher and higher. Some folks in Medinah might not even be able to afford it at all.
     Finally, the merchants made their best offer: five times the value of the cargo. Surely Uthman would accept. Who could possibly have offered more?
      “I am sorry,” Uthman responded. “I cannot do business with you. You see I have received a better offer from Allah, from God, for Allah has said that anyone who gives away wealth in Allah’s name will get back far more than he gave away.”
     So it was that Uthman ibn Affan refused all of the money the merchants offered him. Instead, he gave away all of the food carried by the 1,000 camels in his caravan. He gave it away in Allah’s name for free to the starving people of Medinah.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session9/story1 

3.11: Parachuting Cats to the Rescue, a true story (507 words)
     The mosquitoes in Borneo were terrible. On bad days, the people of Borneo would be covered in mosquito bites.
(Leader — Ask, “And what do you suppose would happen?” Wait for someone to suggest that it would itch and people would scratch / make the bites bleed.)
     That’s right — those mosquito bites made them itch and scratch like mad. (Leader — Act out scratching and invite the children to do the same.)
     The itching made them uncomfortable, but the real problem with the mosquitoes was that they carried a sickness called malaria. This meant that sometimes the people who got bitten by mosquitoes would get really sick or even die.
     Scientists from an agency called the World Health Organization wanted to stop the people of Borneo from getting sick and dying from malaria. They decided to do something about those mosquitoes. They sprayed a chemical called DDT all around the villages of Borneo, because they knew that would kill the mosquitoes. It worked. The mosquitoes died and the people stopped catching malaria.
     Everything seemed fine, but what the people didn’t know at first was that the mosquitoes weren’t the only insects that the DDT had killed. Some wasps died, too. These were parasitic wasps whose larvae ate caterpillars. Without the wasps there wasn’t balance in the ecosystem. Because they were not there to eat the caterpillars’ larvae, the caterpillar population began to grow and grow. More and more caterpillars were born and they were hungry. They ate and they ate and they ate.
     The problem was, the people of Borneo lived in houses with thatched roofs made out of grasses. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose those caterpillars liked to eat?” When someone suggests the roofs, continue with the story.)
     That’s right, the caterpillars ate holes in the thatched roofs and soon the roofs began to fall in. The people of Borneo replaced the roofs, but ... (dramatic pause) there was an even bigger problem to deal with.
     The wasps weren’t the only insects that ate the DDT. Cockroaches and other insects did, too. So, the cockroaches and other insects began to get sick. And these insects were the food for Borneo’s small lizards, the geckos. The more cockroaches and other insects the geckos ate, the more DDT got inside the geckos. The geckos started to die, too.
     And the geckos of Borneo were eaten by cats. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose happened to the cats?” When someone suggests they died, continue the story.)
     That’s right, the cats began to die. But even worse ... (dramatic pause) the cats were important because they killed rats. When the cats died there wasn’t balance in the ecosystem. There were not enough cats to kill the rats. So, the rat population of Borneo grew and grew. The rats began to overpopulate. More and more rats were born.
     The trouble with rats is that — just like mosquitoes — they often carry serious diseases which people can catch from them. Now the people of Borneo worried that they might have an outbreak of the plague or another illness that could kill lots of people. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose they did?” and take a few answers.)
     The people of Borneo realized they needed more cats to bring back the balance in their ecosystem. Some were borrowed from neighboring villages but they still needed more. And that is why in 1959 members of the British Royal Air Force flew over Borneo in a helicopter and sent 20 cats in parachutes to the ground. Can you imagine that? Twenty cats in parachutes — all because nature got out of balance.
(Leader — Use the sound instrument to signify that the story has ended.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session10/story1 

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

3.13: Finding Your Way: Ethelred Brown by Janeen Grohsmeyer (897 words)
     One morning, more than a hundred years ago on the island of Jamaica, a boy named Ethelred Brown went to church. Usually at this church, the people sang their creed, their list of what they believed. But that morning was Easter Sunday, a special Sunday, and so instead of singing the creed, the pastor said one line of it, and the people would repeat it.
     This is some of what Ethelred heard:
      We believe the Father is God, the Son is God, and the Holy Spirit is God. And yet they are not three gods, but one God.
     So likewise, the Father is Lord, the Son Lord, and the Holy Spirit Lord. And yet not three lords, but one Lord.
     The Unity in Trinity and the Trinity in Unity is to be worshiped.
     And Ethelred thought, “What?” He liked math, and he knew how to add. He knew that three wasn’t the same as one. How could you have a unity in trinity or a trinity in unity? How can three things be one thing? How can one thing be three? It didn’t make sense to him.
     So right there, sitting in church, while everyone else was still saying they believed in a unity in trinity and a trinity in unity, Ethelred decided that he didn’t believe that. He couldn’t agree with what everyone else in the church was saying. He would have to find his own way.
     That afternoon, he went to his uncle’s house. On the table was a booklet with the words, “The Lord our God is one God.” And Ethelred thought, “Yes, that makes sense.” He borrowed the booklet from his uncle and took it home to read. That booklet was by the Reverend William Ellery Channing, who was a Unitarian minister in the United States. After reading it and some other books, Ethelred decided he was a Unitarian, too. But there were no Unitarian churches in Jamaica, and so Ethelred knew he would have to find his own way.
     So that’s what he did, for years and years. He still liked numbers, and when he was a grown-up he became an accountant, helping other people keep a good track of their money. He got married, and he and his wife had four children. Then, when Ethelred was thirty-two years old, he decided to become a Unitarian minister and start a Unitarian church in Jamaica. He didn’t even know any other Unitarians, but Ethelred Brown didn’t let that stop him. He found his own way. He wrote a letter to “Any Unitarian Minister in New York City,” and he put it in the mail.
     Eventually, he got a letter back, telling him he had to go to a school in the United States to become a Unitarian minister. Now, Ethelred didn’t have much money, and he’d never left Jamaica. But he didn’t let that stop him. He found a way. He asked people to give him money; he said good-bye to his wife and children, then got on a boat to go to the United States.
     When he finally got to the United States, they didn’t let him stay because he didn’t have the right papers. Ethelred didn’t let that stop him, either. He found a way. He went back to Jamaica, fixed his papers, and saved more money. Finally, three years after he had decided to go, he arrived at the school. He spent two years there, learning to be a Unitarian minister, and he was ordained in 1912. He was the first Jamaican to go to that school. He was also the very first black person to become a Unitarian minister.
     One hundred years ago, that made a difference. Back then, people of different colors didn’t mix. The teachers at the minister school told Ethelred that he couldn’t be at a church with white people; they would want a white minister. Because he was black, he had to be a minister at a church with black people. Except there weren’t any Unitarian churches with black people. So, the Unitarian teachers didn’t think he could be a minister after all.
     That didn’t stop Ethelred. He found a way. He went back to his wife and children in Jamaica, and he started a Unitarian church there. It wasn’t easy, because the church didn’t have many people or much money, and he didn’t get much help from other Unitarians, but Ethelred had made his dream of being a Unitarian minister come true.
     After eight years, he decided to start another church, this time in the United States. He and his family moved to New York City, and he started the Harlem Community Church in 1920. It wasn’t easy there, either. They still didn’t have much money, and they still didn’t get much help. His wife became sick, and one of his children died. Besides being a minister, Ethelred had to work long hours at an extra job he didn’t like.
     But somehow, Ethelred found a way. For the next thirty-five years, Ethelred was the minister at the Harlem Community Church. Over the years, hundreds of people found their way there to pray and learn, worship and sing. Just like we do at our congregation.
     In fact, one of the songs we sing has a tune named after the Reverend Ethelred Brown. It’s in our Singing the Living Tradition hymnbook, and it’s called “I’m on My Way.”
     Ethelred Brown always found a way to do what he believed in, and so should we.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session8/finding-your-way 

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

3.15: The Stargazer Who Discovered A Comet (801 words)
From “The Stargazer Who Discovered a Comet” in The UU Kids Book by Anne Fields and Charlene Brotman (Biddeford, Maine: Brotman-Marshfield, 1989); used with permission. “Afterward” from Rooftop Astronomer: A Story about Maria Mitchell by Stephanie Sammarti) Read the story aloud. NOTE: The name, Maria, is pronounced “ma-RYE-ah.”
     Maria always remembered the day she helped her father time an eclipse of the sun. She used the chronometer to count down to the exact second that the moon began to block out the sun. Her father needed to send the timing report to his astronomer friends at the big Harvard University observatory, where they were collecting eclipse information from all over.
     “There will be another eclipse like this in 54 years,” said father.
     “I’m twelve now, I’ll be 66 then!” exclaimed Maria. How could astronomers know so far ahead what would happen in the sky? How amazing that the stars and planets spun around in such order!
     “I want to study the stars, always!” decided Maria one day. “I want to be an astronomer!”
     “Father, can only men be astronomers?” she asked.
     Father thought for a moment, while Maria watched his face anxiously. He knew that no matter how smart a girl was, she could not get into any college in the United States to study astronomy. Only boys were allowed to go to college in those days.
     Finally, he said, “There are no women astronomers in America. There are only a few in the entire world, but I do think it’s possible, Maria. I will teach thee all I know about astronomy. Cousin Walter has scientific books he might let thee read. Thee will need to study mathematics. That is as important to astronomy as the telescope. Yes, I do think it is possible thee could be an astronomer.”
     “Oh, I will study, father, I will!” cried Maria joyfully, hugging her father.
     True to her word, Maria spent long hours studying geometry and trigonometry in a tiny room at the foot of the attic stairs . . .
     Maria still spent most evenings studying the sky with the telescope and keeping careful records on the stars. One night she saw a fuzzy spot through the telescope that she had never seen before. Quickly she checked the charts to see if a star was supposed to be in that place in the sky. No star was ever there. Could it be a new comet?
     “Father, come up and look quick!” she shouted. Her father dashed up the attic stairs to the roof and peered carefully through the telescope.
     “Thee’s discovered a comet above the North Star!” he exclaimed. “We must write immediately to the Harvard Observatory and tell them! A comet is named for the person who discovers it first but the discovery doesn’t count unless it is reported to an observatory.”
     They wrote the letter that very night, but to their dismay, a storm at sea delayed the mail in leaving the island for two days. Soon the comet was also sighted by someone in Italy, then in England and in Germany. The King of Denmark had promised a gold medal to the first person who discovered a comet that could be seen only through a telescope. Would Maria miss getting the medal because her report was late? Months went by while this was being decided!
     Finally, one day a package arrived for Maria from the King of Denmark. It was the gold medal! Now Maria was famous. She was the first woman in the world to have a comet named after her!
     Women all over America were so proud of Maria that they collected money for a new, larger telescope for her. How excited she was! Now she could learn so much more about the stars and planets!
     Maria’s life changed in 1865 when a wealthy man named Matthew Vassar had the courage to start a college for women — Vassar College in Poughkeepsie, New York.
     People called Matthew Vassar an old fool. They said girls didn’t need a college education, they just needed to know how to sew and do housework and maybe play the piano a little. College would ruin them for doing housework.
     There were ministers who thundered, “It’s against the will of God for girls to go to college! It will break up families and destroy the country!”
     In spite of such talk, Matthew Vassar wanted Maria to come and teach astronomy! She could have an observatory with the third largest telescope on the continent.
     “Father, how can I do this?” said Maria softly, trying to keep her voice from trembling. “I’ve never even been to college myself!” She was also thinking, “If I’m not any good at it, then people will say, “This proves that women have no business teaching in colleges!”
     “Thee can do it, and do it well,” said her father. “Thee should have no fears.”
     He was right. Maria’s students loved her. The other professors just expected the students to sit and listen to them talk, but Maria taught her students to question everything and experiment, and to think for themselves.
     Afterward: In 1986 another young woman discovered a comet. Working at Mount Palomar Observatory near San Diego, California, Christine Wilson had equipment and techniques at her disposal undreamed of in Maria’s time. At the start of her career, she had a knowledge of astronomy surpassing all that Maria learned in a lifetime of study.
     But Christine Wilson’s discovery, while exciting and well publicized, did not catapult her into sudden fame as Maria’s had. New comets are not headline news. Thanks to pioneers like Maria, neither are women astronomers. Women now occupy important positions in the scientific community. Side by side with their male colleagues, they fight disease, predict the weather, design computers, and continue to discover comets. Maria Mitchell would be pleased.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session2/109458.shtml 

3.16: Teaching A Thief (586 words)
“Teaching a Thief” is taken from Kindness, A Treasury of Buddhist Wisdom by Sarah Conover and Valerie Wahl (Boston: Skinner House, 2010). Availavle from inSpirit: The UU Book and Gift Shop. All rights reserved.
     Bankei was a famous Zen teacher in Japan long ago. Students from all over came to his monastery for months of study and meditation. To make it through such intensive training is not an easy thing: There is much hard work to be done, many hours of meditation, little sleep, and only small, spare meals.
     Once during the time at the monastery, a student found that all he could meditate on was his empty stomach. It was also all that he thought about during work and all he thought of even when eating! Finally, he could not stand it a day longer. In the night, ever so quietly, he sneaked into the kitchen, hoping to make off with something tasty and filling. But the head cook—always alert even when asleep—awoke and caught him.
     The next morning, the matter was brought to Bankei in hopes that the student would be forced to leave. However much to the group’s dismay, Bankei thanked them for the information and acted as if nothing had happened.
     Just a few days later, the same pupil was caught stealing food from the kitchen again. The students were even angrier. It was in the middle of the night when the thief was apprehended, but they wrote a petition right there and then to their teacher Bankei. They each vowed to leave the monastery the next day if the thief was not expelled.
     When Bankei read the petition the next morning, he sighed. He went outside to the monastery gardens and paced thoughtfully. At last, he asked that all the monks and students—including the thief—be brought together. They gathered in the temple hall, becoming quiet when Bankei entered.
     “Many of you have come from far away to be here,” announced Bankei. “Your hard work and perseverance are to be praised. You are excellent, dedicated students. You have also clearly demonstrated that you know wrong from right. If you wish, you may leave this monastery and find another teacher. But I must tell you that the thief will remain, even as my only student.”
     The students were appalled! A murmur of discontent hummed about the room. How could their teacher ask them to leave?
     Who had done the wrong thing? Only the thief! Feeling anger of the other students, the thief in their midst hung his head in disgrace.
     “My friends,” Bankei gently continued, “this thief does not understand the difference between right and wrong as you do. If he leaves, how will these things be learned? He needs to stay here so he can also understand.”
     When the thief heard these words, he felt profoundly moved. Tears sprung to his eyes. But even through his shame in front of the others, he felt Bankei’s deep compassion. He knew he would not steal anymore.
     Bankei ended his speech. He left the hall, leaving the students to make their individual decisions. The thief immediately took a spot on a meditation bench and set about meditating. Many of the students stood right up to leave the monastery. Somewhat confused by Bankei’s speech, they discussed things among themselves. All except for the presence of one student—the thief—the great hall emptied for a time.
     When Bankei returned an hour later, it was so quiet he assumed all the students had left, just as they had vowed. But much to his surprise, every last student had returned. All were quietly sitting, composed in meditation. The wise and kind Bankei smiled at such a wonderful sight.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session4/teaching-a-thief 

3.17: The Water Bearer’s Garden by Betsy Hill Williams (482 words)
From uu & me! Collected Stories, edited by Betsy Hill Williams (Boston: Skinner House, 2003). Used with permission.
     A water bearer in India had two large pots, each hung on one end of a pole that he carried across his neck. One of the pots had a crack in it. At the end of the long walk from the stream on the master’s house, the cracked pot arrived only half full, while the other pot was perfect and always delivered a full portion of water. For two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pots full of water to his master’s house.
     Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments, perfect to the end for which it was made. But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable that it was able to accomplish only half of what it had been made to do. After two years of what it perceived to be bitter failure, it spoke to the water bearer one day by the stream. “I am ashamed of myself, and I want to apologize to you.”
     “Why?” asked the bearer, “What are you ashamed of?”
     “I have been able, for these past two years, to deliver only half my load because this crack in my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your master’s house.
      Because of my flaws, you have to do all this work, and you don’t get full value from our efforts,” the pot said.
     The water bearer felt sorry for the cracked pot, and in his compassion he said, “As we return to the master’s house I want you to notice the beautiful flowers along the path.”
     Indeed, as they went up the hill, the old cracked pot took notice of the sun warming the beautiful wild flowers on the side of the path, and this cheered it some. But at the end of the trail, it still felt sad because it had leaked out half its load, and so again the pot apologized to the bearer for its failure.
     The bearer said to the pot, “Did you notice that there were flowers only on your side of the path, but not on the other pot’s side? That’s because I have always known about your flaw, and I took advantage of it. I planted flower seeds on our side of the path, and every day while we walk back from the stream, you’ve watered them. For two years I have been able to pick beautiful flowers to decorate my master’s table. Without you being just the way you are, he would not have this beauty to grace his house.
     “We all have our own unique flaws. We are all cracked pots. In God’s great web of life, nothing goes to waste. Don’t be afraid of your flaws. Acknowledge them, and you too can be the cause of beauty. Know that in our weakness we find our strength.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session5/143528.shtml 

3.18: Crossing the Finish Line Together (214 words)
Based on a true story which happened at the 1976 Special Olympics in Seattle, Washington.
     Years ago, at the Seattle Special Olympics, nine contestants lined up at the starting line for the 100-yard dash. At the sound of the starting gun, they all started off in their own way, making their best effort to run down the track toward the finish line. That is, except for the one young boy who stumbled soon after his start, tumbled to the ground and began to cry. Two of the other racers, hearing the cries of the boy who fell, slowed down and looked back at him. Then without hesitation, they turned around and began running in the other direction—toward the injured boy.
     While the other contestants struggled to make it to the finish line, the two who had turned around to run in the other direction reached for the boy and helped him to his feet. All three of them then linked arms and together they walked to the finish line. By the time the trio reached the end, everyone in the stands was standing and cheering, some with tears rushing down their faces. Even though by turning back and helping the boy who fell, they lost their own chance to win the race, they all had smiles on their faces because they knew they had done the right thing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session4/161765.shtml 

3.19: Discovering Truth Through Science and Religion (431 words)
     We often hear that science and religion are two things that just do not go together. One relies on facts which can be proven. The other relies on faith and intuition. However, science and religion have a lot in common. They both inspire wonder, questioning, and seeking truth.
     To at least one man about 250 years ago, the Unitarian Joseph Priestley, religion and science were two ways of exploring the world and seeking truth. To him, they were not polar opposites in conflict with one another but two complementary avenues of discovery.
     Joseph Priestley is best known as the scientist who “discovered” the presence of oxygen. He discovered that plants and trees generate oxygen, and he determined that living creatures need oxygen to breathe. Today we take this idea for granted, and maybe you have already learned it in school. But back in his day, trying to prove the existence of something you could not see, smell, hear, touch, or taste was difficult indeed.
     In those days, the Unitarian religion already was a home for people who believed we each can discover our own faith truth. And Joseph Priestley was a Unitarian minister. He saw no contradiction between seeking truth through faith and intuition and seeking truth using the methods of science. During the years he was using science to explore air, gases, electricity, and other physical matters in our world, Joseph Priestley also wrote about religious matters. In one, he proposed that the soul was a Divine substance, incomprehensible to human beings. He even taught the two subjects together at prestigious universities in England.
     But lots of people disagreed with his ideas—particularly his religious beliefs. In 1791, an angry mob destroyed his family’s home, along with two places Joseph Priestley sought truth: his laboratory and his church. The buildings burned to the ground, along with many important papers, books, and experiment notes.
     Joseph and his wife had no choice but to flee England and seek refuge across the ocean in the newly established United States of America. You might think having lost everything and being forced to start over in a new country would make Joseph less interested in pursuing his freethinking ideas. You would be wrong. Even as his family resettled, he continued his experiments in science and his explorations in faith. He discovered the poisonous gas carbon monoxide in 1799, and for this he is known as the father of modern chemistry. And, he continued to pursue his love of religion. The first Unitarian minister in the United States, he helped found the Unitarian Church in Philadelphia.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session11/162312.shtml 

3.20: Hard Truths by Rev. David Pettee (800 words)
     One of the more important things that Unitarian Universalists try to do is to “seek the truth in love.” This might sound easy to do. “So, what’s so hard about it?” you might ask. Well, what happens when you think you know one story, but while seeking the truth about it, an entirely different story comes out? This happened to me a few years ago.
     In my family, I am the person who knows more than anyone else about our ancestors. My grandfather used to be this person, as was his father before him. Over time, lots of great stories about our family were collected and passed down. I was so proud of all that my ancestors had done that I decided to keep learning as much about them as I could.
     The Internet has made the search for old records so much easier! While my grandfather needed to use his vacation time to go and do research, I can sit at my computer and find these same records at my fingertips. And one day, in 2006, I found that an old record from the 1770’s was searchable online. I typed in an ancestor’s name, and living in his house in Rhode Island were four enslaved Africans. This was a huge surprise! I think the story made my ancestors feel embarrassed, so they had stopped talking about it, and gradually it was forgotten.
     That there had been slavery in New England was also a surprise. I had thought that slavery only existed in the South. But slavery was practiced in the North for two hundred years! The more I learned about the truth, the more I wanted to know what really had happened. And after a year of researching, I learned that not only did I have several family members who enslaved Africans, I also had an ancestor who was a captain of a ship that brought slaves from Africa. This news was hard to accept at first, and made me feel ashamed about my family.
     But my decision to “seek the truth in love” did not stop there. Because I came to know so much about my ancestor who was a ship’s captain, I decided to go to Africa. I wanted to see with my own eyes the places that he visited. Amazingly, some of the buildings were still standing. Walking in his footsteps made the history come alive even more. The most unexpected thing was that I began to feel different inside. While the story was about bondage, I began to feel liberated from feeling so ashamed... free to talk truthfully about a story that still is so uncomfortable for so many people.
     When I got back home, there was even more work to be done! I wanted to locate a person whose ancestor had been enslaved by my ancestor. I wanted to share all that I had learned, hoping that this information might help this person better understand their own family history. I felt that our two families were already joined by our common history.
     Even though the life stories of African Americans were often not recorded in official public records, I learned that African Americans kept their own records. They did the best they could to leave a trail behind for others to follow. One day, looking at records of my ancestor, I found mention of an African American with the same last name! I began researching him, and gradually, his life story began to emerge. It became clear that he was one of the enslaved Africans from my ancestor’s home. I found out who his descendants were, who their descendants were... and traced that family all the way to the present day.
     A year and a half after I first began seeking the truth, I called Pat, who lived in New York City. I was really afraid she would be mad at me because of what my ancestor had done to her ancestor. But she wasn’t mad at all. She was grateful that I had made the effort to learn as much as I could, and that I was willing to share it all. Pat knew very little about her family history. My information filled in a lot of gaps of missing information.
     Pat and I have become good friends. We refer to one another as cousins. We have since met other people, those with ancestors who were enslaved and those with ancestors who enslaved others—for important and truthful conversation. While the legacy of slavery still makes a lot of people unhappy, we are learning that by being willing to face the truth together, we can build a new legacy. What started out as something so embarrassing and shameful for me now feels very hopeful, and I’ve made a number of great new friends!
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session12/162366.shtml 

3.21: Filling the House (253 words)
A wisdom tale from the northern European countries of Lithuania and Latvia.
     Once upon a time, a farming couple had three sons. As happens in many families, the two older boys often bragged to the youngest about how much stronger and smarter they were. When all the boys grew up and were ready to make their own ways in the world, their parents realized they only had enough resources to build one house, for one of their children. So, they built a brand-new house and told their three sons, “Whoever can fill the house will be the one to own it.”
     The oldest son was sure he could fill it up and claim it for his own. He brought in a horse, a cow, and a pig, but they only took up one corner of the house.
     The second son smiled to himself, because he was sure that he would win the house when he filled it. He brought in bale after bale after bale of hay, but even with all the bales he could find on their farm, it only filled half the house.
     Then it was the youngest brother’s turn. His brothers laughed as they watched him bring in just one small sack. But then the youngest brother took a candle out of the sack and lit it. Light shone brightly from the candle, filling the whole house.
     So, neither of the older brothers, who always thought they were stronger and smarter than the youngest, got the house. It was the youngest brother, who understood what it really took to fill a house.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session13/162079.shtml 

3.22: Building a Beacon (769 words)
     For 24 years, Reverend Don Robinson worked as a teacher. He taught in the Washington, D.C. public schools, in a juvenile jail, and later as a community youth counselor who helped families in their neighborhoods. During that time, he saw children who dropped out of school, some as early as elementary school. From the day they started first grade, some children in the community were already years behind the other students. Some children’s parents could not read and write, and thus could not help their children with schoolwork. Many of the parents had additional challenges that limited their ability to help their children. Reverend Robinson saw teenage girls drop out of school to have babies, who then grew up and dropped out of school, too. He saw teenage boys selling drugs because it was the only way they knew to get money for their families. He saw that these children needed help that many of their parents and schools could not provide. He decided that an after-school study program, with adults to be mentors and help with school work, could make a big difference.
     Reverend Robinson knew he would be better received in the inner-city community where he wanted to begin this program if he was a minister; so he went to seminary and became a Unitarian Universalist minister. But he didn’t want to be the kind of minister who serves a congregation. All along, he knew he wanted to be the kind of minister who does not speak from a pulpit, but instead starts programs to help the community. Being a minister meant that in addition to leading an after-school program, he could officiate at weddings, funerals, and child dedications. He could be someone for people of all ages to come to when they needed to talk about their feelings or figure out a way to solve a problem.
     After he became a minister, Reverend Robinson began walking around areas of northeast Washington, D.C. looking for a community in need of a program like the one he wanted to build. One day, he ran into a policeman whose daughters he had helped to get into a summer camp program. Reverend Robinson explained to his friend what kind of after-school program he had mind. The policeman told Reverend Robinson about space in the Edgewood Terrace neighborhood. So, he talked to the folks that were already sharing the space, and they decided he was welcome.
     Finally, the project was underway. Unitarian Universalists began coming to volunteer. They decided to name the after-school program “Beacon House Community Ministry, Inc.” because they wanted the program to be like a lighthouse that would lead young people to a safe space where they could get help preparing for life.
     People from the UU Church of Rockville, Maryland came to Beacon House and did arts and crafts programs with the children. They helped with homework and wrote checks to support the program. Soon, other UUs became aware of the program, including a community organizer, Bob Johnsen, who helped to get more people involved. Soon after the program started, Reverend Robinson met Ms. Rogerline Nicholson, a long-time neighborhood resident. She was president of the Tenants Association at Edgewood Terrace. She wanted to improve her community for the children and all her neighbors, just like Reverend Robinson. The two became partners in the project and the rest is history.
     Community programs may sound good, but to be good, and do good, the organizers need to listen to the concerns of community members. The residents let Reverend Robinson and Ms. Nicholson know they wanted sports and enrichment programs as well as the tutoring and mentoring programs.
     The Rockville UUs and Bob Johnsen involved more UUs with Beacon House, and Ms. Nicholson got other people living in the community involved. It wasn’t always easy. UUs who were used to planning projects the way they thought was best had to learn to listen to what members of the Edgewood Terrace wanted, rather than just moving forward with their own ideas. Together they all worked to make Beacon House the kind of program Reverend Robinson had dreamed of creating. At Beacon House, more than 600 children each year have gotten homework help, or a chance to play sports or eat a good meal or meet with a mentor or just to have fun. Beacon House successfully brought very different groups together for the good of the children. These groups included people of different ethnicities, income levels, educational levels, and ages. People who might never have even talked with one another learned to listen to each other with open minds and hearts.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session8/229995.shtml 

3.23: Phebe Hanaford Gets the Vote (568 words)
     Young Phebe Coffin stood on a box in the barn, playing preacher to the group of friends she had gathered. Of course, in the 1830s, when Phebe was a child, women ministers were unusual, if there were any at all. Women couldn’t vote, didn’t have the right to own property, and couldn’t attend most universities. But Phebe was raised in a Quaker family that believed in equality for men and women, and her cousin, Lucretia Mott, was a famous advocate for women’s rights. So perhaps it’s not too surprising that the highly intelligent Phebe grew up expecting to make her voice heard. At 13 she started to get her writing published, and at 16 she became a teacher.
     When she was 20, Phebe married a Baptist doctor named Joseph Hanaford, and became a Baptist herself. She started writing books to help support her family, which included two children. Eventually she wrote a total of 14 books, many of which were quite popular. But over time Phebe decided she couldn’t accept Baptist beliefs, and she became a Universalist.
     At her father’s request, Phebe preached a couple of times at the schoolhouse on the island of Nantucket where she had once been a teacher. But it came as a surprise and a rather scary honor when she was asked to fill in preaching for her hero, the Universalist minister Olympia Brown, who was the first woman to be ordained as a minister in the U.S.
     With Olympia’s encouragement, Phebe became a Universalist minister herself. She eventually left her husband, who wouldn’t follow her to Connecticut, when she was called to serve as a minister there. After separating from her husband, Phebe fell in love with a woman named Ellen Miles, and they lived together for over 40 years, until Ellen died.
     While Phebe was serving as a busy and successful minister, she was also very active in working for women’s rights. Her church in Jersey City, New Jersey decided to fire her after her first three years of ministry, even though the church had doubled in size. The church leaders said it was because she was spending too much time working on women’s issues, but Phebe’s letters make it clear that the church was also upset by her relationship with Ellen Miles, who they called “the minister’s wife.” They insisted that Phebe give up both her work for women’s rights and her relationship with Ellen. In response, Phebe, and the people in the church who supported her, set up a church in a hall across the street, and she preached there for several years.
     Phebe continued in active ministry until she retired in 1891, and she spoke at conventions for women’s rights around the country, doing everything in her power to bring women the right to vote. It says something about both her gifts as a speaker and her importance to the women’s movement that she was asked to conduct the funeral services for both Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, the two most famous leaders of the movement.
     Even after she retired from ministry, Phebe remained active and interested political issues. Before she died, at the age of 92, Phebe had the joy of being one of the few women’s suffrage leaders of her generation who lived see the passage of the 19th Amendment. After more than 60 years of work, Phebe finally won the right to vote.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session14/230660.shtml 

3.24: Gandhi’s Truth by Greta Anderson (763 words)
     You have probably seen pictures of the man from India known as “Gandhi:” a skinny, bald-headed man with wire-rimmed glasses, a white cloth wrapped around him. Gandhi made history by practicing nonviolence as a way to confront power. Nonviolent “civil disobedience” is a way for oppressed people to defy their oppressors—and not lose their integrity in the process. It sends the following message to the world: “Look at our truth. We are human beings with dignity and worth. Our oppressors may use violence, but we will not sink to that level.”
     Mohandas Gandhi was not always that man dressed simply in white cloth. As a law student in London and as a lawyer with a successful practice in South Africa, he dressed up in European clothes because he thought it would improve his status, and the status of all Indians. He encouraged Indians to fight for Britain in World War I for the same reason. At the time, India and South Africa were part of the British Empire. Indians in those countries were ruled by a white colonial government, and had very few rights.
     So, who was the true Gandhi? The man in the suit and tie, who promoted military service or the avatar of nonviolence who wore hand-woven cloth and sandals—even when meeting with high officials in foreign lands? Gandhi would have a ready answer. He once wrote, “What I am concerned with is my readiness to obey the call of truth, my god, from moment to moment, no matter how inconsistent it may appear. My commitment is to truth, not to consistency.” But he had to experiment to know what Truth was for him—at each moment of his life. In fact, his autobiography is titled The Story of My Experiments with Truth.
     Here is an example of Gandhi’s “experiments,” from his childhood. He was raised to be a vegetarian; it was part of his parents’ Hindu religion. However, a friend suggested that eating meat would make him strong—and to get strong that way was patriotic. His friend argued that India would never be independent of colonial rule if its people didn’t eat meat. Gandhi saw merit in the argument and tried meat. But he felt shame when he returned home. He saw that the truth of his loyalty to his parents was stronger than his friend’s truth. Young Gandhi swore to never eat meat again, as long as his parents lived.
     Later, he found another truth: the principle of ahimsa that motivated his parents’ Hindu practice. This principle rejects any kind of violence to any other living thing. Vegetarianism became Gandhi’s own moral choice.
     Gandhi was an endless seeker after truth, and approached the task humbly. When Christians sought to convert him, he did not dismiss them; instead, he listened and learned about Jesus. He read the Gospels. He monitored his impressions throughout, using his inner light to sort Truth from mere religion. He read about Buddha and Muhammad as well as Jesus. When he began to investigate Hinduism through books, Gandhi began to more deeply appreciate parts of his native religion. However, some aspects appalled him, such as the slaughter of lambs he witnessed at a temple of the Hindu goddess Kali.
     Other books affected him deeply. Unto This Last, a book by the British author John Ruskin, led Gandhi down the path of simplicity. He saw the practical virtue of simplicity for his people. For instance, if Indians learned how to weave their own cloth, they would not have to buy British factory-made clothes. They could increase their economic independence by making the cloth themselves.
     The important thing to Gandhi was not just to hold a truth as if it were a possession. It was to put truths into practice, literally “try them on” for size. Not only did he wear homemade cloth, he took a spinning wheel with him wherever he went so that he himself could practice what he preached. He embodied the message of nonviolence to such a degree that riots would stop wherever he showed up—no small thing in a country that was both struggling for independence from Britain and painfully divided between Hindus and Muslims.
     Throughout his life, Gandhi influenced millions of oppressed people to stand up for their rights. In South Africa, he united Indians in struggles against racist laws intended to keep them subordinate to whites. In India, he won independence from Britain—without having to fight a war! Gandhi’s strength lay in the power of his example—an example of commitment to finding and practicing Truth.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session10/gandhis-truth 

3.25: Why? A Playlet with Four Scenelets (913 words)
Characters
Scenelet One: Narrator, Parent, Little Kid
Scenelet Two: Narrator, Pediatrician, Parent, Little Kid
Scenelet Three: Narrator, Adult, UU Minister
Scenelet Four: Narrator, Old Scientist, Old Scientist’s Young Friend
SCENELET ONE
     Narrator: A Parent and a Little Kid were at the beach on a nice summer day.
     Parent: Look at the sky! It’s just as blue as can be! It’s a perfect day.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because we won’t get wet.
     Little Kid: Are we going to swim?
     Parent: Sure. That’s why we’re here.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it’s such a hot day. It will feel good to get wet.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it will!
     Parent: Goodness, the sky is getting dark. I think we’d better go.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it’s going to rain. We might get all wet and yucky. Come on, let’s go.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because.
     Little Kid: Because why?
     Parent: BECAUSE I SAID SO!
     Narrator: So, the Parent and the Little Kid went home.
SCENELET TWO
     Narrator: The Little Kid kept asking so many questions that the Parent was getting very flustered. The Parent made an immediate appointment with the Little Kid’s Pediatrician.
     Pediatrician: (to Parent) Good morning. What can I do for you?
     Parent: The Little Kid never seems to say anything except why and what and when and who and where. I don’t think that’s normal and it’s getting really aggravating! And I’m concerned!
     Pediatrician: Well, let’s have a look. (To Little Kid.) Hi, there, Little Kid. What’s the story here? What seems to be going on?
     Little Kid: When?
     Pediatrician: Anytime. Does anything feel strange? Hurt?
     Little Kid: Where?
     Pediatrician: Anywhere.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Narrator: At this point the Pediatrician turned to the Parent and smiled.
     Pediatrician: I think everything is just fine. Young children ask a lot of questions, that’s all.
     Parent: Why?
     Pediatrician: One reason is that they are curious. The world is new to them, and they want to know how it works. Also, questions are a child’s way of making conversation. They don’t have a whole lot to say, but they want to keep talking because that is what other people do. So, they ask a lot of questions. I’m sure things will begin to change very soon. Then the Little Kid will say a lot more, and some of it may be harder to hear than the questions.
     Parent: Why?
     Pediatrician: Kids grow up, that’s all.
     Parent: When?
     Pediatrician: I can’t tell you that. It differs from kid to kid.
     Parent: How?
     Pediatrician: Oh-oh. I think the Little Kid’s questions may be contagious.
     Parent and Little Kid (together): Why?
     Narrator: That’s enough for now.
SCENELET THREE
     Narrator: The Pediatrician was right. The Little Kid did grow up, and eventually became both an adult and a scientist. One day the Adult who used to be the Little Kid went to talk with a Unitarian Universalist minister.
     Minister: Hi, there, Adult. What’s on your mind today?
     Adult: Questions. All the time I have questions. At work. At home. In worship. On vacation. Questions.
     Minister: Any particular kind of questions?
     Adult: Big questions. Like why do I exist? Why did my friend have to die at such a young age? Why doesn’t my UU congregation have all the answers?
     Minister: Because we cannot know for sure the answers to big questions like the ones you just asked.
     Adult: So why come here, if you aren’t going to give me answers?
     Minister: UU congregations and ministers don’t have all the answers to big questions. But we do have responses.
     Adult: Responses? I don’t get it.
     Minister: Responses are ideas about the big questions that help us understand life and its meaning. UU responses help us all to think about the mysteries of life and death, the mysteries of everything.
     Adult: To think about the mysteries but not to solve them?
     Minister: That’s right. And that’s okay with me. I think the mystery is what makes life life. I think it is wonderful. There will always be big questions and there will always be mystery.
     Adult: Maybe you are right. But I have to go to work now. Thanks for your time.
     Minister: You are very welcome. Merry mystery and happy questioning.
     Narrator: So, the Adult went off to work.
SCENELET FOUR
     Narrator: The Adult who used to be the Little Kid went off to work. In fact the Adult who used to be the Little Kid went off to work in a science laboratory over and over again, for many, many years. After a few decades, the Adult turned into the Old Scientist, and the Old Scientist kept right on working. Sometimes the Old Scientist’s Young Friend worried about that.
     Young Friend: How come you keep working, Old Scientist? You are old and deserve some rest.
     Old Scientist: Because I have been trying to answer the same question for decades, and I cannot rest until I find the answer.
     Old Scientist: The question is: What happens when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Young Friend. Oh. Well, good luck with that.
     Narrator: Then one day, success!
     Old Scientist: Eureka! I did it! Problem solved! End of puzzle! Mystery revealed!
     Young Friend: Congratulations, Old Scientist! So tell me! What happens when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Old Scientist: You get a fummagaroochit!
     Young Friend: Wow! That’s great to know. It is also great to know that now you can stop working and get some rest.
     Old Scientist: Oh no. Not yet.
     Young Friend: Why?
     Old Scientist: Because a fummagaroochit is not the only thing you get when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig.
     Young Friend: What do you get besides a fummagaroochit when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Old Scientist: You get a whole bunch of new questions!
     Young Friend: What are they?
     Old Scientist: That’s the first one right there. What are the questions? Another question is: What does a fummagaroochit do? I am just beginning to write down all the new questions. So, pardon me while I run back to the lab.
     Narrator: So, the Old Scientist who used to be the Adult who used to be the Little Kid ran back to the lab. And that’s where you will find the Old Scientist today, still answering questions and creating more, still moving deeper into mystery.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session14/157532.shtml 

3.26: The Brothers (356 words)
     Once there was and twice there wasn’t two old brothers who were inseparable travelers: one was named Life, the other Death. One time, after journeying across a desert, they came to a refreshing green oasis where they were greeted by the spring-keeper.
     “Would you like some cool water to drink?” he asked them. Both the men nodded their assent. Dipping his gourd into the pool, the spring-keeper added, “It is the custom to let the elder drink first. Which one of you is the elder?”
     Life spoke up first. “I am the elder,” he said, stepping forward.
     “No,” Death contradicted, “I am the elder.” And he stepped forward too, next to his brother.
     Life smiled, but said, “That is impossible. Things must live before they die.”
     Death responded, “On the contrary, things begin in death, are born, live for a time and then return to death.”
     Said Life, “That’s not how it works at all. All things come from the Creator, live and then die. Death began after the first creature lived and died.”
     Said Death, a spark in is eyes: “Death is the before and after of all life. Things arise from it and return to it therefore, death is the elder.”
     The two debated like this next to the spring, and had yet to drink a drop of water. Finally, they asked the spring-keeper to judge truly who the eldest was.
     “Gentlemen, I cannot say,” said the spring-keeper. “What you’ve each told me is true.” He looked at the two brothers. “How can one speak of death without life? Death is like a desert until rain falls, then, all the living things sprout miraculously from the rocks and sand.” He smiled. “And how can one speak of life without death, to which all things are certain to return?” The spring-keeper paused. “Neither can exist without the other: the Creator wears both those two masks. Neither of you is elder or younger.”
     He held out a single gourd. “Drink now, together, and go in peace.”
     And the two travelers took the gourd, drank their fill, and headed off in the comfort of each other’s company.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session10/115448.shtml 

      Multigenerational

      Youth
3.27: The Chair Men by Robert Fulghum (521 words)
     We say the young have much to learn, but I find they know and do things unfamiliar to me, so I am pleased to learn from them when I can. Example: Two young college men asked me for a ride, because they were late to work. Their summer construction job was near my office, so I was glad to oblige. On the way I asked, “Besides working hard and playing hard, what’s happening in your lives?”
     They exchanged glances. Then one said, “We’re eating a chair.”
    What?
     Yes. It seems that their college philosophy teacher gave them an extra-credit assignment: Do something unique and memorable—not dangerous or foolish, but something imaginative, inventive, and instructive. Write it up, and explain what was learned and how it might apply to their philosophy of life.
     So. They are eating a chair.
     They bought a plain wooden kitchen chair at an unfinished furniture store. Using a wood rasp, they have been shaving away at the chair, mixing the dust into their granola for breakfast, and sprinkling the dust on their salads at dinner. So far they have consumed most of a leg, two rungs, and a back piece. And while they don’t want to overdo it, the pace is picking up. Still, the project may not be finished before summer’s end, so they may enlist friends, who, it seems, are enthusiastically willing to help eat a chair.
     And yes, they consulted a physician to make sure the wood dust was not harmful. And no, it doesn’t taste bad—especially if they mix in a little cinnamon at breakfast and a little lemon pepper at dinner. And yes, they have learned a few things along the way.
     “Like what?” I asked.
     Like how amazing long-term goals can be achieved in incremental stages. Like how something seemingly idiotic affects your thinking about other things you do. For example, they routinely run about fifteen miles a week to stay in shape— around and around a lake. They wondered where fifteen miles a week would take them if they ran in a straight line. So, they got a road map and have been marking off the mileage, headed south. They could be in Portland, Oregon, in a couple of weeks. But that’s boring, so they have a European map now and are starting out in Vienna headed for Athens. Using guidebooks, they’re figuring out what there is to see and do along the way. They’re touring the world in their minds.
     And, of course, they’re very pleased with themselves. They’re sure they’ll astound the professor when he asks for their report. “We ate a chair.”
     “It will blow the dude away,” said one.
     For all the goofiness of the project, these young men are learning patience and perseverance. Some things cannot be had except on a little-at-a-time, keep-the-long-goal-in-mind, stay-focused basis.
     Love and friendship are like that. Marriage and parenthood, too. And peace and justice and social change. As wonderfully silly as it seems, eating a chair may lead my young college friends to wisdom and nobler aspirations.
     In their foolishness lies the seed of What-Might-Be, little by little.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop9/chair-men

3.28: A Circle of Forgiveness by Rev. Dr. Emily Brault (741 words)
Used by permission. Rev. Dr. Emily Brault is a Unitarian Universalist minister who works as a Chaplain with the Oregon State Correctional Department. Prior to her current position working with incarcerated women, she worked at a juvenile correctional facility. This is one story of forgiveness that has inspired her along the way.
     While I was working at a juvenile correctional facility, I met a 15-year-old boy. We’ll call him Jeremy. Jeremy was in prison for breaking into a church and stealing money. It was a random church. He didn’t know anybody there, had never gone there, but it was an easy mark and he “needed” the money. Who knows what for?
     Toward the end of his sentence, Jeremy had the chance to participate in a Restorative Justice Circle. It turned out that some of the people at the church wanted to meet him. They wanted to hear his side of the story—why did you do it? Why us? And they wanted to tell their side of the story, too—how did Jeremy affect the church? How did he affect the people in the church?
     I was one of the people who helped Jeremy get ready for his circle. At first, Jeremy didn’t understand why the people would be mad at him. He said “it’s not like I stole from somebody, in particular. The church can always get more money. It’s not like it’s somebody’s money.” I tried to explain it to him like this: Imagine that you have two piles of money. One pile is for yourself, for things that you want—maybe a bike or a stereo. And the other pile is for your grandpa. Maybe you are saving money for your grandpa because he needs surgery or he needs glasses, and you’ve been saving money for him for a long time. So now imagine these two piles of money, and I’m going to take one of them from you. Should I take your money, or should I take the money that you have been saving for your grandpa? Jeremy decided I should take his money. When I asked him why, he said, “Because I can always get those things later, but my grandpa needs my help.” “Well, Jeremy,” I said, “when you stole from the church, you stole money that people gave so they could help other people. So you didn’t just steal from one person. You stole from a pile of money that was meant to help many people, maybe people like your grandpa.”
     Jeremy was very nervous about meeting the people that he had stolen from, but he wanted the chance to apologize to them. He was very scared about what they would say, though. Would they hate him? Would they yell at him? He had no idea how they would react. But he wanted to apologize, and he had the courage it took to listen to whatever the people of the church needed to say to him.
     I met with Jeremy the day after the Circle. He was so happy and energetic. “When I got there,” he said. “I was really nervous. All these people were there. The pastor was there, and like five different people from the church. And we all just went around the table and talked. They told me how I had hurt them and how they were still struggling with feeling safe in their church. Some of the people cried. I felt so bad. I cried, too. I told them everything. What I was thinking, why I did it. And I apologized. I apologized for being selfish, and for thinking only of me, and for never thinking about how I might affect other people. I wish I could take it back. I wish I could live that night over and make different choices. But I can’t. All I can do is say, ‘I’m sorry.’ And after it was over, some of the people gave me hugs. I don’t think I’ve ever cried so much, Chaplain! I can’t believe they gave me a hug. And they forgave me.”
     Jeremy was a different person after that. Something changed in him—something big and important. He talked about his experience in that Circle for months. He talked to other guys in the prison. He talked about choices and responsibility, he talked about how our actions affect others even when we don’t know it, and he talked about how grateful he felt that he had a chance to say he was sorry and start again.
     I lost touch with Jeremy after he got out, but he will always impress me. I hope that church was as transformed by the Circle as he was. May we all have the courage to face our hurts with gentleness and hope.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop11/173114.shtml 

3.29: Jim Jones and the Peoples Temple (879 words)
     The Reverend James Jones was a charismatic young man of 24 when he founded the Peoples Temple in Indianapolis in 1955. He preached racial equality, and, amazingly, more than half the Peoples Temple members were of racial minorities—a level of diversity almost unheard of in the 1950s. The church quickly grew to more than 900 members. Jones preached social awareness, too, and the church soon ran a homeless shelter, soup kitchen, food bank, and job placement service. City leaders honored Jones by appointing him to the Indianapolis Human Rights Commission.
    In 1961, Jones had a vision of a nuclear apocalypse. He told members they needed to move where they would be safe from nuclear attack. Jones and about 140 loyal followers moved to Ukiah, California.
     Jones became more protective and controlling. He urged members to live communally and pressured them to give their money and homes to the church. He began punishing those who had contact with “outsiders,” including family members. Jones told parents when and how to punish their children. Eventually, he started publicly punishing children and adults himself, with verbal humiliation or a heavy wooden paddle. Jones’s shift from being kind to controlling was so gradual that the members who were drawn into this oppressive culture were hardly aware of it. No one outside the Temple had any idea what life was like on the inside. Members protected the Temple’s privacy, and armed guards allowed only members inside.
     Peoples Temple was a favorite with California politicians. The Temple provided relief for the poor and voted as a bloc however Jones told them to. By 1970, the Peoples Temple had 3,000 members, and attracted 20,000 to Sunday services at its three California locations.
     Life inside the Temple grew more intense. Jones told frightened members that the fascist American government wanted to gas African Americans like the Germans gassed the Jews; he assured them the Temple was their only protection. Jones punished anyone who disagreed with him—disagreement was betrayal. He required what he called loyalty tests, involving sleep deprivation and physical pain. Pressure intensified for members to give the church all their possessions. Jones said the church would always take care of them. But then, if members wanted to leave, they had no money and no place to go, and they were threatened with physical harm.
     Through all this, Jim Jones still preached love, diversity, acceptance, and a New Eden on earth after the nuclear holocaust he said was inevitable. Members’ hope in the New Eden and their trust in Jones kept most of them in the group willingly. Others stayed because they were scared, or thought they had no choice, or wanted to protect their family.
     In 1973, the group came under investigation, and Jones’s paranoia grew. He told members they needed to be ready to commit suicide as a form of protest. Routinely, the entire Temple membership practiced mass suicide. They lined up to drink cups of “poisoned” fruit drink, then fell down, pretending to be dead.
     Jones dreamed of escaping from prying eyes and interference. The church bought a tract of land in British Guiana, now called Guyana, in South America. A few dozen members moved there and began building their private paradise. They called their little community Jonestown. In 1977, Jones and his closest aides moved to Jonestown. During the next year, more than 900 men, women, and children followed.
     As more people relocated to Jonestown, reports of problems there increased. Family members in the States grew alarmed, reported human rights abuses, and feared their relatives were being kept against their will.
     U.S. Congressman Leo Ryan initiated a new investigation. With Jones’s permission, Ryan and a news crew arrived in Jonestown on November 17, 1978. Congressman Ryan, the reporters, and a camera crew toured Jonestown and interviewed Jones and others. Several families asked to leave with Ryan’s group. Jones agreed to let them go, but a team of Peoples Temple gunmen attacked the entire group at the airstrip, killing all but a few who fled into the jungle.
     When the killers returned to Jonestown and reported that Congressman Ryan was dead, Jones immediately announced that the group had no choice: They had to commit “revolutionary suicide,” right now. If they did not, all of them would be taken prisoner, mistreated, and brainwashed by the U.S. government.
     Jones’s aides mixed up vats of fruit-flavored drink, with real poison this time. Most members drank the mixture willingly. A few escaped by pretending to be dead or hiding. Those who resisted were forcibly killed. Jones himself did not die by poison but from a gunshot wound, although it is not clear whether he shot himself. In all, 914 Peoples Temple members died in the mass murder/suicide; 217 of them were children.
     The Peoples Temple dissolved after this horrific event, but it made a lasting impression on American culture. The term “drink the Kool-Aid,” meaning to completely buy in to something or follow a crowd without questioning, comes from the Jonestown tragedy. It is not a phrase to be used lightly.
     Until the September 11, 2001 attack on the World Trade Center, the Jonestown Massacre, as it is sometimes called, was the largest loss of civilian life in one event outside of natural disasters in American history.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop20/184275.shtml 

3.30: The Binding of Isaac (375 words)
Genesis 22: 1-13 (New Revised Standard Version)
     After these things God tested Abraham. He said to him, “Abraham!” And he said, “Here I am.” He said, “Take your son, your only son Isaac, whom you love, and go to the land of Moriah, and offer him there as a burnt offering on one of the mountains that I shall show you.” So, Abraham rose early in the morning, saddled his donkey, and took two of his young men with him, and his son Isaac; he cut the wood for the burnt offering, and set out and went to the place in the distance that God had shown him. On the third day Abraham looked up and saw the place far away. Then Abraham said to the young men, “Stay here with the donkey; the boy and I will go over there; we will worship, and then we will come back to you.” Abraham took the wood of the burnt offering and laid it on his son Isaac, and he himself carried the fire and the knife. So, the two of them walked on together. Isaac said to his father Abraham, “Father!” And he said, “Here I am, my son.” He [Isaac] said, “The fire and the wood are here, but where is the lamb for the burnt offering?” And Abraham said, “God himself will provide the lamb for the burnt offering, my son.” So, the two of them walked on together.
     When they came to the place that God had shown him, Abraham built an altar there and laid the wood in order. He bound his son Isaac, laid him on the altar, on top of the wood. Then Abraham reached out his hand and took the knife to kill his son. But the angel of the Lord called to him from heaven, and said, “Abraham, Abraham!” And he said, “Here I am.” He said, “Do not lay your hand on the boy or do anything to him; for now, I know that you fear God, since you have not withheld your son, your only son, from me.” And Abraham looked up and saw a ram, caught in a thicket by its horns. Abraham went and took the ram and offered it up as a burnt offering instead of his son.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop6/binding-of-isaac 

      Adults
3.31: Wake Up! by Anthony de Mello (171 words)
     Though everything is a mess, all is well. Strange paradox, to be sure. But, tragically, most people never get to see that all is well because they are asleep. They are having a nightmare.
     Last year on Spanish television I heard a story about this gentleman who knocks on his son’s door. "Jaime," he says, "wake up!" Jaime answers, "I don’t want to get up, Papa." 
     The father shouts, "Get up, you have to go to school." Jaime says, "I don’t want to go to school." "Why not?" asks the father. "Three reasons," says Jaime. First, because it’s so dull; second, the kids tease me; and third, I hate school. And the father says, "Well, I am going to give you three reasons why you must go to school. First, because it is your duty; second, because you are forty-five years old, and third, because you are the headmaster." Wake up! Wake up! You’ve grown up. You’re too big to be asleep. Wake up! Stop playing with your toys.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2302 

4.0: Children’s Books
[bookmark: _heading=h.1fob9te]      Ambiguity
Many of these books have ambiguous endings which are perfect to discuss with children by having them discuss why or what might come next. Other introduce ambiguity in the storyline. 

4.1: I Want My Hat Back by Jon Klassen (2011)
     “The bear’s hat is gone, and he wants it back. Patiently and politely, he asks the animals he comes across, one by one, whether they have seen it. Each animal says no, some more elaborately than others. But just as the bear begins to despond, a deer comes by and asks a simple question that sparks the bear’s memory and renews his search with a vengeance. Told completely in dialogue, this delicious take on the classic repetitive tale plays out in sly illustrations laced with visual humor-- and winks at the reader with a wry irreverence that will have kids of all ages thrilled to be in on the joke.”[image: Amazon.com: I Want My Hat Back: 9780763655983: Klassen, Jon, Klassen, Jon:  Books]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=88j5rucAiP4 (2:55)

4.2: This Is Not My Hat by Jon Klassen (2012)[image: This Is Not My Hat: Klassen, Jon, Klassen, Jon: 8601410460440: Books -  Amazon]
     “When a tiny fish shoots into view wearing a round blue topper (which happens to fit him perfectly), trouble could be following close behind. So it’s a good thing that enormous fish won’t wake up. And even if he does, it’s not like he’ll ever know what happened….”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yzwprmae0JM (2:48)

4.3: We Found a Hat by Jon Klassen (2016)
     “Two turtles have found a hat. The hat looks good on both of them. But there are two turtles. And there is only one hat…. Evoking hilarity and sympathy, the shifting eyes tell the tale in this brilliantly paced story in three parts, highlighting Jon Klassen’s visual comedy and deceptive simplicity.”[image: We Found a Hat: Jon Klassen: 9781406373820: Books: Amazon.com]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=910CfnYRovM (2:52)


4.4: Sam and Dave Dig a Hole by Mac Barnett (Author) and Jon Klassen (Illustrator) (2014)
     “Sam and Dave are on a mission. A mission to find something spectacular. So, they dig a hole. And they keep digging. And they find …nothing. Yet the day turns out to be pretty spectacular after all. Attentive readers will be rewarded with a rare treasure in this witty story of looking for the extraordinary — and finding it in a manner you’d never expect. [image: Sam and Dave Dig a Hole (Irma S and James H Black Award for Excellence in  Children's Literature (Awards))] [Author: Barnett, Mac] [October, 2014]:  Amazon.com: Books]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BwHGSzq_OIE (3:56)


4.5: Bluebird by Bob Staake (2013)[image: Bluebird: Staake, Bob, Staake, Bob: 9780375870378: Amazon.com: Books]
     “In his most beautiful and moving work to date, Bob Staake explores the universal themes of loneliness, bullying, and the importance of friendship. In this emotional picture book, readers will be captivated as they follow the journey of a bluebird as he develops a friendship with a young boy and ultimately risks his life to save the boy from harm.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qXiR-Tu8IQs (animation) (8:40)

4.6: Good Little Wolf by Nadia Shireen (2011)
     “Once upon a time there was a wolf called Rolf - a good little wolf who liked baking cakes and was always kind to his friends. But real wolves aren’t supposed to be good - they’re supposed to be BIG and BAD. Can a good little wolf still be a real wolf? And will Rolf discover there’s something big and bad lurking inside him after all?”[image: Good Little Wolf: Shireen, Nadia: 9780375869044: Books - Amazon]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=C7GXb07RJaw (3:46)


4.7: Waiting by Kevin Henkes (2015)
     “A quiet book but really beautiful and reflective. There is a very quiet meditation on loss that is thrown in there that, in particular, is quite moving.”[image: Waiting - Kindle edition by Henkes, Kevin, Henkes, Kevin. Children Kindle  eBooks @ Amazon.com.]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RIetsKpLtBo (4:36)



4.8: Dragons Love Tacos by Adam Rubin (Author) and Daniel Salmieri (Illustrator) (2012)
     “Dragons love tacos. They love chicken tacos, beef tacos, great big tacos, and teeny tiny tacos. So, if you want to lure a bunch of dragons to your party, you should definitely serve tacos. Buckets and buckets of tacos. Unfortunately, where there are tacos, there is also salsa. And if a dragon accidentally eats spicy salsa . . . oh, boy. You’re in red-hot trouble.”[image: Amazon - Dragons Love Tacos: Adam Rubin, Daniel Salmieri: 8601300500287:  Books]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=J7TY3D4mqL8 (5:45)

4.9: Petra by Marianna Coppo (2018)
     “Petra is a little rock who believes she is a mighty mountain . . . until a dog fetches her for its owner, and she is tossed into a bird’s nest. A mountain? No, Petra is now an egg! An egg of the world in a world of possibility. Until she’s flung into a pond, and becomes an amazing island . . . and, eventually, a little girl’s pet rock. What will she be tomorrow? Who knows? But she’s a rock, and this is how she rolls!”[image: Amazon - Petra: Coppo, Marianna: 9780735262676: Books]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=52nEfdw-RFc (2:37)

      Paradox
4.10: Winston Was Worried by Pamela Duncan Edwards (Author), Benji Davies (Illustrator) (2012)
     “It’s tough being a dog with a splinter in your paw. Poor Winston’s too busy to play with his friends – he is off to the vet with a great big splinter in his paw, and there’s absolutely nothing worse than having a splinter in your paw, or so Winston thinks. But what Winston doesn’t see as he crosses the busy city is that unlike his friends, he’s one very lucky pup! If only he would look around and see the chaos, he leaves behind him . . . but having a splinter can be very distracting.”[image: Winston Was Worried: Duncan Edwards, Pamela, Davies, Benji: 9781405089821:  Amazon.com: Books]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=igV6k3KM-6Q (5:15)

4.11: The Man with the Violin by Kathy Stinson (Author) and Dusan Petricic (Illustrator) 2013
     “Who is playing that beautiful music in the subway? And why is nobody listening? This gorgeous picture book is based on the true story of Joshua Bell, the renowned American violinist who famously took his instrument down into the Washington D.C. subway for a free concert. More than a thousand commuters rushed by him, but only seven stopped to listen for more than a minute. …Dylan is someone who notices things. His mom is someone who doesn’t. So, try as he might, Dylan can’t get his mom to listen to the man playing the violin in the subway station. With the beautiful music in his head all day long, Dylan can’t forget the violinist, and finally succeeds in making his mother stop and listen, too. …With a postscript explaining Joshua Bell’s story, and afterword by Joshua Bell himself.”[image: ]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PAoaCRVgrWI (2:13)

4.12: The Giving Tree by Shel Silverstein (1964)
     “‘Once there was a little tree ... and she loved a little boy.’ So begins a story …written and illustrated by …Shel Silverstein.[image: The Giving Tree - Kindle edition by Silverstein, Shel, Silverstein, Shel.  Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]
     Every day the boy would come to the tree to eat her apples, swing from her branches, or slide down her trunk ... and the tree was happy. But as the boy grew older, he began to want more from the tree, and the tree gave and gave and gave.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-HH-PHw2Uvw (6:26)

4.13: Willie is My Brother by Peggy Parish (Author) and Shirley Hughes (Illustrator) (1989)
     “A girl describes her love-hate relationship with her brother Willy, who calls her a pest, but comes to her defense when another boy calls her the same thing.”[image: Willy Is My Brother by Parish, Peggy: Fine Hardcover (1963) 1st Edition. |  Cattermole 20thC Children's Books]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wT9yyL9Qt5o (6:33)



4.14: I Had Trouble in Getting to Solla Sollew by Dr. Seuss (1965)
     “As our hero struggles to reach the city of Solla Sollew, where they never have troubles, at least very few, we realize that it’s better to face up to life’s problems than to try to run away from them!”[image: I Had Trouble in Getting to Solla Sollew: Dr. Seuss: 8601400264065: Books -  Amazon]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BthLtRiF9NA (13:55)


4.15: The Most Magnificent Thing by Ashley Spires (2013) 
     “The girl has a wonderful idea. “She is going to make the most MAGNIFICENT thing! She knows just how it will look. She knows just how it will work. All she has to do is make it, and she makes things all the time. Easy-peasy!” But making her magnificent thing is anything but easy, and the girl tries and fails, repeatedly. Eventually, the girl gets really, really mad. She is so mad, in fact, that she quits. But after her dog convinces her to take a walk, she comes back to her project with renewed enthusiasm and manages to get it just right.”[image: The Most Magnificent Thing by Ashley Spires, Hardcover | Barnes & Noble®]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Sj6MAmeDh7k (6:44)

4.16: Just Like Me by Vanessa Brantley-Newton (2022)
     “From Vanessa Brantley-Newton, the author of Grandma’s Purse, comes a collection of poetry filled with engaging mini-stories about girls of all kinds: girls who feel happy, sad, scared, powerful; girls who love their bodies and girls who don’t; country girls, city girls; girls who love their mother and girls who wish they had a father.”[image: Amazon.com: Just Like Me (Audible Audio Edition): Vanessa Brantley-Newton, Vanessa  Brantley-Newton, Listening Library: Books]
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=W5y_4PuTIdE (11:13)

5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
5.1: Ladies First from Free to Be, You and Me by Marlo Thomas (3:12)
“This segment is titled, ‘Ladies First’ and is about a little girl who’s convinced that she should always be first, and always get her way.” In the end, this becomes a paradox.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dSuQZx_0q_Y 

6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
[bookmark: _heading=h.3znysh7]6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 11: A Special Jigsaw Puzzle
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session11 
A jigsaw puzzle in pieces is ambiguous since it is not clear how the pieces go together, but as more and more pieces are connected it is easier to work on the puzzle and the ambiguity disappears.
“Participants will:
· Understand that many different kinds of families make up the congregational family, which makes the definition of a family more ambiguous.
· Feel pride in the uniqueness of their own family
· Make the connection that individual families are like pieces of a puzzle that make up the whole congregational family.”
For a story for this session see 3.2, A Penguin Story, which is about Tango. You can also watch a video reading if the boo, And Tango makes three at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bGZHD4SKmQU (6:36)
6.1.2: Session 21: Dreams
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session21 
The meaning of dreams is often ambiguous, as may be clear as the children talk about their own dreams.
“Participants will:
· Explore the feelings associated with nighttime sleeping and dreaming
· Connect the story they read in this session with their sense of comfort and safety at bedtime
· Express images or stories remembered from their own dreams by decorating an engine or car to display in a group ‘Dream Train.’”

6.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 10: Tango
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session10 
Diversity is ambiguous since it is multi-dimensional and can always be deeper and broader than we realize. The paradox of the traditional family is that it can obscure rather than illuminate the true meaning of family.
Participants will:
· Play a dancing game in which they choose partners
· Honor diverse families by making badges recognizing family members and their roles
· Through a story about Tango and her family, learn about family diversity
· Identify some of the elements that bond families
· Discuss how we enter faith families
· Affirm their sense of belonging by telling stories about entering and belonging in their faith family …
· Learn that people fill more than one role in a family.
For a story for this session see 3.2, A Penguin Story, which is about Tango. You can also watch a video reading if the boo, And Tango makes three at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bGZHD4SKmQU (6:36)

6.3: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 3: The Gift Of Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session3/118166.shtml 
[bookmark: _heading=h.2et92p0]The paradox of forgiving someone is that it often frees the person who forgives.
“Participants will:
· Explore the value and the challenges of giving and receiving the gift of forgiveness
· Through role-play, learn to use forgiveness to resolve conflict in their own lives
· Plan consequences for breaking the group covenant
· Reflect on a story in which forgiveness brings peace between friends and helps them accomplish something together”
6.3.2: Session 14: The Gift Of Spirit
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session14 
By definition, the intangible gift of spirit is ambiguous. It can mean different things to different people, and different things to an individual over time.
“Participants will:
· Experience themselves as people who can give and receive the intangible gift of spirit as they learn ways to do so
· Learn and sing the song, “This Little Light of Mine”
· Affirm each other’s spirits and spiritual selves through the beliefs and values continuum game
· Engage in the spiritual practices of chalice lighting, sharing of joys and concerns, and intentional discussion, with a focus on how these acts express a sharing of spirit.”
6.3.3: Session 15: The Gift of Ourselves
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session15 
While we tend to think of a gift as an object that we give, paradox emerges when we become the gift that we give through our presence.
“Participants will:
· Explore the intangible gift of being oneself, and demonstrate how to give this gift intentionally by being aware and present
· Understand that being themselves and paying attention to others around them are gifts they can offer
· Experience the importance and challenge of being centered in oneself, paying attention to others, and responding authentically.”

6.4: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.4.1: Session 4: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session4 
The paradox of forgiving someone is that it often frees the person who forgives.
“Participants will:
· Explore how love and forgiveness connect us, through a sewing project
· Experience a story of forgiveness drawn from Genesis 43:16-46:7 in Hebrew scripture
· Practice using the words of forgiveness “you are forgiven” and “I forgive you,” in a game.”
6.4.2: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session15 
The paradox of caring for the Earth is that we care for ourselves at the same time, but when we only care for ourself, we can harm the Earth as well as ourself.
“Participants will:
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists believe we must show love to the earth because it is our only home
· Learn that each and every human, animal, and plant depends on this one small planet for life
· Understand how taking care with our environment benefits everyone and every living thing.”

6.5: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.5.1: Session 5: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session5 
The paradox of forgiving someone is that it often frees the person who forgives.
“Participants will:
· Participate in the Gems of Goodness exercise
· Hear a story illustrating the act of forgiveness
· Explore the feelings and actions of the characters in the story by retelling key parts of the story
· Make personal connections to the feelings and actions of the characters in the story by using a story theater
· Experience letting go of a held resentment through an exercise with sand
· Share a personal story of an act of kindness done to them through an exercise with clay.”
6.5.2: Session 9: Generosity: Give and Ye Shall Receive
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session9 
The idea that by giving you will receive is called the Generosity Paradox. At a minimum, generosity changes the giver and this can be a gift.
“Participants will:
· Learn an example of generosity from a true story about an Islamic man who gave away caravans of food to hungry villagers during a drought
· Consider the benefits of generosity from the points of view of both the giver and the receiver
· Explore the gifts of time, talent, and mentorship they can offer other children by sharing their home-made modeling dough with a younger group.”
6.5.3: Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session10 
The paradox of caring for the Earth is that we care for ourselves at the same time, but when we only care for ourself, we can harm the Earth as well as ourself.
“Participants will:
· Hear a story that demonstrates interconnections in the web of life
· Explore their own physical balance in an interconnected circle
· Make ‘Live in Balance’ posters
· Learn some things that the Earth needs in order to be in balance
· Practice evaluating whether particular actions will help or harm the Earth”
6.5.4: Session 11: Do No Harm
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session11 
The story in this session ends with a powerful example of paradox. Further, the paradox of nonviolence is that it may have to endure violence to succeed.
“Participants will:
· Hear a story in which the fate of a bird lies in the hands of a boy
· Play a game and name non-violent ways to handle conflict situations
· Make a ‘What Would U.U. Do’ bracelet as a reminder of the importance of making good decisions that reflect Unitarian Universalist values.”

6.6: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
6.6.1: Session 8: Seek Truth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session8 
The paradox of Egbert Ethelred Brown was that he was truer to the principles of Unitarianism than some Unitarian leaders of that era.
“Participants will:
· Learn about the Afro-Caribbean Unitarian minister Egbert Ethelred Brown
· Encounter the complexity of our faith’s legacy — affirming each person’s value and search for truth and meaning on the one hand, yet expressing racial prejudice on the other
· Understand the basic, historical definition of a Unitarian theology
· Have a visceral experience of searching, in a Move It! game
· Experience a treasure hunt that embodies a search for truth and meaning
· Consider their own ministry and calling
· Identify actions they might take that would reflect the signpost ‘Seek Truth’
· Name ways they did or could translate their Unitarian Universalist faith and/or Principles into action.”
For more of the story about Unitarian minister Egbert Ethelred Brown see https://www.uuchurch.org/2021/unitarian-universalist-black-history-egbert-ethelred-brown-and-a-ministry-of-justice/ 
6.6.2: Session 9: Ask Questions
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session9 
Thoughtful questions can advance science, on the one hand, and addressing ambiguity, on the other.
“Participants will:
· Learn about Unitarian Universalist Clyde Tombaugh who dedicated his life to learning about space and discovered Pluto and fourteen asteroids
· Experience hands-on learning about the scale of the planets
· Learn the fifth Source of our Unitarian Universalist living tradition, humanist teachings that affirm the guidance of reason and the results of science and warn us against idolatries of the mind and spirit
· Engage in asking questions to learn more about their peers
· Name ways they did or could translate their Unitarian Universalist faith and/or Principles into action.”

6.7: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.7.1: Session 2: Questioning (Magnifying Glass)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session2 
Thoughtful questions can advance science, on the one hand, and addressing ambiguity, on the other.
“Participants will:
· Discuss the value of using reason to investigate problems, both in science and in society
· Reflect on the variety of ways to look deeper and question as Unitarian Universalists
· Develop questioning skills through play
· Practice looking more deeply at issues through the symbolism of the magnifying glass”

6.8: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.8.1: Session 4: Building A Community Of Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session4 
The paradox of forgiving someone is that it often frees the person who forgives.
“Participants will:
· Practice the skills of offering forgiveness to those who have broken a covenant
· Connect their own thoughts and experiences with a story about a group of Buddhist students’ experience of covenant and forgiveness
· Articulate ways they express and consider ways to enforce the group covenant
· Understand how practicing forgiveness helps heal hurt feelings
· Commit to practicing at home forgiveness skills learned during the session.”
6.8.2: Session 5: The Blessing of Imperfection
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session5 
The story of the water bearer involves a paradox: The imperfect waterpot was perfect because it watered flowers along the path. 
“Participants will:
· Hear a story in which an imperfection was also a special gift that could be shared
· Express, in an art project, their own imperfections in terms of gifts of blessings they can share
· Learn about useful inventions that came about by mistakes or accidents
· Learn that, as Unitarian Universalists, we value the very imperfections that make each individual unique.”

6.9: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 4: Love Your Neighbor as Yourself
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session4 
The paradox of love is the more we give of ourselves in love, the more love flows back to us. The story of the two runners at the Special Olympics exemplify that kind of loving.
“Participants will:
· Reflect on and discuss a story that demonstrates both the ethic of reciprocity and a kind of radical hospitality
· Experience, in games and activities, how affirming one another deepens our connections and builds our sense of community
· Reflect on how radical hospitality enriches our communities and each of us as individuals
· Explore their individual responsibility and practical ways to offer radical hospitality to others.”
6.9.2: Session 11: Science and Religion
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session11 
Science and religion offer us tools to engage the ambiguity that we encounter in life, as does our willingness to seek answers to our questions.
“Participants will:
· Consider the example of Unitarian minister and scientist Joseph Priestley, who refused to give up his search for truth even when threatened with bodily harm
· Identify and ponder their own wondering questions in a guided meditation
· Consider an inherent human need to seek answers to our questions
· Explore the interconnectedness of scientific inquiry and religious beliefs
· Experience how science can help us search for truth by conducting simple science experiments.”
6.9.3: Session 12: Seeing Truth/True Seeing
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session12 
Truth-seeking and truth-telling can address ambiguity and help understand/resolve paradoxes.
“Participants will:
· Articulate ways their own acts of truth-telling and truth-seeking embody a faith covenant
· Reflect on the capacity of ‘hard truths’ to bring discomfort and pain yet also healing and joy, through the Rev. David Pettee’s personal story of researching his family’s history of slave ownership
· Practice discerning truth, by playing the game Two Truths and a Lie
· Embody the ‘tied together’ theme of the curriculum by weaving their own God’s Eyes, an emblem of true seeing.”
6.9.4: Session 13: A Matter of Perspective
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session13 
Different perceptions can create ambiguity, or, sometimes, surface a paradox, as well as shape one’s understanding of truth. 
“Participants will:
· Learn, through responding to a story, how different people involved in the same event can perceive the event differently
· Experience literally (visually) how the viewer’s perspective determines the appearance of an image or object
· Understand that an individual’s experiences shape their unique perspective, which in turn informs their sense of what is true
· Recognize that others, bringing their own perspectives, can hold truths different from someone else’s without being ‘wrong.’”

6.10: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
6.10.1: Session 8: The Power of Listening
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session8  
Asking questions is essential in penetrating the veil of ambiguity, but listening to the answers is equally important in order to discern the truth.
“Participants will:
· Hear the story of Unitarian Universalist minister Don Robinson, who created Beacon House Community Ministries for children and youth, in partnership with members of the Washington, DC community in which it is located
· Practice deep attention and listening through an exercise in which the group counts to ten
· Experience the power of listening and presence, by listening to a partner rant about a pet peeve
· Create “all ears” hats as a reminder to listen actively and deeply.”
6.10.2: Session 14: The Power of Persistence
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session14 
Often ambiguity does not yield to clarity easily, which is why persistence is necessary to pursue the truth.
“Participants will:
· Respond to the persistence of Phebe Hanford, a Universalist minister who worked for women’s suffrage for some 60 years and finally lived to see women get the right to vote
· Experience the effects of patience and persistence, by doing an art project that requires slow, careful work to make incremental changes
· Understand the importance of persistence and patience through enacting a play based on the story ‘The Old Alchemist.’”

6.11: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.11.1: Session 10: To Tell the Truth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session10 
Exploring truth is central to engaging ambiguity and paradox. Further, gossip is often ambiguous and fails to describe the truth.
“Participants will:
· Define truth and explore its importance at several levels
· Learn the role his commitment to truth played in Mahatma Gandhi’s life and accomplishments
· Define ‘spiritual truth’ and discover a range of spiritual truths found in Unitarian Universalism
· Explore the implications of gossip.”
6.11.2: Session 14: Life as Mystery
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session14 
The mystery of life contributes to ambiguity and gives birth to some paradoxes. 
“Participants will:
· Understand mystery as natural and compelling to humans, and an experience celebrated in our faith
· Refresh their thoughts about Big Questions previously posed
· Hear Unitarian Universalist ideas about the nature and importance of questioning
· Identify the Big Questions most important to their lives
· Grow in comfort with questioning, accepting that questions sometimes produce ambiguous, contradictory answers
· Celebrate mystery.”

6.12: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.12.1: Session 10: Right and Wrong Together
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session10 
The sometimes-complex relationship between right and wrong can be ambiguous, which can be muddied further by one’s perception.
“This session will:
· Provide examples of the ever-changing nature of life and matter
· Present examples of the sometimes-complex relationship between right and wrong
· Explore ways that circumstance, detail, and perception affect ideas of right and wrong
· Expose youth to meditation
· Ask youth to design new gods for the modern age.”

6.13: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justice-making for Junior High School Youth
6.13.1: Workshop 9: The Call for Imagination
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop9 
Imagination can be a tool to resolve ambiguity by considering and presenting facts in new ways. Relative to global warming, the paradox of caring for the Earth is that we care for ourselves at the same time, but when we only care for ourself, we can harm the Earth as well as ourself. 
“Participants will:
· See imagination as an important quality in justice making and imagine ways to live out this commitment
· Explore the consequences of choices that involve a lack of imagination and an abundance of it, using global warming as an example
· Dream big about changing the world.
6.13.2: Workshop 11: The Call for Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop11 
The paradox of forgiving someone is that it often frees the person who forgives.
“Participants will:
· See forgiveness as an important quality in justice making and imagine ways to be more courageous
· Learn about different acts of forgiveness
· Consider how forgiveness has affected their lives
· Understand forgiveness as what we give to others as well as ourselves
· Explore forgiveness as a process.”

6.14: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
6.14.1: Workshop 20: Cults: Lose Your Will, Lose Your Soul
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop20 
Cults are often ambiguous, appearing as one thing to recruit adherents, which covers-up a different and more sinister reality. 
“Participants will
· Deepen their understanding of the fundamental human longing for trust and simplicity and how that longing can be exploited
· Better understand abusive behavior, both in an individual and a systems context
· Discuss ways they can avoid becoming involved with a cult and ways to help others who are involved
· Practice countering allegations of cultism concerning Unitarian Universalism.”

6.15: Wisdom from the Hebrew Scriptures: A Multigenerational Program
6.15.1.: Workshop 6: The Binding of Isaac
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop6 
This story reveals that there is a central ambiguity in the Hebrew scriptures: Does God demand sacrifice, or does God promote mercy? And if it could be both, then we have a paradox.
“Participants will:
· Understand of the binding of Isaac story by exploring it from the perspectives of characters in the narrative
· Explore questions and explanations that have been offered for this story
· Respond to the actions of Abraham and of God as told in this story
· Consider wisdom it may offer today
· Connect with people of all ages and be enriched by the different perspectives offered”

6.16.0: Families: A Jr. High School Youth Program that Explores the Diversity, Commonality, and Meaning of Families
6.16.1: Workshop 6: Claiming A Point Of View
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/families/workshop6
The reality that “there is no ‘objective’ point of view” can result in ambiguity, and often does. This can be addressed if we focus on both our and another’s interpretative lens.
“Participants will:
· Value each individual’s perspective as an interpreter of our world and as a teller of our stories
· Develop the ethics of care and responsibility through the intimate and ethical process of representing others in photography and narrative
· Deepen spirituality through engagement with others and through their work with artistic media
· Engage joyfully in the creation of art
· Learn more fully that there is no ‘objective’ point of view
· Learn how the fundamentals of photography translate to our way of living and interpreting the world more generally
· Experience the roles of photographer/artist and storyteller—visual and/or text—within a faith community”

Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: Being a people of Paradox & Ambiguity by Rev. Susan Frederick-Gray
     …In this time of uncertainty, the idea of paradox can be helpful. A paradox is when a seemingly contradictory idea, when more deeply explored, is found to be true. …I am a firm believer that our lives are always more uncertain, ambiguous, and informed by paradox than we like to think. Therefore, these moments when the uncertainty is so present and clear, we have opportunities to grow and develop in how we welcome and live in the midst of the unknown. 
     …The definition being used in the UU White Supremacy Teach-Ins …is “the set of institutional assumptions and practices, often operating unconsciously, that tend to benefit white people and exclude people of color.” It is my hope that as a larger faith community, walking into very difficult conversations in order to guide profound and deep change—that we can foster a greater openness, a willingness to hear the truths we each hold, to hold room for multiple perspectives and yet through listening and a willingness to be changed by our listening, create new ways of sharing, living and practicing our faith. 
     In “Brave Space,” African-American …Micky ScottBey Jones …writes: 
“Together we will create brave space 
Because there is no such thing as a “safe space” 
We exist in the real world 
We all carry scars and we have all caused wounds. 
     There is paradox in these words, particularly in the line that we all carry scars and all have caused wounds. …We live amidst paradox and change, ambiguity and uncertainty, yet this is not an excuse not to act, nor to wait, nor to avoid challenge. 
Source: https://www.phoenixuu.org/wp-content/uploads/2016/02/Paradox-Ambiguity-June-2017.pdf 

7.2: Maybe by Maria Popova (267 words)
     Alan Watts wrote, “The whole process of nature is an integrated process of immense complexity, and it’s really impossible to tell whether anything that happens in it is good or bad — because you never know what will be the consequence of the misfortune; or, you never know what will be the consequences of good fortune. …The parable [he shared] makes the same point….
     “Once upon a time there was a Chinese farmer whose horse ran away. That evening, all of his neighbors came around to commiserate. They said, ‘We are so sorry to hear your horse has run away. This is most unfortunate.’ The farmer said, ‘Maybe.’ The next day the horse came back bringing seven wild horses with it, and, in the evening, everybody came back and said, ‘Oh, isn’t that lucky. What a great turn of events. You now have eight horses!’ The farmer again said, ‘Maybe.’ The following day his son tried to break one of the horses, and while riding it, he was thrown and broke his leg. The neighbors then said, ‘Oh dear, that’s too bad,’ and the farmer responded, ‘Maybe.’ The next day the conscription officers came around to conscript people into the army, and they rejected his son because he had a broken leg. Again, all the neighbors came around and said, ‘Isn’t that great!’ Again, he said, ‘Maybe.’”
     The farmer steadfastly refrained from thinking of things in terms of gain or loss, advantage or disadvantage, because one never knows… In fact, we never really know whether an event is fortune or misfortune, we only know our ever-changing reactions to ever-changing events.
Source: https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/11/06/alan-watts-swimming-headless/ 

7.3: The Inner Work of Holding Paradox by Parker Palmer (251 words)
     If I didn’t have the idea of “holding paradox” to help me understand myself and the world around me, I’d be more lost than I am! For me, holding paradox means thinking about some (but not all) things as “both-ands” instead of “either-ors.”
     So many of our troubles, personal and political, come from either-or thinking. For example, when I’m talking with a person who holds religious or political beliefs that differ from my own, either-or thinking can create a combative situation: “I’m right, so he/she is wrong. Therefore, my job is to win this argument by any means possible.” How rarely such encounters bear fruit!
     But both-and thinking can lead to something much more creative: “Maybe I don’t have everything right, and maybe he/she doesn’t have everything wrong. Maybe both of us see part of the truth. If I speak and listen in that spirit, we both might learn something that will expand our understanding. We might even be able to keep this relationship and conversation going.”
     Think of how much more civil and creative our conversations across lines of difference would be if we thought that way more often! We’d be working to create a container to hold our differences hospitably instead of trying to win an argument.
     Of course, like everything human, this issue begins inside of us, in how we hold our own internal paradoxes. If we can’t hold our inner complexities as both-and instead of either-or, we can’t possibly extend that kind of hospitality to another person.
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/reflections-on-the-inner-work-of-holding-paradox/ 

7.4: Paradox and the Mind of Winter by Sharon Salzberg (254 words)
     Because it is hard for words to convey this paradox, the Buddha often described the nature of existence as being like a rainbow, an echo, a dream, like a drop of dew on a blade of grass, like a flash of lightning in a summer sky. He talked about life as being like a magic show, a phantom, like bubbles in a stream — it all happens, and nothing lasts. To crave, to try to hold on, is to live apart from the truth of how things are, and so we will suffer. To shut down, to not open to the tender beauty of existence, is also to live apart from the truth of how things are, and similarly, we will suffer.
     …When we permit ourselves to loosen our grip on the notion of permanence, we no longer feel a necessary sense of disappointment or failed expectations when it comes to the prospect of “emptiness” or “nothingness.” I am reminded of the Wallace Stevens poem “The Snow Man,” in which he tells the reader: “One must have a mind of winter” in order to behold the “Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is.”
     The image of the “mind of winter” here does not represent vacancy or death, but rather expansiveness and clarity. Stevens empties the traditional image of winter of its negative connotations and instead invites us to find the beauty of paradox in the “nothing that is not there and the nothing that is.” In accepting this paradox, we know freedom.
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/it-all-happens-and-nothing-lasts/ 

7.5: The Paradox of Autumn by Parker Palmer (261 words)
     …In my …experience of autumn, I am rarely aware that seeds are being planted. Instead, my mind is on the fact that the green growth of summer is browning and beginning to die. 
     …But as I explore autumn’s paradox of dying and seeding, I feel the power of metaphor…. If I look more deeply, I may see the myriad possibilities being planted to bear fruit in some season yet to come.
     …This hopeful notion that living is hidden within dying is surely enhanced by the visual glories of autumn. …How shall we understand autumn’s testimony that death and elegance go hand in hand?
     For me, the words that come closest to answering …are the words of Thomas Merton: “There is in all visible things…a hidden wholeness.”
     In the visible world of nature, a great truth is concealed in plain sight: diminishment and beauty, darkness and light, death and life are not opposites. They are held together in the paradox of the “hidden wholeness.”
     In a paradox, opposites do not negate each other; they cohere in mysterious unity at the heart of reality. …In a culture that prefers the ease of either-or thinking to the complexities of paradox, we have a hard time holding opposites together. We want …the glories of spring and summer without the demands of autumn and winter….
     …Autumn constantly reminds me that my daily dyings are necessary precursors to new life. …When I yield to the endless interplay of living and dying, dying and living, the life I am given will be real and colorful, fruitful and whole.
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/autumn-to-cohere-in-mysterious-unity/ 

7.6: The Ambiguity of History by Maria Popova (195 words)
     …Most of our suffering seems to reside in the middle of the spectrum — in our understanding of and orientation toward the selective collective memory we call history.
     …History is not what happened, but what survives the shipwrecks of judgment and chance. Whose judgment? one inevitably asks, and how much room for choice in a universe governed by chance—by randomness and chaos? What, then, do we make of history, and what does it make of us?
     … [Susan] Sontag …insisted that we must know our history in order to rewrite its broken stories, that “you need to know the patterns to see how people are fitting the jumble of facts into what they already have: selecting, misreading, distorting, excluding, embroidering, distributing empathy here but not there, remembering this echo or forgetting that precedent.”
     It strikes me that, today, we see ourselves just as falsely separate from history as we feel ourselves falsely separate from nature. We have artificially islanded ourselves both in the river of time and in the river of being, perhaps because we would rather have illusory stability than bob about helplessly with the unbearable ambiguity and uncertainty that froth the rapids of existence.
Source: https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/01/16/susan-sontag-cioran-history/

7.7: The Power Paradox by Dacher Keltner (256 words)
     Life is made up of patterns. And one pattern …[is] called the power paradox: we rise in power and make a difference in the world due to what is best about human nature, but we fall from power due to what is worst. We gain a capacity to make a difference in the world by enhancing the lives of others, but the very experience of having power and privilege leads us to behave, in our worst moments, like impulsive, out-of-control sociopaths.
     …To outsmart the power paradox, we need to know what power is. …Our culture's understanding of power has been deeply and enduringly shaped by one person—Niccolo Machiavelli—and his …16th …century book, The Prince. In that book the Florentine author argued that power is, in its essence, about force, fraud, ruthlessness and strategic violence. Following Machiavelli, the widespread tendency has been to think of power as involving extraordinary acts of coercive force. 
     …We will be more poised to outsmart the power paradox if we broaden our thinking and define power as the capacity to make a difference in the world, in particular by stirring others in our social networks.
     …Power defines the waking life of every human being. It is found not only in extraordinary acts but also in … [mundane] acts, indeed in every interaction and every relationship…. 
     …Power is the medium through which we relate to one another. Power is about making a difference in the world by influencing others. And such power is given to us by others, rather than grabbed.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2187 

7.8: The Promise of Paradox by Parker Palmer (261 words)
     The notion of paradox was central to [Thomas] Merton …as a lived reality. Given the many apparent contradictions of my life, nothing Merton wrote brought him closer to me …than “…I find myself traveling toward my destiny in the belly of a paradox.” 
     …Merton taught me the importance of looking at life not merely in terms of either-or but also in terms of both-and. Paradoxical thinking of this sort is key to creativity, which comes from the capacity to entertain apparently contradictory ideas in a way that stretches the mind and opens the heart to something new. Paradox is also a way of being that’s key to wholeness, which does not mean perfection: it means embracing brokenness as an integral part of life.
     For me, the ability to hold life paradoxically became a life-saver. Among other things, it helped me integrate three devastating experiences of clinical depression…. …Merton’s lived understanding of paradox came to my rescue. Eventually I was able to see that the closer I move to the source of light, the deeper my shadow becomes. …I am both shadow and light.
     …Merton has a word of hope for us, a paradoxical word…: “…do not depend on the hope of results. …you may have to face the fact that your work will be apparently worthless and even achieve no result at all, if not, perhaps, results opposite to what you expect. As you get used to this idea, you start more and more to concentrate not on the results, but on the value, the rightness, the truth of the work itself.”
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/a-friendship-a-love-a-rescue/ 

7.9: Ambiguous Loss by Pauline Boss (246 words)
     …We don’t just deny death in our culture; I think we deny ambiguous loss that comes with things like immigration. Homesickness comes along with that, and we really want people to get over it. And they don’t. In fact, it’s paradoxical. The more you want people to get over it, the longer it will take for them. And why not remember your former country, your former island, your former culture while you’re learning to fit into the new one? …One can live that way. That may be the most honest way to do it.
     …Ambiguous loss is a complicated loss, which causes, therefore, complicated grief. But it is not pathological. Individually, that is. …It’s a pathological situation. As clients frequently say…, “Oh, you mean the situation is crazy, not me?” That’s exactly what I mean.
     It’s an illogical, chaotic, unbelievably painful situation that …people go through…. And if they have some symptoms of grief that carry on…, there is nothing wrong with them. …The grief is long term. It is chronic grief.
     …Most of the caregivers I have met and studied and treated are not depressed; they’re sad. They’re grieving. This should be normalized. Sadness is treated with human connection.
     …There is no such thing as closure. We have to live with loss, clear or ambiguous. And it’s OK. And it’s OK to see people who are hurting and just to say something simple. “I’m so sorry.” You really don’t have to say more than that.
Source: https://onbeing.org/programs/pauline-boss-navigating-loss-without-closure/ 

7.10: The Ambiguous Liminal Space by Heather Platt (251 words)
     In anthropology, a liminal space is a threshold, an interim space of ambiguity or disorientation that occurs in the middle stage of rituals, when participants no longer hold their pre-ritual status but have not yet transitioned to the status they will hold when the ritual is complete. In liminal space we are between identities, between who we once were and who we are becoming, like the chrysalis stage between caterpillar and butterfly.
     Grief, transition, loss, birth, divorce, trauma, job loss, bankruptcy, marriage, betrayal, relocation, graduation, conflict – nearly every human experience has within it some element of liminal space. The liminal space is a space of openheartedness, when we are raw, vulnerable, and exposed. In order to survive without further wounding, we need a container that will hold us with gentleness and strength, without short-circuiting the process or forcing us into the wrong outcome.
     Holding space isn’t easy and it can make us feel powerless. We want to fix things, give good advice, control the outcome, or avoid the conversation all together.
      In order to hold space for others in our lives, we have to learn to hold space for ourselves first. When we neglect our own needs, we risk burnout, addiction, and other unhealthy coping mechanisms.
     Holding space is what we do in the liminal space when we walk alongside another person (or ourselves) on a journey without judging, fixing, belittling, or shaping the outcome. While supporting their boundaries and protecting our own, we offer unconditional support, compassion, and gentle guidance.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2346 

7.11: Who Am I? Author Unknown (246 words)
     A mother and her young son went to the busy market place and got separated. After frantically searching for her son throughout the market, his mother finally found him playing beside a toy stall "Weren't you worried when you got lost?" cried the mother. The boy replied, "I was not lost, I was here all the time."
     Amidst the anomalies and mysteries of life, we are often dumbfounded and lost. But this is not very surprising considering that even a very basic question -- who are you? -- can quite easily stumble most of us; if we ask someone that question, we are likely to get many different responses. The funnier thing is that the same person will answer differently at various stages of his/her life. This is simple proof of the ambiguity behind this question. In fact, with the advent of Quantum Physics, even science is confused about the question. So, what is the common solution to this enigma? Evading it. Most people just forget about the question and continue with their lives as if the question weren't important. But that seems rather silly; how can one operate something without knowing what it is? Perhaps that is the reason for our misery. Perhaps upon understanding ourselves, we will find the roots of our happiness and sorrow.
     Finding ourselves isn't an external journey; instead, when we find our self within us, we will be reminded of the little boy's words, "I was here all the time." 
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=20 

7.12: Confronting the Paradoxes of Life by Joan Chittister (262 words)
     …We spend our lives in the centrifuge of paradox. What seems certainly true on the one hand seems just as false on the other. Life is made up of incongruities: Life ends in death; what brings us joy will surely bring us an equal and equivalent amount of sorrow; perfection is a very imperfect concept; fidelities of every ilk promise support but also often end.
     How can we account for these things? …How can we find as much comfort in them as there is confusion? These are the queries that will not go away… There is a point in life when its paradoxes must be not only considered but laid to rest.
     …This single-minded concentration on the essence and purpose of life, along with a focus on inner quietude and composure, makes for a life lived in white light and deep heat at the very core of the soul. Centering on the spirits within us, rather than being obsessed with the vicissitudes and petty imperfections of life gives the soul its stability, whatever the kinds …of turbulence to be dealt with….
     …It is the paradoxes of our own times that skulk within us, that confuse us, sap our energy, and, in the end, tax our strength for the dailiness of life. They call us to the depth of ourselves. They require us to see Life behind life. Confronting the paradoxes of life around us and in us, contemplating the meaning of them for ourselves, eventually and finally, leads to our giving place to the work of the Spirit in our own lives.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2314 

7.13: Living with Uncertainty by Christine Carter (251 words)
     Living with so much uncertainty is hard. Human beings crave information about the future in the same way we crave food, sex, and other primary rewards. Our brains perceive ambiguity as a threat, and they try to protect us by diminishing our ability to focus on anything other than creating certainty. 
     Research shows that job uncertainty, for example, tends to take a more significant toll on our health than actually losing our job. Similarly, research participants who were told that they had a 50% chance of receiving a painful electric shock felt far more anxious and agitated than participants who believed they were definitely going to receive the shock.
     It is no surprise, then, that there are entire industries devoted to filling in the blanks of our futures. See, for example, the popularity of astrology apps, or the prestige of management consultancies dedicated to strategic planning. Fundamentalist religions counter anxiety by providing us with unambiguous rules and absolute truths. Conspiracy theories provide us with simple explanations for complex phenomena.
     But sometimes—maybe always—it’s more effective not to attempt to create certainty. Though evolution might have rigged our brains to resist uncertainty, we can never really know what the future will bring. And in improbable situations like the pandemic, which has massively disrupted our routines and utterly destroyed our best-laid plans, we need to learn to live with ambiguity. “Uncertainty is the only certainty there is,” wrote mathematician John Allen Paulos. “Knowing how to live with insecurity is the only security.”
Source: https://greatergood.berkeley.edu/article/item/seven_ways_to_cope_with_uncertainty 

7.14: Loving Paradox by Gunilla Norris (162 words)
     It is a paradox that we encounter so much internal noise when we first try to sit in silence.
     It is a paradox that experiencing pain releases pain.
     It is a paradox that keeping still can lead us so fully into life and being.
     Our minds do not like paradoxes.  We want things to be clear, so we can maintain our illusions of safety. Certainty breeds tremendous smugness.
     We each possess a deeper level of being, however, which loves paradox. It knows that summer is already growing like a seed in the depth of winter. It knows that the moment we are born, we begin to die. It knows that all of life shimmers, in shades of becoming—that shadow and light are always together, the visible mingled with the invisible.
     When we sit in stillness, we are profoundly active. Keeping silent, we hear the roar of existence. Through our willingness to be the one we are, we become one with everything.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=752 

7.15: Practically Preposterous by Pavithra Mehta (244 words)
     …Practically Preposterous…. Just realized right there that that's a Paradox. Practically Preposterous. (And I think I've learned somewhere along the way to pay attention to paradoxes. They put the truth before the explanation and it’s up to us to get from one to the other. And the journey that starts in perplexity usually ends in some form of wisdom). 
     Practically Preposterous ... that's kind of like Mission Impossible. A Mission being something you set out to Do. Impossible being something that just Can't be Done. 
     Practically Preposterous ... and that's actually a double paradox. Because the word Preposterous comes straight from the Latin word "praeposterus"—a curious conjunction of "prae" meaning "before" and "posterus", meaning "coming after." So put them together and you've got the before coming after. And that could mean doing things backwards—or it could just mean starting from where you want to get to. It could just mean Living the Dream instead of Dreaming a Life. And maybe that's what he meant by Being the Change.
     He was—if you think about it—a pretty preposterous man. Gandhiji. Because everyone knew you exchanged blows to fight a battle to win your peace until he came along and placed peace before the battle and the battle before the blows (and the whole point was that you never got that far). Doing things backwards. Practically Preposterous!
     …Maybe part of the problem is we don't prompt ourselves enough towards faith in the preposterous. 
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=742 

7.16: Living at the Right Speed by Carl Honore (256 words)
     Fast and Slow do more than just describe a rate of change. They are shorthand for ways of being, or philosophies of life. Fast is busy, controlling, aggressive, hurried, analytical, stressed, superficial, impatient, active, quantity-over-quality. Slow is the opposite: calm, careful, receptive, still, intuitive, unhurried, patient, reflective, quality-over-quantity. It is about making real and meaningful connections -- with people, culture, work, food, everything. The paradox is that Slow does not always mean slow. As we shall see, performing a task in a Slow manner often yields faster results. It is also possible to do things quickly while maintaining a Slow frame of mind. A century after Rudyard Kipling wrote of keeping your head while all about you are losing theirs, people are learning how to keep their cool, how to remain Slow inside, even as they rush to meet a deadline at work, or to get the children to school on time.
     Despite what some critics say, the Slow movement is not about doing everything at a snail's pace. Nor is it a Luddite attempt to drag the whole world back to some pre-industrial utopia. On the contrary, the movement is made up of people like you and me, people who want to live better in a fast-paced, modern environment. That is why the Slow philosophy can be summed up in a single word: balance. Be fast when it makes sense to be fast, and be slow when slowness is called for. Seek to live at what musicians call the tempo giusto—the right speed.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=494 

7.17: Between Yes and No by Margaret Wheatley (270 words)
     The root of happiness is knowing that everything changes. That's all there is to happiness. It's nothing you pursue. It's living in the constant continual paradox of life.
     The Vedas say that the yes and the no uttered together produce the silence. We spend so much of our time trying to take the yes and the no and resolve it. Instead of being pushed into wonder and not knowing, we have whole explorations of how we deal with paradox, how we live in paradox, how we resolve paradox. The yes and the no, the complete contrariness of life, is actually only meant to move us into silence.
     How many of us have been in search of our purpose? How do we reconcile looking for purpose and being in silence between the yes and the no? We so often get an idea of what our purpose is and then we just run with it. We don't realize that in solidifying the sense of what I'm here to do, we actually have just reinforced our little egos and completely separated ourselves from any further spiritual clarity. …All of those ways in which we're trying to concretize our lives; and we don't understand it because this comes from such a deep need in us to serve and to be available to spirit.
     I think we don't understand how that clarity of purpose separates and divorces us from life and from spirit. The greatest paradox that I live with is wanting to serve, wanting to make sure I don't waste this precious human life and having no idea what I'm supposed to do. 
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=358 

7.18: To Be on a Spiritual Path by Jan Phillips (273 words)
To be on a spiritual path means 
· to live mindfully, paying attention to the signs along the road….
· …to look inward as often as outward, knowing that the externals of our lives are reflections of our thoughts and words…
· …to use the rearview mirror to be sure that the path behind is clear of debris….
· …making peace with our past, knowing our future contains it, and summoning the courage it takes to acknowledge, forgive, and release whatever we have clung to that impedes our movement.
· …to take responsibility for creating our own creed, based on our commitments, and to respect the rights of others to do the same. 
· …to reflect anew on what beliefs we've inherited to be sure they are compatible with our wisdom and compassion.
· …to embrace the mystical paradox that while we are singular, physical beings on this journey, we are also profoundly connected to one another, animated and sustained by the same vast Spirit that abides in the star, the petal of an iris, the howl of the wolf. […]
· …to forgive yourself for wrong turns, for failing to yield, for driving under the influence of others. These are minor and forgivable infractions. The more important rules of this road are to be attentive, to notice when you stray, and to get back on the path as soon as possible.
     We could all use a road map for the journey inward, a guide away from the crowded thoroughfare to the quiet path of our own true calling; a reminder that it is not the destination, but the journey, that is important.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=988

7.19: Coping with Uncertainty by Christine Carter (260 words)
     So how can we best cope when everything feels so out of control? …
1. Don’t resist
     …There is real truth to the aphorism that what we resist persists. 
     …There’s an alternative. Acceptance is about meeting life where it is and moving forward from there.
     …Practicing acceptance in the face of difficulty is hard, and it’s also the most effective way to move forward.
2. Invest in yourself
     …When we underinvest in our bodies, minds, or spirits, we destroy our most essential tools for leading our best lives.
     …I’m suggesting self-care and personal growth.
3. Find healthy comfort items
     One of the most important ways we can invest in ourselves is to comfort ourselves in healthy ways.
     …Make a list of healthy ways to comfort yourself. …
4. Don’t believe everything you think
     …In uncertain times, it’s …important not to believe thoughts that argue for the worst-case scenario.
     …Take a step back and analyze your feelings without ruminating
5. Pay attention
     The opposite of uncertainty is not certainty; it’s presence. 
     …Attending to what is happening within us …allows us to cultivate calm, open-mindedness, and non-reactivity.
6. Stop looking for someone to rescue you
     When we act as though we are powerless, we get trapped in narratives that leave us feeling angry, helpless, and trapped. And …hoping other people will save….
     …When we drop our fixation on the problem, we can focus on the outcomes we desire. 
7. Find meaning in the chaos
     …Meaning and purpose are wellsprings of hope. …A sense of purpose can ground us better than anything else.
Source: https://greatergood.berkeley.edu/article/item/seven_ways_to_cope_with_uncertainty 

7.20: Embrace Paradox by Edward Viljoen (181 words)
     …Mystics embrace paradox. Their practice makes them intensely aware of life's paradoxes. They notice that although everything appears to be part of one unity, life contains many opposites. Everything is united, yet life is made up of endless polarities, such as good and bad, hot and cold, and so on. Mystics sense that things are not immediately what they appear to be and that focusing on the pairs of opposites distracts them from the experience of unity: they understand that reality is larger than the polar opposites that make it up. This inevitably causes them to loosen up and abandon narrow views of right/wrong, good/bad. They adopt an attitude of awe and wonder. I might put these words into the mouths of mystics: "Ordinary goodness is the norm—yet, simultaneously, humanity's free will is capable of producing suffering." Mystics, as Rumi did through his poetry, advise us to practice seeing beyond what can be seen with the physical eye. Close both eyes, he advised, to see with the other eye, and thereby peacefully embrace and see beyond the paradoxes of life.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28165 

8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
8.1: A Chorus of Faiths: A Program That Builds Interfaith Youth Leaders
8.1.1: Workshop 4: It Matters What We Believe
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop4
Working in interfaith and multicultural settings can be challenging and, often, ambiguous because of visible and invisible diversity as well as mistakes that may occur.
“Participants will:
· Build their religious literacy and acquire tools to seek information about different religions in the future
· Learn how to recognize and work through mistakes they might make while working with interfaith and multicultural groups
· Explore the challenges of working in groups with diverse and occasionally contradicting beliefs
· Experience and reflect on an opportunity to use someone else’s story
· Reflect on ways to create a safe space for interfaith work.”

8.2: Exploring Our Values Through Poetry: A Program for High School Youth
8.2.1: Workshop 4: Who and What Guides Us?
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/poetry/workshop4 
Poetry is a province of ambiguity and paradox in its quest to explore the human condition.
“Participants will:
· Acknowledge and honor sources of guidance in their lives
· Experience poetry that illuminates the teacher/student relationship in new ways
· Express, through poetry, a lesson learned from a guide in their life”

8.3: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
[bookmark: _heading=h.tyjcwt]8.3.1.: Workshop 9: Tolerance
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop9 
Diversity is ambiguous since it is multi-dimensional and can always be deeper and broader than we realize. Tolerance can be difficult as more intolerant environments emerge. For Audre Lorde, this is the paradox: “It is not our differences that divide us. It is our inability to recognize, accept, and celebrate those differences.”
“Participants will:
· Understand the historical roots of the theology of tolerance and how that term was radical for its time
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists have had both successes and failures living up to their ideals of justice
· Identify how tolerance is expressed in their own lives and their religious communities
· Develop tools for interacting with others with diverse identities and learn strategies for being themselves in intolerant environments.”

8.4: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
8.4.1: Workshop 11: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop11 
The paradox of forgiving someone is that it often frees the person who forgives.
“Participants will:
· Explore the meaning of “forgiveness”
· Discuss a dilemma that calls for forgiveness
· Examine their own history of forgiveness and commit to the future practice of forgiveness in their lives.”

8.5: Videos to Prompt Discussion
See section 10.0 below 

     Adults
8.6: What We Choose: An Adult Program on Ethics for Unitarian Universalists
8.6.1: Workshop 5: Natural, Legal, and Human Rights
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/ethics/workshop5 
The spiritual preparation for this workshop asks: If you have to choose one side or the other on an issue, and no gray area is allowed, are you stymied? In what ways do we use ambiguity to protect us from having to move on issues? See https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/ethics/workshop5/191852.shtml 
“Participants will:
· Learn about rights-based ethics and differentiate between natural rights, legal rights, and human rights
· Identify situations in which they already engage in this form of ethical decision making
· Consider the source or authority upon which they base their affirmation and/or support of particular rights
· Explore situations where rights claims are in conflict and consider how to prioritize conflicting claims.”

9.0: Popular Music
9.1Ain’t We Crazy by Harry McClintock, 1928 (2:51)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VCVGCpnMLj0 
See lyrics at http://dmdb.org/lyrics/aint.we.crazy.html 
9.2: Ambiguity Song by Camper Van Beethoven (2:30) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oWHA-bNHp7A 
9.3: So Cold I Could See My Breath with lyrics by Emery (3:32)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ArTi_Cai2xA 
9.4: Paradox Drive by Peter Hammill (4:36)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=o0dYjaggheU 
9.5: The Human Paradox by Dynazty (4:24)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=B_8y-lmm08E 
9.6: Give One Heart by Linda Ronstadt (4:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CNbyqkXdF_0 
9.7: Paradox with lyrics by Ellie Holcomb (3:44)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=liVIdsxrIyk 
9.8: Paradise by Coldplay (4:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1G4isv_Fylg 
9.9: The Paradox of Boredom by Eclecta (2:16) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mzLC_5Mq_Zs 

10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
[bookmark: _heading=h.3dy6vkm]10.1: Navigate Ambiguity by Hasso Plattner Institute of Design at Stanford Stanford (aka d. school) (3:45)
     “Stanford students share how a learning experience at the Stanford d.school changed their thoughts and feelings on how to navigate ambiguity.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/273804089 

10.2: Dealing With Ambiguity by Bill Crawford, Ph.D. (4:54)
     “The secret to happiness is a high tolerance for ambiguity.”  Sam Buser, Ph.D.
     “I’m not absolutely sure that Sam is the original source for this quote, but he is the professor I first heard it from when I was getting my Ph.D. about 25 years ago. Ever since then, I have reminded myself of the wisdom of this quote when I find myself in situations that aren’t going exactly as planned, or when I am being asked to change my plans or adapt to others change of plans at the last minute.”
Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l15DRMkt9pk 

10.3: The difference between ambiguity and uncertainty by David Wilkinson (5:28)
     “This short video explains the difference between ambiguity and uncertainty and explores briefly the effects of ambiguity and uncertainty on people.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/113089554 

10.4: What is a Paradox? by Jen D’Amore (1:57)
Definition and examples of paradox.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tye7vejSY7k 

10.5: What Is A Paradox by Mrs. Gehres (4:53)
A teacher’s take on paradox.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mqXjJu_O1l8 

10.6: BLGO (Black Greek Letter Organizations) Ideology: Low Tolerance for Ambiguity v. High Tolerance for Ambiguity by Gregory Scott Parks (2:08)
     “Within BGLOs, to what extent are we looking for solid answers to the challenges we face, or how comfortable are we with questions that beget answers that beget many more questions?”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/273959122 

10.7: The Paradoxes of Life by Aperture (12:42)
     Explores some paradoxes in popular culture.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mS5eEhLN57s 

      Ted Talks
10.8: Uncertainty Tolerated: The Surprising Clarity when Managing Ambiguity by Cyrus Aram (14:58)
“Cyrus Aram invites use to feel emotions that we are often uncomfortable accepting—fear, frustration, uncertainty - and asks us to become comfortable in ambiguity. Beyond just the individual level, Cyrus explains how ambiguity is all around us and how we can become more confident in ambiguity, even if we do not find the clarity we are searching for.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dCSZH79oqzA 

10.9: Embracing Ambiguity by Natalie Bowker (14:55)
     “Natalie Bowker has had a wide range of experiences that have led her to think deeply about loss, and even further, into ambiguous loss - what it means to grieve something we can’t define. During her talk, she encouraged all to embrace the ambiguity in our lives.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9nC_3OGY-ls 

10.10: Tolerating ambiguity—being OK with not knowing! by Miriam Giguere (17:20)
     “How does it feel when you don’t have an answer to a question? Uncertainty is not necessarily a bad thing. Find out why.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RZ0tS2vBEIA 

10.11: The paradox of choice by Barry Schwartz (20:22)
     “Psychologist Barry Schwartz takes aim at a central tenet of western societies: freedom of choice. In Schwartz’s estimation, choice has made us not freer but more paralyzed, not happier but more dissatisfied.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VO6XEQIsCoM 
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