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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: A Spacious Welcome by Rev. Shari Woodbury (133 words)

1.2: Come Into This Place by Rev. Margaret Weis (97 words)

1.3: Let There Be Joy by Rev. Carl Seaburg (56 words)

1.4: Let Us Sing a Song to the Eternal by Eric Williams (98 words)

1.5: Music Arises by Arlen Goff (129 words)

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

1.7: We gather here to seek unity of spirit by Rev. John C. Morgan (73 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Share Happiness by Atticus Palmer (80 words)

2.2: Deep Calls Unto Deep, Joy Calls Unto Joy by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (52 words)

2.3: Exploring Who We Are by Melanie Davis (98 words)

2.4: There is Light by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (56 words)

2.5: O Light of Life by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (30 words)

2.6: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Rev. Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)

2.7: Thirsty by Rev. Gregory Pelley (66 words)

2.8: Warmth, Joy, Togetherness by Ben Soule (34 words)

2.9: We Take Time to Remember by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (81 words)

2.10: In Remembrance and In Hope by Dale Hudson (36 words)

3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #29 Joyful, Joyful We Adore Thee
3.2: SLT #30 Over My Head
3.3: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere
3.4: SLT #100 I’ve Got Peace Like a River
3.5: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.6: SLT #327 Joy, Thou Goddess

3.7: SLT #356 Will You Seek in Far-Off Places?

     Singing the Journey 

3.8: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.9: STJ #1021 Lean on Me
3.10: STJ #1060 As We Sing of Hope and Joy
     Popular Music

3.11: Over The Rainbow & What A Wonderful World Medley by Israel Kamakawiwo'ole (5:05)

3.12: Happy by Pharrell Williams (4:06)

3.13: Three Little Birds (Bob Marley) feat. Baaba Maal by Playing For Change (4:42)

3.14: Don't Worry, Be Happy by Bobby McFerrin (3:51

3.15: Don't Worry Be Happy (Bobby McFerrin) | Playing For Change (3:59) 
3.16: I Still Haven’t Found What I’m Looking For by Playing For Change (5:35)

3.17: Celebration (Kool and The Gang) by Playing For Change (3:52)

3.18: What a Wonderful World (Louis Armstrong) | Playing For Change (3:40)

3.19: We Found Love by Lindsey Stirling wit Alisha Popat and Mackenzie Madsen (4:26)

3.20: Joy Comes Back by Ruthie Foster (4:36)

3.21: It's a Beautiful Morning by The Rascals (2:36)

3.22: Joy to the World by Three Dog Night (3:10)
3.23: Happiness by Taylor Swift (5:17)
3.24: Walking On Sunshine by Katrina & The Waves (3:48)

3.25: Best Day Of My Life by American Authors (3:40)

3.26: Better When I'm Dancin' by Meghan Trainor (2:56)

3.27: Can't Stop the Feeling! by Justin Timberlake (4:45)

3.28: Paradise by Coldplay (4:20) 

3.29: It's a Wonderful Life by John Lucas (4:09)

3.30: Good Life by One Republic (4:08)

3.31: Surprised by the Joy by Richard Ashcroft (6:00)

3.32: Be Happy by Max Weigert (2:15) 

3.33: Happiness Is by The Verve Pipe (4:32)

3.34: Joy by Rend Collective (4:07)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Clowning for Joy in Haiti by Sarah Liane Foster
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Brick by Brick by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (431 words)

5.2: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)

5.3: Let Us Make This Earth a Heaven by Rev. Tess Baumberger (224 words)

5.4: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan Walker (155 words)

5.5: Advent by Rev. David O. Rankin (130 words)

5.6: Breath Meditation by Samuel Trumbore (147 words)
5.7: Here in this space we are gathered by Rev. Maureen Killoran (260 words)
5.8: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)

5.9: May you rest in the grace of the world by Rev. Martha L. Munson (153 words)
5.10: Meditation for Beginning by Judith Quarles (128 words)
5.11: Meditation on Winter Celebrations by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (175 words)

5.12: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon B McKeeman (135 words)

5.13: My Commitments to Myself by Rev. Laura Mancuso (328 words)

5.14: We Matter (Joys and Sorrows Meditation) by Rec. Jennifer Gracen (145 words)

6.0: Prayers

6.1: Giving Ourselves to Life by Rev. Helen Lutton Cohen (171 words)
6.2: Oh Divine Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (268 words)
6.3: A Prayer for Our Children by Rev. Lindsay Bates (182 words)
6.4: Solstice Prayer by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (196 words)
6.5: To Savor the World or Save It by Rev. Richard Gilbert (213 words)
6.6: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)

6.7: May We Find Peace by Rev. Tess Baumberger (204 words)
6.8: Singing in the Night by Rev. David O. Rankin (137 words)

6.9: We give thanks for this day by Rev. Paul L'Herrou (151 words)

6.10: Prayer for joys and concerns by Rev. Tess Baumberger (48 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #466 Religion by Vincent Silliman

7.2: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George Odell
7.3: SLT #515 We Lift Up our Hearts in Thanks by Rev. Richard Fewkes
7.4: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver
7.5: SLT #558 For Everything A Season from Ecclesiastes 3
7.6: SLT #571 Universal Ministry from Isaiah 61
7.7: SLT #612 Fearful Joy by Rabindranath Tagore
7.8: SLT #643 Shout for Joy from Psalm 65
7.9: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry

7.10: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry

7.11: SLT #653 Reflections on the Resurgence of Joy

8.0: Readings
8.1: Praise by Rev. Burton Carley (149 words)

8.2: Embodied, Connected Pleasure by Adrienne Maree Brown (127 words)
8.3: Credo for New Apostles by Rev. Eliot Brian Chenowith (113 words)
8.4: i thank You God for most this amazing by e. e. cummings (166 words)

8.5: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (103 words)
8.6: Morning Poem by Mary Oliver (143 words)

8.7: Fearful Joy by Rabindranath Tagore (81 words)

8.8: In Time Of Silver Rain by Langston Hughes (84 words)
8.9: No Greater Joy by Jon Krakauer and Christopher McCandless (147 words)

8.10: To every thing there is a season (158 words)

8.11: On Joy and Sorrow by Kahlil Gibran (235 words)
8.12: Make the Ordinary Come Alive by William Martin (82 words)
8.13: Expect Life! by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (167 words)
8.14: For the Flowers have the Gift of Language by Rev. Richard Gilbert

8.15: Grounded Someplace Deeper by Rev. Mark Ward (189 words)
8.16: Hopping over the Surface of Life by Rev. Doug Kraft (219 words)
8.17: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
8.18: If I Should Die (and I will someday) by Ken Nye (308 words)
8.19: In Celebration of the Winter Solstice by Stephanie Noble (243 words)

8.20: What is the Meaning of Winter Solstice? by Elizabeth Dale (181 words)

8.21: Embrace by Rev. David Ruffin (553 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)

9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)

9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)

9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)

9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)

9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)

9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
9.9: Shape a New World by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)

9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: In the river, the water continually flows by Rev. John Morgan (28 words)
10.2: May we never rest by Rev. John Cummins (51 words)
10.3: Bring Happiness by Rev. Barbara Cheatham (54 words)

10.4: Gathered Community by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (51 words)
10.5: May Our Lives by Rev. Chris Rothbauer (34 words)
10.6: May the blessings of life be upon us by Rev. Gary Kowalski (52 words)
11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
11.1: The Promise and the Practice: Black Joy by Kimberly Quinn Johnson (source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/promise-and-practice-joy-unspeakable-reading) (678 words)
11.2: Making A Place for Joy by Rev. Kevin Carson (Excerpt, full text at https://www.chestervtuu.org/past-sermons/2016/12/12/making-a-place-for-joy-kevin-carson) (1,075 words)
11.3: Joy Anyway by Rev. Janet Parsons (862 words)
(Excerpt, full text at https://www.gloucesteruu.org/home-page/worship-music/sermons-worship-music/joy-anyway/)
11.4: Happiness by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (Excerpt, full text at Source: https://uuyo.org/sermon-june-11-2017-happiness-index/) (1,050 words)
11.5: May Joy Be Yours in the Morning by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (source: Touchstones) (1,012 words)

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: A Spacious Welcome by Rev. Shari Woodbury (133 words)

This opening was written for two voices, as indicated below.

1: Welcome, who come in friendship who long for genuine community...

2: May you be graciously received here as your authentic self.

1: Welcome, who come in curiosity, full of questions or simply open...

2: May you embrace wonder and encounter new delights.

1: Welcome, who come heavy with fatigue, weary from the troubles of the world or the troubles of your particular life...

2: May you rest and be filled in this sacred space.

1: Welcome, who come with joy for flowing rivers and gentle breeze, for changing skies and great trees...

2: May the grace of the world leave a lasting imprint in you.

1: Welcome, who come with thanks for the altruism of the earth and the gift of human care...

2: May your grateful heart overflow and bless those around you.

BOTH: Come, let us celebrate together this wondrous life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/spacious-welcome 

1.2: Come Into This Place by Rev. Margaret Weis (97 words)

     Come into this place with your whole self – the parts that are raw and exposed;

the part that is beaming with joy;

the part that is seeking the truth, the new, the possibility.

     Come into this place – open your heart, lay down your burden, lift up your hope – for something new to happen.

     Come into this place, with fellow travelers on the journey –

some faces new

and others familiar

and all welcoming you here – now, to this moment.

     Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-place 

1.3: Let There Be Joy by Rev. Carl Seaburg (56 words)

Let there be joy in our coming together this morning.

Let there be truth heard in the words we speak

and the songs we sing.

Let there be help and healing for our disharmony and despair.

Let there be silence for the voice within us and beyond us.

Let there be joy in our coming together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5359.shtml 

1.4: Let Us Sing a Song to the Eternal by Eric Williams (98 words)
Call to sing joyfully to fulfill our role as part of creation

Let us sing a song to the Eternal.

Let the earth and her children break forth in song.

Let the sky and its creatures in chorus reply.

Let the sea and all that is within it sound out praise.

     Let the storms raise their voices, the river clap their hands, and the mountains echo a verse from their rocky peaks.

     May we who are gathered here this morning sing with great rejoicing so that we can fulfill our part in the great choir of all Creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/let-us-sing-song-eternal 

1.5: Music Arises by Arlen Goff (129 words)

     music arises from depths unknown

often without words but never without meaning

     and spirit rises from deep within me

seducing my body to join the song

first a tremor in the soul, then tapping of toes

breath aligns with breath, heart beats in syncopation

and a stuttering buzz in my throat becomes a hum

     breath with breath, beat with beat

and music and spirit arise together!

wed with faith and hope and love and pow’r

a song is born, bursting from my lips

in sweet, sonorous symphony

     a melody joining with other souls

perhaps in tune, perhaps not

but a song still, arising from deep within

and from... community

     spirit moves, soul births song

and hope fills life

and I am not alone

how can I keep from singing?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/music-arises 

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

Wind that whispers through the willow trees

Sun that sustains us

Water that washes over willing earth and weathered stones

A smile shared and savored

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

The quiet joy of gathered community

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

     May this spirit infuse our hearts, fill our souls, and carry us forward like a wave on the ocean as we enter now into this sacred time and space.

Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/wind-water-sun 

1.7: We gather here to seek unity of spirit by Rev. John C. Morgan (73 words)
We gather here to seek unity of spirit in the midst of diversity,
to heal the wounded and confront the oppressor,
to instill joy and confidence in our children,
to grow in mind, body, and spirit ourselves,
and to bear witness to the transforming power of love
beyond which not a single atom nor soul is lost forever.
Thus do we covenant with each other
in the presence of that which is holy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5843.shtml
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Share Happiness by Atticus Palmer (80 words)
We call this light before us in hope that we may always remain a strong community,

working together to make the world a better place.

When we are grieving or sad,

When we are challenged,

When we need help,

This flame guides us out of the darkness.

When we are cheerful,

When we celebrate,

When we accomplish a great task,

When we return to a place that makes us happy,

The chalice reminds us to share our happiness with others.

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

2.2: Deep Calls Unto Deep, Joy Calls Unto Joy by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (52 words)

Deep calls unto deep, joy calls unto joy, light calls unto light.

Let the kindling of this flame rekindle in us the inner light of love, of peace, of hope.

And "as one flame lights another, nor grows the less,”

we pledge ourselves to be bearers of the light, wherever we are.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/deep-calls-unto-deep 
2.3: Exploring Who We Are by Melanie Davis (98 words)
     Under the right circumstances, playing with fire is a delight—imagine being gathered round a firepit as the crackling flames invite us to sing, dance, and roast a marshmallow or two.

     Our chalice also invites us to play, although with ideas rather than with marshmallows. The flame encourages us to explore who we are, who our neighbors are, and where we are on our spiritual journeys.

     Today, we light this chalice in the spirit of play. Let us trust the light to guide us in this hour and in the days to come, finding joy along the way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/exploring-who-we-are 

2.4: There is Light by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (56 words)

     In the mystery of life about us there is light.

It gives us a place to be, to grow, to rejoice together.

It opens the pathways to love.

     In this place of friendship there is freedom.

Let the light we kindle go before us,

Strong in hope, wide in good will,

Inviting the day to come.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/mystery-life-about-us-there-light 
2.5: O Light of Life by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (30 words)

O light of life,

Be kindled again in our hearts

As we meet together this morning

To celebrate the joy of human community

Seeking a wholeness that extends beyond ourselves.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/o-light-life 

2.6: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Rev. Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)
Joy and grief

Health and sickness

Light and Darkness

Peace and anger

Life and death

Wholeness and brokenness

We each bring all of these here to this sanctuary of unity in diversity

For this one hour of this one day

And pour them out

Commingling the oil of our lives

To become the flame of this chalice

The symbol of our shared living faith
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-our-shared-faith 
2.7: Thirsty by Rev. Gregory Pelley (66 words)

     And so, we gather, from the ebb and flow of our lives

Thirsty for connection to ourselves

Thirsty for connection to others

Thirsty for connection to the larger life.

     As we light this chalice

May all who gather here be filled:

Filled with joy and hope

Filled with compassion and love

     Here, may we be filled

So that we may pour ourselves out

into the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/thirsty 

2.8: Warmth, Joy, Togetherness by Ben Soule (34 words)

Out of the darkness, light.

Out of the light, warmth.

Out of the warmth, joy.

Out of the joy, togetherness.

May this flame hold us

for the time we are here with one another.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/warmth-joy-togetherness 

2.9: We Take Time to Remember by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (81 words)
     We take time to remember

The ancestor’s journey

Lit by a thousand stars

What the wilderness taught them

“Blessed art thou oh lord”

Trust in the path

Celebrate with joy

     What might the wilderness teach us

Where can we pray to our thousand stars

To feel our own life’s blessings

To know our own journey

Lit from within

We take time to remember

and celebrate with joy

     We light out chalice in honor of this celebration of journey, ancestors and joy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-take-time-remember-0 
2.10: In Remembrance and In Hope by Dale Hudson (36 words)
     This is a house of reflection and contemplation, of joy and sorrow, friendship, sharing and laughter.

     We light this chalice in remembrance of what we have been and in the hope of what we may become.

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

3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #29 Joyful, Joyful We Adore Thee
3.2: SLT #30 Over My Head
3.3: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere
3.4: SLT #100 I’ve Got Peace Like a River
3.5: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.6: SLT #327 Joy, Thou Goddess
3.7: SLT #356 Will You Seek in Far-Off Places?
     Singing the Journey 

3.8: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.9: STJ #1021 Lean on Me
3.10: STJ #1060 As We Sing of Hope and Joy
     Popular Music

3.11: Over The Rainbow & What A Wonderful World Medley by Israel Kamakawiwo'ole (5:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z26BvHOD_sg 
3.12: Happy by Pharrell Williams (4:06)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=y6Sxv-sUYtM 

3.13: Three Little Birds (Bob Marley) feat. Baaba Maal by Playing For Change (4:42)

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

3.14: Don't Worry, Be Happy by Bobby McFerrin (3:51

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d-diB65scQU 

3.15: Don't Worry Be Happy (Bobby McFerrin) | Playing For Change (3:59) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uWXUWepSak4 
3.16: I Still Haven’t Found What I’m Looking For by Playing For Change (5:35)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WJsWWTpagUQ 
3.17: Celebration (Kool and The Gang) by Playing For Change (3:52)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8Lu41LulQos 

3.18: What a Wonderful World (Louis Armstrong) | Playing For Change (3:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ddLd0QRf7Vg 

3.19: We Found Love by Lindsey Stirling wit Alisha Popat and Mackenzie Madsen (4:26)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0g9poWKKpbU 
3.20: Joy Comes Back by Ruthie Foster (4:36)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZXp4BfMtQ-c 

3.21: It's a Beautiful Morning by The Rascals (2:36)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=64uikGn-q3k 

3.22: Joy to the World by Three Dog Night (3:10)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=M9uoq9gfeL0 
3.23: Happiness by Taylor Swift (5:17)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tP4TTgt4nb0 

3.24: Walking On Sunshine by Katrina & The Waves (3:48)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iPUmE-tne5U 

3.25: Best Day Of My Life by American Authors (3:40)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y66j_BUCBMY 

3.26: Better When I'm Dancin' by Meghan Trainor (2:56)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pkCyfBibIbI 

3.27: Can't Stop the Feeling! by Justin Timberlake (4:45)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ru0K8uYEZWw 

3.28: Paradise by Coldplay (4:20) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1G4isv_Fylg
3.29: It's a Wonderful Life by John Lucas (4:09)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Aq_E2smECEU 

3.30: Good Life by One Republic (4:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jZhQOvvV45w 
3.31: Surprised by the Joy by Richard Ashcroft (6:00)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xpL3yzZdUQs 
3.32: Be Happy by Max Weigert (2:15)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nne3UgK1Nwg 

3.33: Happiness Is by The Verve Pipe (4:32)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=btvAKDZUEOE 
3.34: Joy by Rend Collective (4:07)

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

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Clowning for Joy in Haiti by Sarah Liane Foster
August 21, 2009, journal entry

     [I am Sarah Foster and I am a lifelong Unitarian Universalist. I believe that,] Laughter is a critical way to heal trauma…. Kids need to laugh and play. And all kids deserve joy. All kids. Everywhere. [And that is our job as Clowns Without Borders.]

     To get to our first show of the day, we are to parade for half an hour up an enormous hill. When we climb out of the car and into the heat of the sun at the bottom of the hill, a group of kids starts to form around us. I look at them, look away, and quickly look back again with wide eyes. They smile. I do it again and they laugh. I walk with a funny walk around to the back of the car and the women across the street laugh. They watch me put together my trombone, piece by piece. Tim hangs his battered bucket drum around his neck. Suzanne has the bubble-making bear. …

     Today, we are going into Martissant, one of the most dangerous areas of Port-au-Prince…. …Over 100,000 people live in houses made of cement blocks, tarps and rusty tin stacked up the hill as high as we can see.

     …The high levels of poverty and violence here make it feel more important than ever that we do a fantastic show today….

     Kids pile around us as we parade up the hill. They pop out of doorways and join the crowd. Some women dance to the music as we go by. When I dance, they laugh. …I feel like I am half pulling a pile of kids up a giant hill, half being supported up the hill by them.

     “Ou bouke? (oo boo-kay)” says the girl who has attached herself to my right elbow. I just learned this creole word yesterday. One of the most common graffiti phrases on the walls of Port-au-Prince is “Nou bouke (new boo-kay).” It means “we are exhausted,” or “we are fed up.” When the words are spray-painted on walls it means that Haitian people are fed up with the way things are, with their ineffective government, with the lack of food and water. When this girl says “ou bouke? (oo boo-kay)” she is asking me if I am tired from the climb. “Mwen bouke! (mwe-ge, like the end of gara-ge, boo-kay)” I say, wiping the sweat from my face and pretending to lean on a little boy’s head for support. Then I take a deep breath and look around. “No, m’pa bouke (mmpah boo-kay)” (I am not tired), I say. “Nou bouke? (new boo-kay)” (are you all tired?) “No!” they say. …

     …One of brightest rays of hope that I see in this country where so much is wrong is the way that people are so ready to laugh and to play. …The joy is …right under the surface. The smallest hint of a game becomes a massive game. Three clowns and a bucket drum and bubbles and a trombone becomes a parade. Women dance in the street.

     Maybe a lot of people in Haiti are bouke a lot of the time. But right now, we are on our way up a hill to a show, and despite all odds we are not bouke at all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop10/173071.shtml 

     Sarah Liane Foster, a lifelong UU based now in Seattle, served with Clowns Without Borders for 13 years (2007-2020). (https://clownswithoutborders.org/). She performed in Haiti, Turkey, Colombia, Swaziland, and South Africa. See her Clowns Without Borders interview (5:52) at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TSUrMuli6MU&t=4s and performance at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_ATemRv60-Y&t=43s. Her website is https://www.sarahlianefoster.com/ 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: Brick by Brick by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (431 words)

     All summer, workers have been building a brick wall along the road by my neighborhood. Against the brutal heat, they stretch a tarp overhead to get a little shade. I’ve watched them take bricks in their dusty brown hands one by one, butter them thickly with mortar, line them up, and tap them down—row by row. One man who looks to be in his seventies is the leader. His skin is the color of bittersweet chocolate; his beard is gray. Slender and tall, he moves from one group of bricklayers to the next, reaching and bending, looking like a heron in a marsh. When he pauses, he stands very straight. I see him teach the others how to do the work.

     He stoops over to look at a line of bricks, hands on his thighs, inspecting the work. Sometimes as I drive by, I see him put his hand on the back of the person he’s teaching. Often, they are both smiling.

     He looks like he loves what he’s doing. I wonder how he can love building walls, day after day, handling bricks, teaching the art of laying bricks. Is it the teaching he loves? Seeing how his students learn, what their styles are, how their work shows their character? Does he love the wall itself? Does he know about when it’ll be done? Does he look forward to seeing it finished? Or does he love the process, the feel of the bricks in his hands, the squish of the mortar, the challenge of making the symmetry of pillars and arches, the geometry of it?

     I think, from the look on his face, that he loves the process. I imagine that he never thinks about the end of the project, the completion of the wall. I think he will go on to the next wall as if it were just a continuation of this one, then the next one and the next, and never be bored.

     I want to be like that, and I am, I guess. In my job as a minister, the bricks are stories. I hear stories of family and work, stories of loss and reconciliation, stories of rejection and disaster, illness and healing, birthing and dying. I tell stories every Sunday and in between, teaching, challenging, confessing, inviting people to learn and laugh and think.

     Brick by brick, story by story, we build a church, seeing the patterns, the symmetry, the plain joy of setting one story on the other, sustained by the strong and beautiful structures they make. We will never be finished.

     It’s okay.

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

5.2: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)

I will lift up my voice and sing;

Whatever may befall me,

I will still follow the light which kindles song.

I will listen to the music

Arising out of grief and joy alike,

I will not deny my voice to the song.

For in the depth of winter, song,

Like a bud peeping through the dry crust of earth,

Brings back memory,

And creates anew the hope and anticipation of spring;

Out of a world that seems barren of hope,

Sing decries beauty in the shapes of leafless trees,

Lifts our eyes to distant mountain peaks which,

Even if we see them not,

Remind us that they are there, waiting,

And still calling to us to come up higher.

Out of the destruction of dear hopes,

Out of the agony of heartbreak,

Song rises once more to whisper to us

That even this is but the stage setting for a new beginning,

And that we shall yet take the pieces of our hearts

And put them together in a pattern

Of deeper, truer lights and shades.

I will lift up my voice in song,

For in singing I myself am renewed,

And the darkness of night is touched

By the promise of a new dawn,

For light shall come again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/i-will-lift-my-voice 

5.3: Let Us Make This Earth a Heaven by Rev. Tess Baumberger (224 words)

Let us make this earth a heaven, right here, right now.

Who knows what exis­tences death will bring?

Let us create a heaven here on earth

where love and truth and justice reign.

Let us welcome all at our Pearly Gates, our Freedom Table,

amid singing and great rejoicing,

black, white, yellow, red, and all our lovely colors,

straight, gay, transgendered, bisexual, and all the ways

of loving each other’s bodies.

Blind, deaf, mute, healthy, sick, variously-abled,

Young, old, fat, thin, ­gentle, cranky, joyous, sorrowing.

Let no one feel excluded, let no one feel alone.

May the rich let loose their wealth to rain upon the poor.

May the poor share their riches with those too used to money.

May we come to venerate the Earth, our mother,

and tend her with wisdom and compassion.

May we make our earth an Eden, a paradise.

May no one wish to leave her.

May hate and warfare cease to clash in causes

too old and tired to name; religion, nationalism,

the false god of gold, deep-rooted ethnic hatreds.

May these all disperse and wane, may we see each other’s’ true selves.

May we all dwell together in peace and joy and understanding.

Let us make a heaven here on earth, before it is too late.

Let us make this earth a heaven, for each other’s’ sake.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/let-us-make-earth-heaven 

5.4: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan Walker (155 words)

The following meditation will begin and end with the sound of the mindfulness bell.

     breathing in

i am aware of my pain.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my pain.

     breathing in

i am aware of my past.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my past.

     breathing in

i am aware of my anger.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my anger.

     breathing in

i am aware of my despair.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my despair.

     breathing in

i am aware of peace.

breathing out

i am aware that i am worthy of peace.

     breathing in

i am aware of love.

breathing out

i am aware that i am worthy of love.

     breathing in

i am aware of joy.

breathing out

i am aware that i am an agent of joy.

     breathing in

i am aware of hope.

breathing out

i am aware that i am an agent of hope.

     breathing in

i am aware.

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

5.5: Advent by Rev. David O. Rankin (130 words)

     During the Advent season, we celebrate the qualities of faith, hope, love, and joy. Yet these must be viewed through the prism of paradox.

     No Faith is worthy without the capacity to doubt all things—for then it is only credulity.

     No Hope is possible without the specter of defeat in the wings—for then it is only dreaming.

     No Love is strong without the dread of loss in the heart—for then it is only passion.

     No Joy is complete without the certainty of sorrow in the future—for then it is only frivolity.

     Thus, it is wrong to mislead people with simplistic notions, for they distract us from the fullness of life. After all, the seas have storms, the clouds have lightning, and the roses have thorns—forever.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/advent 
5.6: Breath Meditation by Samuel Trumbore (147 words)
Let us turn inward now

Feel the rhythm of the breath.

In and out, In and out,

Find the peace of just being with the flow of the breath.

Letting go of yesterday and tomorrow.

Feel the restorative power of the peace of this moment.

A peace, large enough to open

to the concerns and sorrows that trouble us.

A stillness, quiet enough to respond

to the joys and celebrations that enliven us.

There is safety here in the rhythm of the breath.

The ebb and flow of life is enacted with each one.

Taking in oxygen sustenance,

Letting go of carbon dioxide waste.

Taking in the fullness of experience

Letting go of the residue that wants to cling to us.

Cultivate inner peace and inner safety

in this sanctuary

dedicated to cultivating the Spirit of Life

dedicated to being a beacon of love for all beings.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/130314.shtml 

5.7: Here in this space we are gathered by Rev. Maureen Killoran (260 words)
     Here in this space, we are gathered, called by our sense of urgency, or duty, or the longing for community, called to be together on this day...Here, in this space, we are gathered...called to hold ourselves accountable to our values...to remind ourselves of those hopes and dreams and possibilities for which sometimes in the rough-and-tumble world it can be hard to hold on to belief.

     Here, in this space, we are gathered, called to do our part in weaving a web of human community.

     Here, in this space, some of us have come in pain. [Give both general and specific examples]. To those who are dealing with issues of health, we pray, we wish, for courage and healing. May we pause, and hold gently all the concerns, named and unnamed, that are gathered in this room, this day.

     And in the complexities of community, it is right that in this space some have come with joy bubbling in their heart...May we rejoice together, remembering the wisdom that says joys are multiplied when shared...May we remember gratitude for warmth...thankfulness for sunshine...appreciation for the simple tastes of whatever food our lives and bodies let us choose.

     Here, in this space, we are called to weave the web of human community. May we pause, and in our silence, may we lift up at least one blessing, one joy, no matter how small, that has touched our life this week.

     May our shared silence be a blessing on our hearts, on this community, and may this blessing extend outward to grace the wider world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/154589.shtml 
5.8: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)

     If, on a starlit night,
with the moon brightly shimmering,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the evening universe remains a part of life we shall not know.

     If, on a cloudy day,
with grayness infusing all
and rain dancing rivers in the grass,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the stormy, threatening energy of
the universe remains
a part of life we shall not know.

     If, on a frosty morning,
dreading the chilling air before the sunrise,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the awesome cold, quiet, and stillness of
the dawn universe remains
a part of life we shall not know.

     If, throughout these grace-given days of ours,
surrounded as we are by green life and
brown death, hot pink joy and cold gray
pain and miracles—always miracles—

     If we stay inside ourselves and do not venture out
then the Fullness of the universe
shall be unknown to us
And our locked hearts shall never feel the rush of worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/if-we-do-not-venture-out
5.9: May you rest in the grace of the world by Rev. Martha L. Munson (153 words)
     In this time of meditation, may you rest in the grace of the world and be free. 

     In weakness, may you sense the strength of the eternal hills, and rest in the grace of the world. 

     In failure, may you be upheld like the buoyancy of water, and rest in the grace of the world. 

     In limitation, may you remember that the choices may be as great as the expanse of the sky, and rest in the grace of the world. 

     In insecurity, may you feel the solid earth beneath your feet, and rest in the grace of the world. 

     In despair, may you hear the joy in birds’ singing, and rest in the grace of the world. 

     In fear, may you feel the warmth of the sun, and rest in the grace of the world. 

     “For a time, I rest in the grace of the world and am free.” So be it.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5860.shtml 

5.10: Meditation for Beginning by Judith Quarles (128 words)
     Spirit of life and love,

In this season of beginning

Some of us are hurried and harried.

Some of us feel sorrowful and afraid.

Some of us are not yet ready to step forward into the future.

May we minister to one another with wisdom,

Meeting our friends with open ears, open eyes, and open hearts.

     In this season of beginning

Some of us are celebrating triumphs and joys.

Some of us feel whole and happy.

Some of us are eager and excited, curious to see what happens next.

Let us each, as we are able, take part in one another's happiness and enthusiasm.

     Quiet spirit of life and love,

Bring us the grace to share wholly and faithfully in the lives of our friends and loved ones.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/48314.shtml
5.11: Meditation on Winter Celebrations by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (175 words)
     We are in the midst of the season of celebration.

     Celebrations:

Of the birth of new hope,

Of the festival of lights,

Of the triumph of freedom.

     The darkness of the year is lifting and the time of light grows longer. We have gathered with an anticipation of hope for peace on earth and in our homes.

     We have gathered in this season of celebrations seeking comfort to soften the pain and the losses our lives have suffered in the fast-retreating year.

     We have gathered to worship joyfully within this season of celebrations with the tenderness and love of family and friends around us.

     Let us be embraced by the strength and power of this sacred space that we each bring as we create this beloved community.

     Let joy and sorrow join in the fullness of our living.

     Let the power and strength we embody join us together as we move through the seasons of celebration into a new year with a new vision of hope for peace on earth.

     Let us be silent together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/winter-celebrations 
5.12: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon B McKeeman (135 words)

     Ministry is all that we do—Together

     Ministry is that quality of being in community that affirms human dignity—

beckons forth hidden possibilities, invites us into deeper, more constant, reverent relationships,

and carries forward our heritage of hope and liberation.

      Ministry is what we do together as we celebrate triumphs of our human spirit,

Miracles of birth and life,

Wonders of devotion and sacrifice.

      Ministry is what we do together—with one another—

in terror and torment—in grief, in misery and pain,

enabling us in the presence of death

to say yes to life.

     We who minister speak and live the best we know with full knowledge

that it is never quite enough…

     And yet are reassured

by lostness found,

fragments reunited,

wounds healed,

and joy shared.

     Ministry is what we all do—together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/ministry-all-we-do
5.13: My Commitments to Myself by Rev. Laura Mancuso (328 words)

     I take care of myself first, because I am deserving of exquisite care.

     I take care of myself to maintain the capacity to help others.

     I move and stretch my body every day.

     I spend time in nature, attuning my senses to the earth's wisdom.

     I ration my daily exposure to the news. I identify and access credible sources of information. I protect myself from becoming overwhelmed by information about the pandemic.

     I pace myself.

     I sit with the reality of uncertainty and impermanence, and allow it to temper my desire for control.

     I listen without judgment to others' reactions, which may be different from mine.

     I forgive myself and others when stress brings out our shadow selves.

     I feel fear fully when I am fearful.

     I experience sadness fully when I am sad.

     I allow anger fully when I am angry.

     I relish joy fully when I am joyful.

     I seek out healthy pleasures and indulge in them without guilt.

     I remind myself that feelings are transient states that move through me. They do not last. And they do not define me. Nor do my thoughts.

     I balance my drive for self-improvement with compassionate acceptance of myself as I am right now.

     I initiate contact with loved ones to let them know I hold them in my heart.

     I seek out, with increased sensitivity, those who are the most vulnerable.

     If possible, I share my resources with those who need help to survive.

     When possible, I move away from people, situations, and experiences that do not serve my highest good.

     I strengthen my connection to my sources of spiritual strength so that I continue to be replenished.

     I acknowledge the nearness of death as a key motivator for living a full life.

     I pray for the suffering of all beings to cease.

     I grieve my losses and celebrate my successes.

     I remain open to new ways of being, surprising sources of joy, and unanticipated discoveries every day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/my-commitments-myself
5.14: We Matter (Joys and Sorrows Meditation) by Rec. Jennifer Gracen (145 words)

     In our community we make time each week to share pieces of our lives with one another. We do this because each person in this community has value. Each person’s experience matters. We share our sorrows with one another today, knowing that sorrow comes into each person’s life, knowing that together we offer comfort.

     Sorrows (music)

     We also share our joys with one another, knowing too that joy comes into all our lives, knowing that together our voices can rise in a chorus of celebration.

     Joys (music)

     Not everything joy or sorrow can be shared openly in community, some must be shared eye to eye, or held in the heart. We further recognize that some do not have voices with which to speak the depth of their pain or the height of their celebration. We make space each week for silent candle lighting, knowing the life and experience of every person matters and together our lights shine brighter.

     Silent Candle Lighting (music)
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/281765.shtml 

6.0: Prayers

6.1: Giving Ourselves to Life by Rev. Helen Lutton Cohen (171 words)
     Each moment of our living brings us closer to our dying.

     Young or old, the knowledge of life’s end is with us, growing more real, more familiar through the experiences of time and of loss.

     Yet what is to keep us from frittering away what time is left to us, making it almost a matter of indifference that we have passed this way?

     How are we to grasp the urgency of life, to know and seize the moment that will lift us out of mere survival into that realm where someone after us will say “she truly lived.”

     Or is true living a day-by-day thing, the accumulation of many tiny acts that all-together say “he lived”?

     Either path will do.

     Sudden, or almost imperceptible,

     They will lead us beyond self-preoccupation and protection to the safe ground of understanding and acceptance.

     We will come to know within ourselves the satisfaction and peace of having lived with consciousness and purpose.

     We will know the joy of having given ourselves to life. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/living-brings-us-closer-dying 
6.2: Oh Divine Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (268 words)
     Oh Divine Spirit,

healer of my hurts,

consoler of my sorrows,

vibrant light of happiness,

birther of all life

and gentle way of death,

hear my prayer.

I raise my heart to you

as do the ancient redwoods,

rooted in the ground,

swaying in the wind.

     I praise and thank you for my life,

gifts of body and essence,

strength to bear life's burdens,

grace to dance life's joys.

     I praise and thank you for my life,

gifts of eyes and heart

that fill with beauty smiling,

or with pain and sadness weeping.

     I praise and thank you for my life,

gifts of ears to hear

words of grace and wisdom,

to listen to and lighten

the burdens of others.

     I praise and thank you for my life,

my voice to sing out praises,

to speak my truths and visions,

to share my self with others.

     I praise and thank you for my life.

gifts of all my senses,

rhythm of my heartbeat,

rise and fall of my breathing,

the will to live with passion, serenity, joy.

     Spirit, guide me to a deeper knowing

of your presence in the world.

Show me the deeper meanings

of the patterns of my years.

Help me regard myself and others

with eyes of calm compassion.

Teach me to learn patience

with their failings and my own.

Help me accept the mold and fashion

of my life through marching years.

     In the names of all who perceive

your transcendent presence

in trees and brooks and mountains,

in work and play and resting,

in all moments and places between,

amen and blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5604.shtml 
6.3: A Prayer for Our Children by Rev. Lindsay Bates (182 words)
     Receive, O Mystery, the words of our hearts.

     If prayer worked like magic—if I knew the words that would guarantee prayer's power—I know what I would pray:

     Let life be always kind to our children.

Let sorrow not touch them.

Let them be free from fear.

Let them never suffer injustice,

nor the persecutions of the righteous.

Let them not know the pain of failure –

of a project, a love, a hope, or a dream.

Let life be to them gentle and joyful and kind.

     If I knew the formula, that's what I'd pray.

     But prayer isn't magic, and life will be hard. So, I pray for our children—with some hope for this prayer:

     May their knowledge of sorrow be tempered with joy.

May their fear be well-balanced by courage and strength.

May the sight of injustice spur them to just actions.

May their failures be teachers, that their spirits may grow.

May they be gentle and joyful and kind.

Then their lives will be magic, and life will be good.

     So may it be. Blessed be. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5581.shtml 

6.4: Solstice Prayer by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (196 words)
     Would you please join me in the spirit of prayer and meditation?

     Dear Gods and Goddesses, Spirit of Life & Love,

     Bless us on this beautiful …winter day as we celebrate and honor the darkness of the season as a time for us to reflect, look inward, and nourish and replenish our souls for a new year and the coming light.

     Grant us wisdom and courage to see the worth and dignity of our brothers and sisters around the globe who celebrate many different traditions and whose stories have something to teach us.

     We give thanks to our family, our friends and our community.

     We remember that this is a season of giving not just gifts but something of ourselves, our love or joy to those around us and especially to those in need.

     Bless the poor, the hungry, the hurting. Bless those who are separated from their families and those who remember loved ones now gone. And let us remember the joy. The joy of the season, the joy of the children, the joy of the dark and the cold and the joy of this day. In the name of all that is holy, Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/154766.shtml 

6.5: To Savor the World or Save It by Rev. Richard Gilbert (213 words)
“It’s hard to know when to respond to the seductiveness of the world and when to respond to its challenge. If the world were merely seductive, that would be easy. If it were merely challenging, that would be no problem. But I arise in the morning torn between the desire to improve the world and a desire to enjoy the world. This makes it hard to plan the day.”   E.B. White

     I rise in the morning torn between the desire 

To save the world or to savor it—to serve life or to enjoy it; 

To savor the sweet taste of my own joy 

Or to share the bitter cup of my neighbor; 

To celebrate life with exuberant step 

Or to struggle for the life of the heavy laden. 

What am I to do when the guilt at my bounty 

Clouds the sky of my vision; 

When the glow which lights my every day 

Illumines the hurting world around me? 

To savor the world or save it? 

God of justice, if such there be, 

Take from me the burden of my question. 

Let me praise my plenitude without limit; 

Let me cast from my eyes all troubled folk! 

No, you will not let me be. You will not stop my ears 

To the cries of the hurt and the hungry; 

You will not close my eyes to the sight of the afflicted. 

What is that you say? 

To save, one must serve? 

To savor, one must save?

     The one will not stand without the other? 

Forgive me—in my preoccupation with myself, 

In my concern for my own life 

I had forgotten. 

Forgive me, God of justice, 

Forgive me, and make me whole.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/savor-world-or-save-it 

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

     Who draws us together in a web of holy relationships,

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

     Remind us that we are not alone in history,

Ignite us with the courage of the living tradition.

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

Anchor us with patience and perseverance.

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

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

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

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

     Divine music of the universe,

Let our hearts beat in diverse and harmonious rhythms,

Cooperating with an everlasting dance of love.

May we move with the rhythms of peace.

May we move with the rhythms of compassion.

May we move with the rhythms of justice.

     Source of stars and planets and water and land

Open our hearts to all of our neighbors

Open our souls to a renewal of faith

Open our hands to join together in the work ahead.

So be it, blessed be, amen.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/web-of-holy-relationships
6.7: May We Find Peace by Rev. Tess Baumberger (204 words)
     The holiday season is upon us

But this year many of us

Move toward it with leaden feet.

It has been such a year.

And because it has been such a year

It may feel forced to enter into

The jolly spirit of Christmas,

The joyful spirit of Hannukah,

The reflective spirit of Solstice,

The hopeful spirit of New Year's.

     Thinking of all this, I would like to offer this prayer, with you.

It is a responsive prayer, please respond with the words "May we find peace."

     Spirit of Life, Goodness and Peace:

May we find peace.

When our world is worn with war:

May we find peace.

When our lives are ruled by fear:

May we find peace.

When loss ladens our days:

May we find peace.

When loneliness weighs heavy in our hearts:

May we find peace.

When despair takes hold of our souls:

May we find peace.

As we give help to those in need:

May we find peace.

As we go about our daily duties:

May we find peace.

As we make holiday preparations:

May we find peace.

As we gather in this place of grace:

May we find peace.

Spirit of Life, Goodness and Peace:

May we find peace.
6.8: Singing in the Night by Rev. David O. Rankin (137 words)

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

To strip myself of all pride, selfishness, and

coldness of heart;

To peel off thought after thought, passion after

passion, till I reach the genuine depths of all;

To remember how short a time ago I was nothing,

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

To dwell on all joys, all ecstasies, all tender

Relations that give my life zest and meaning;

To peek through a mystic window and look upon

the fabric of life – how still it breathes, how

solemn its march, how profound its perspective;

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

Except the calm, calm of the silence, and the

Singing, singing in the night.

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

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

6.9: We give thanks for this day by Rev. Paul L'Herrou (151 words)

     We give thanks for this day and for these people and all the people who have enriched our lives.

We give thanks for the gift of life with all of its pain and its joy, its struggles and its triumphs.

     We give thanks for love, which created us, which revivifies us and links us to others in struggle and in joy. We give thanks for eyes to see and ears to hear, the ability to feel and the imagination to see beyond the obvious.

     We give thanks for the spirit of creativity that inspires and encourages, that brings novelty in the midst of familiarity and risk in the midst of comfort, that surprises in the midst of the commonplace.

     We give thanks by giving to others in return for all that we have received.

      We give thanks in the depths of our souls as we enter this time of silent contemplation.

(Silence)
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5527.shtml
6.10: Prayer for joys and concerns by Rev. Tess Baumberger (48 words)
Spirit of life and spirit of grace, 
Rest with us this day, in this place. 
We lift up every joy, every gladness, 
We hold up every hurt, every sadness 
Spoken in this good company 
As well as every secret feeling 
Held quiet in the hollows of our hearts.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5621.shtml 
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #466 Religion by Vincent Silliman
7.2: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George Odell
7.3: SLT #515 We Lift Up our Hearts in Thanks by Rev. Richard Fewkes
7.4: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver
7.5: SLT #558 For Everything A Season from Ecclesiastes 3
7.6: SLT #571 Universal Ministry from Isaiah 61
7.7: SLT #612 Fearful Joy by Rabindranath Tagore
7.8: SLT #643 Shout for Joy from Psalm 65
7.9: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry

7.10: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry

7.11: SLT #653 Reflections on the Resurgence of Joy
8.0: Readings
8.1: Praise by Rev. Burton Carley (149 words)

     …How do we endure chaotic times? It seems counter intuitive but it is through praise that we bear our transformations. The poet Rainer Maria Rilke understood this so well in the following poem translated by Albert Ernest Flemming:

O tell us poet, what it is you do?

—I praise.

But in the midst of deadly turmoil, what

Helps you endure, and how do you survive?

—I praise.

And that which nameless is, anonymous,

How do you, poet, still call out to them?

—I praise.

Who grants you your right to pose in any guise,

Wear any mask, and still remain sincere?

—I praise.

And that the stillness and the violence—

Like the star and storm—know and acknowledge you?

—because I praise.

     We survive our deepest struggles because the human spirit rose from the dust with the possibility of joy and praise. It is why we come to church. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/179420.shtml
8.2: Embodied, Connected Pleasure by Adrienne Maree Brown (127 words)
     True pleasure—joy, happiness and satisfaction—has been the force that helps us move beyond the constant struggle, that helps us live and generate futures beyond this dystopic present, futures worthy of our miraculous lives.

     Pleasure—embodied, connected pleasure—is one of the ways we know when we are free. That we are always free. That we always have the power to co-create the world. Pleasure helps us move through the times that are unfair, through grief and loneliness, through the terror of genocide, or days when the demands are just overwhelming. Pleasure heals the places where our hearts and spirit get wounded. Pleasure reminds us that even in the dark, we are alive. Pleasure is a medicine for the suffering that is absolutely promised in life.   Excerpt from Pleasure Activism, pp. 437-438.

Rev. Paige Getty suggests the following introduction to this reading: "Pleasure Activism is a book written especially for Black women and others whose experiences have too often been characterized by marginalization, shame, and systemic oppression; who haven’t had access to pleasure, or who have been shamed for their pleasure. brown writes..."
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/embodied-connected-pleasure 

8.3: Credo for New Apostles by Rev. Eliot Brian Chenowith (113 words)
     I believe in One God:

That is, the heaven we make on earth.

     And in all the prophets and saviors, the begotten children of all people,

Born under every banner and tribe, nation and state, parcel and plot,

Whose suffering, struggles, and wisdom free me from injustice,

And lift me up so that I, too, can lift others,

To create that beloved community, that heaven on earth,

So that all souls shall find peace, and joy, and freedom.

     I believe in the Spirit of Life,

the worth and dignity of all people,

the need for compassion in our lives,

the redemptive power of love beyond belief,

and the endurance of the human spirit.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/284163.shtml 

8.4: i thank You God for most this amazing by e. e. cummings (166 words)

     Rev. Bruce A. Bode writes, “Our sense of gratitude is often awakened when facing loss. This was the case for poet e.e. cummings when he was deprived of his freedom during in World War I, wrongly imprisoned by the French on suspicion of being a spy. Released from the confinement of prison on January 1, 1918, he wrote these words of gratitude and thanksgiving.”
i thank You God for most this amazing day:for the leaping greenly spirits of trees

and a blue true dream of sky;and for everything which is natural which is infinite which is yes

(i who have died am alive again today,

and this is the sun’s birthday;this is the birth day of life and of love and wings:and of the gay great happening illimitably earth)

how should tasting touching hearing seeing breathing any – lifted from the no

of all nothing – human merely being doubt unimaginable You?

(now the ears of my ears awake and now the eyes of my eyes are opened)

Source: SLT #504

8.5: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (103 words)
When despair for the world grows in me

and I wake in the night at the least sound

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

I go and lie down where the wood drake

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

I come into the peace of wild things

who do not tax their lives with forethought

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

And I feel above me the day-blind stars

waiting with their light. For a time

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

Source: SLT #483
8.6: Morning Poem by Mary Oliver (143 words)

Every morning

the world

is created.

Under the orange

sticks of the sun

the heaped

ashes of the night

turn into leaves again

and fasten themselves to the high branches–

and the ponds appear

like black cloth

on which are painted islands

of summer lilies.

If it is your nature

to be happy

you will swim away along the soft trails

for hours, your imagination

alighting everywhere.

And if your spirit

carries within it

the thorn

that is heavier than lead–

if it’s all you can do

to keep on trudging–

there is still

somewhere deep within you

a beast shouting that the earth

is exactly what it wanted–

each pond with its blazing lilies

is a prayer heard and answered

lavishly,

every morning,

whether or not

you have ever dared to be happy,

whether or not

you have ever dared to pray.
Source: SLT #536
8.7: Fearful Joy by Rabindranath Tagore (81 words)
     Is it beyond thee to be glad with the gladness of this rhythm? to be tossed and lost and broken in the whirl of this fearful joy?

     All things rush on, they stop not, they look not behind, no power can hold them back, they rush on.

     Keeping steps with that restless, rapid music, seasons come dancing and pass away---colors, tunes, and perfumes pour in endless cascades in the abounding joy that scatters and gives up and dies every moment.

Source: SLT #612
8.8: In Time Of Silver Rain by Langston Hughes (84 words)
In time of silver rain

The earth puts forth new life again,

Green grasses grow

And flowers lift their heads,

And over all the plain

The wonder spreads

  Of Life,

  Of Life,

  Of life!

In time of silver rain

The butterflies lift silken wings

To catch a rainbow cry,

And trees put forth new leaves to sing

In joy beneath the sky

As down the roadway

Passing boys and girls

Go singing, too,

  In time of silver rain When spring

  And life

  Are new.
Source: SLT #545
8.9: No Greater Joy by Jon Krakauer and Christopher McCandless (147 words)

So many people live within unhappy circumstances and yet will not take the initiative to change their situation because they are conditioned to a life of security, conformity, and conservation, all of which may appear to give one peace of mind, but in reality, nothing is more damaging to the adventurous spirit within a man than a secure future. …The joy of life comes from our encounters with new experiences, and hence there is no greater joy than to have an endlessly changing horizon, for each day to have a new and different sun. If you want to get more out of life, you must lose your inclination for monotonous security and adopt a helter-skelter style of life that will at first appear to you to be crazy. But once you become accustomed to such a life you will see its full meaning and its incredible beauty.
Source: Into the Wild by Jon Krakauer and Christopher McCandless

8.10: To every thing there is a season (158 words)

To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven:

A time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted;

A time to kill, and a time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build up;

A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a time to dance;

A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together; a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;

A time to get, and a time to lose; a time to keep, and a time to cast away;

A time to rend, and a time to sew; a time to keep silence, and a time to speak;

A time to love, and a time to hate; a time of war, and a time of peace.
Source: Ecclesiastes 3: 1-8 (KJV)
8.11: On Joy and Sorrow by Kahlil Gibran (235 words)
Then a woman said, Speak to us of Joy and Sorrow.

And he answered:

Your joy is your sorrow unmasked.

And the selfsame well from which your laughter rises was oftentimes filled with your tears.

And how else can it be?

The deeper that sorrow carves into your being, the more joy you can contain.

Is not the cup that holds your wine the very cup that was burned in the potter’s oven?

And is not the lute that soothes your spirit, the very wood that was hollowed with knives?

When you are joyous, look deep into your heart and you shall find it is only that which has given you sorrow that is giving you joy.

When you are sorrowful look again in your heart, and you shall see that in truth you are weeping for that which has been your delight.

     Some of you say, “Joy is greater than sorrow,” and others say, “Nay, sorrow is the greater.”

But I say unto you, they are inseparable.

Together they come, and when one sits alone with you at your board, remember that the other is asleep upon your bed.

     Verily you are suspended like scales between your sorrow and your joy.

Only when you are empty are you at standstill and balanced.

When the treasure-keeper lifts you to weigh his gold and his silver, needs must your joy or your sorrow rise or fall.
Source: https://poets.org/poem/joy-and-sorrow 
8.12: Make the Ordinary Come Alive by William Martin (82 words)
Do not ask your children

to strive for extraordinary lives.

Such striving may seem admirable,

but it is the way of foolishness.

Help them instead to find the wonder

and the marvel of an ordinary life.

Show them the joy of tasting

tomatoes, apples and pears.

Show them how to cry

when pets and people die.

Show them the infinite pleasure

in the touch of a hand.

And make the ordinary come alive for them.

The extraordinary will take care of itself.

Source: The Parent's Tao Te Ching: Ancient Advice for Modern Parents by William Martin

8.13: Expect Life! by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (167 words)
     Do not live too far in the past or the future. Live now.

     In each moment expect a miracle: ten kinds of birds at the feeder, and the tracks of a fox in the snow.

     Pick up a magnifying glass and scrutinize that crocus. See the pollen at the center of the daffodil, life’s dust, death-defying life. Be astonished at the flower, arrested by its beauty.

     Run naked through the garden early in the morning and hope the wild geese fly by.

     Get silly and laugh loudly with your grandchildren or your grandparents. Refuse to leave the dead behind, but bring their memory to all your chores and games and corners of quiet, warm tears.

     Know always that joy and sorrow are woven together; one cannot be without the other. If you love, know that sometimes your love will bring you tears; if you grieve, know it is because at some time you were willing to love.

     Do not be afraid to die today. But expect life!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5935.shtmvl 

8.14: For the Flowers have the Gift of Language by Rev. Richard Gilbert

     Speak, flowers, speak!

Why do you say nothing?

The flowers have the gift of language.

In the meadow they speak of freedom,

Creating patterns wild and free as no gardener could match.

In the forest they nestle, snug carpets under the roof of

Leaf and branch, making a rug of such softness.

At end tip of branches they cling briefly

Before bursting into fruit sweet to taste.

     Flowers, can you not speak joy to our sadness?

And hope to our fear?

Can you not say how it is with you

That you color the darkest corner?

     The flowers have the gift of language.

At the occasion of birth they are buds before bursting.

At the ceremony of love they unite two lovers in beauty.

At the occasion of death, they remind us how lovely is life.

     Oh, would that you had voice,

Silent messengers of hope.

Would that you could tell us how you feel,

Arrayed in such beauty.

     The flowers have the gift of language.

In the dark depths of a death camp

They speak the light of life.

In the face of cruelty

They speak of courage.

In the experience of ugliness

They bespeak the persistence of beauty.

     Speak, messengers, speak!

For we would hear your message.

Speak, messengers, speak!

For we need to hear what you would say.

     For the flowers have the gift of language:

They transport the human voice on winds of beauty;

They lift the melody of song to our ears;

They paint through the eye and hand of the artist;

Their fragrance binds us to sweet-smelling earth.

     May the blessing of the flowers be upon you.

May their beauty beckon to you each morning

And their loveliness lure you each day,

And their tenderness caress you each night.

May their delicate petals make you gentle,

And their eyes make you aware.

May their stems make you sturdy,

And their reaching make you care.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/27759.shtml 

8.15: Grounded Someplace Deeper by Rev. Mark Ward (189 words)
     A large white arrow painted on the surface of a road, and a pair of feet walking.

Reason is an important tool, sure — an essential arbiter of truth claims about the world. But religion is grounded someplace deeper, where we experience the joy of living and are connected intimately with all that is. Religion is an entirely human experience but one that we get in touch with using some pathway other than intellectual argument. In religion, we seek to address not just what is but also what we hope for and what we dedicate ourselves to. We rely on it to navigate the shoals of love and grief, compassion and estrangement, gratitude and disappointment, and mystery and wonder.

     As [David] Bumbaugh suggests, religion deserves reverence; it requires a vocabulary and a theology. This theology demands no intervention of unearthly forces but invites us to open ourselves to different ways of living and learning. It considers “the human” a niche in the vast, intertwined plenitude of being. And just what is our niche? We are fragile, fallible sorts for whom just being is a blessing and love is a polestar.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/grounded-someplace-deeper 

8.16: Hopping over the Surface of Life by Rev. Doug Kraft (219 words)
     When I was a kid, I liked to skip stones on lakes. If I threw a flat stone at the correct angle and with enough speed and energy it would kiss the surface and leap into the air again and again.

     If we have too much stuff in our lives, our attention skips from one object to another without really enjoying anything. If we have too many activities, our attention jumps from past to future without settling into the present. If we have too many opinions, we end up thinking about how things should be without fully seeing how things are.

     Happiness and ease flow from the bottom of the lake. They aren’t found hopping over the surface of life. We have to slow down enough to settle into the depths.

     Joy and ease are simple and uncomplicated. Having lots of things to do, stuff to manage, places to go and opinions to consult make life complicated.

     Practices that cultivate simplicity do two things. 
     (1) They reduce the amount of stuff, activities or preferences so we have a better chance of settling into the present. They get the outward to resonate a little better with the happiness, joy and ease in our depths. And 
     (2) they help us become more aware of our relationship to stuff, experience and thought.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/hopping-over-surface-life
8.17: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
     I heard the Second Brandenburg Concerto played in honor of Bach’s 300th birthday, and I was swept away. I remembered a story about the people who send messages into outer space. Someone suggested sending a piece by Bach. The reply was “But that would be bragging.”
     Some say we get what we deserve in life, but I don’t believe it. We certainly don’t deserve Bach. What have I done to deserve the Second Brandenburg Concerto? I have not been kind enough; I have not done enough justice; I have not loved my neighbor, or myself, sufficiently; I have not praised God enough to have earned a gift like this.

     Life is a gift we have not earned and for which we cannot pay. There is no necessity that there be a universe, no inevitability about a world moving toward life and then self-consciousness. There might have been…nothing at all.

     Since we have not earned Bach—or crocuses or lovers—the best we can do is express our gratitude for the undeserved gifts, and do our share of the work of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/more-we-deserve
8.18: If I Should Die (and I will someday) by Ken Nye (308 words)
     If I should die,

(and I will some day),

I won't be far away.

You will see me.

     When the big golden retriever ambles in

and lies down under the kitchen table,

he's lying at my feet.

I'm in the chair.

When Ann throws the covers off

and heads for the warm bathroom,

I'm in the dressing room, up and ready to go.

I'm watching the birds at the feeder.

I'm waiting for the tulips to bloom

and the flowering shrubs to burst in color.

I'm down in the barn, fiddling with the old tractor.

Where ever I used to be, I am still there.

What ever I used to do, I still do it.

You will see me.

     If I should die,

(and I will some day),

I hope, when it happens,

that I'm still in the game.

When I was a boy I would day dream of being

carried out on a stretcher while the cheerleaders wept.

And, of course,

I would return to the conflict

to even greater glory.

I can't expect to return to play,

but the game has been such fun,

I won't leave right away.

I'm still here.

You will see me.

     My life has been a joyful banquet;

plenty of frosting and cake,

delectable appetizers and

nourishing and filling main courses.

(Note the order of the servings.)

Many friends at our table to share the feast,

some still on the guest list,

some having moved on.

     Where I sat, I am still sitting.

Where I worked, I am still there.

I am with those I love,

I am with my family.

I am with my dog.

I am with my friends.

     No, I am too much a part of all these things.

If I should die,

(and I will some day)

I won't be too far away.

You will see me.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/133260.shtml 
8.19: In Celebration of the Winter Solstice by Stephanie Noble (243 words)

     Do not be afraid of the darkness.

Dark is the rich fertile earth

that cradles the seed, nourishing growth.

Dark is the soft night that cradles us to rest.

Only in darkness

can stars shine across the vastness of space.

Only in darkness

is the moon's dance so clear.

There is mystery woven in the dark quiet hours.

There is magic in the darkness.

     Do not be afraid.

We are born of this magic.

It fills our dreams

that root, unravel and reweave themselves

in the shelter of the deep dark night.

The dark has its own hue,

its own resonance, its own breath.

It fills our soul,

not with despair, but with promise.

Dark is the gestation of our deep and knowing self.

Dark is the cave where we rest and renew our soul.

We are born of the darkness,

and each night we return

to the deep moist womb of our beginnings.

     Do not be afraid of the darkness,

for in the depth of that very darkness

comes a first glimpse of our own light,

the pure inner light of love and knowing.

As it glows and grows, the darkness recedes.

As we shed our light, we shed our fear,

and revel in the wonder of all that is revealed.

     So, do not rush the coming of the sun.

Do not crave the lengthening of the day.

Celebrate the darkness.

Here and now. A time of richness. A time of joy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/celebration-winter-solstice 
8.20: What is the Meaning of Winter Solstice? by Elizabeth Dale (181 words)
     Happy Winter Solstice! Today is the morning after the longest night and shortest day of the year. Today is the beginning of the Waxing Half of the year, from now until the Summer Solstice the day will lengthen and night will shorten. Today is the re-birth of light into our world, today the promise is made that winter will come to an end. Now we can begin to plan ahead for the year, to think, and rest from activity while we contemplate our lives, our successes, our joys, our concerns, and to choose new seeds to plant in our lives for the coming spring. What goals and actions did not serve you in the last year? That is what you sacrifice to Winter, that is what you leave behind. That is what you give to death. Forgive and make peace with it now. What seeds do you wish to plant in your life, what will you give your energy and attention to in the new year? This is the dream and hope of Yule, to begin again in Joy and Peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/292647.shtml 
8.21: Embrace by Rev. David Ruffin (553 words)
     “So, what do you want to do with your life???”

     There was a time when this question haunted me like an existential crisis. Some might call it being in my twenties, but I certainly didn’t feel that such pain was just “to be expected.”

     I remember pouring over inspirational books. I found few answers, but I did find friends: Parker Palmer assured me that feelings of depression were not only normal but a gift that ​could lead me deeper and help “let my life speak.” Kahlil Gibran reframed my present pain as something that was carving space for future joy. Mary Oliver proclaimed her gospel: “You do not have to be good.” And Rainer Maria Rilke urged patience “with everything unresolved in (my) heart...to love the questions themselves.” Most importantly, I learned I had good company in struggling to find my way.

     Encouraged by these connections, my creative energy began to return and soon I was on the move—zigging and zagging, to be sure, but following my heart. In time, I was New York City–bound, following my dream of legal temping...I mean, acting. But the legal temping, along with countless early mornings, shivering in lines for theater auditions (that were already cast), was living the dream. I was following my passion and, in time, I began finding work.

     Still, was it my purpose?

     I remember my deep recognition watching the musical “Avenue Q” as Princeton, the protagonist puppet, opened the drama with the question of questions: “What do you do with a B.A. in English?”
     Princeton continues, “Everyone else has a purpose, so what’s mine? ...Gotta find out, don’t wanna wait. Got to make sure that my life will be great...Got to find me.”
     Fast forward—I was on the Fiftieth Anniversary European Tour of West Side Story and I was Tony! It was the pinnacle of my career in a role that felt meant for me. But I was struggling. We were playing Vienna, with Paris around the corner, and I was dogged by a sinus infection, struggling with the famous high notes of “Maria,” and fearing the consequences. Soon they came: a ticket back home.

     I was devastated. I’d overcome depression, followed my passion, and put in my time. I had practically felt the glow of my parents’ pride as I imagined them watching me on stage at Le Chatelet. But it wouldn’t be.

     Instead ...
I experienced love anyway.
A dear friend who’d traveled to see me holding my hand,
Cast mates’ tears transforming my own,
Vienna’s autumn leaves enveloping me in a golden glow,
My parents’ even greater pride in my courage, facing this loss . . . Words penned in a journal entry—”I am called to ministry.”
     I used to think that finding my purpose meant finding a tiny intersection point between my passion and the world’s need. Then I took faith that the world needed passionate people as Howard Thurman says, “people who have come alive.”
     But the greatest learning has come from feeling my fears, my losses, my dreams, and even my quest to “find me,” transformed through the experience of finding and feeling we. Discovering my identity as one who is loved and loves passionately—this has been to come alive.
     What do I want to do with my life?... Embrace it.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/embrace 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)

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

Source: SLT #456
9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)

The Chalice is now extinguished, but its light lives on in the minds and hearts and souls of each one of you. Carry that flame with you as you leave this place and share it with those you know, with those you love, and most especially, with those you have yet to meet.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/carry-flame
9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)

We extinguish the chalice here that it might glow gently in our hearts.

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6049.shtml
9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

will one day prevail in this nation and across the earth.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/daring-vision
9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)

     When we take fire from our chalice, it does not become less.

It becomes more.

     And so we extinguish our chalice, but we take its light and warmth with us,

multiplying their power by all of our lives, and sharing it with the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/it-becomes-more
9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)

It is our work, shared with each other in covenant,

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

The light of this faith lives on in us, together,

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/breath-song
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
We have basked in the warmth and beauty of this flame and this community.

As the chalice flame is extinguished, let us carry its glow within.

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/kindle-new-sparks
9.9: Shape a New World by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)

We extinguish this flame, a mere wisp of matter in process, almost as insubstantial as the thought of it. Yet our civilization has harnessed the power of such a flame to drive and shape a new world. So may it be with the power of our thoughts, that in truth and love they may drive and shape a new world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6050.shtml 

9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)

Worship Associate: This is the message of our faith

Congregation (left): To act with passion in the face of injustice.

Congregation (right): To love with courage in the midst of life’s pain.

Worship Associate: This is the meaning of our chalice flame.

All: May it empower our hearts until we are together again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/message-our-faith 

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: In the river, the water continually flows by Rev. John Morgan (28 words)
     In the river, the water continually flows on, yet the river is ever there. "Our lives flow on in endless song," yet life and joy shall never end.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6013.shtml 

10.2: May we never rest by Rev. John Cummins (51 words)
     May we never rest until every child of earth in every generation is free from all prisons of the mind and of the body and of the spirit; until the earth and the hills and the seas shall dance, and the universe itself resound with the joyful cry: "Behold! I am!"
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6028.shtml 

10.3: Bring Happiness by Rev. Barbara Cheatham (54 words)

     And now we take our leave.

     Before we gather here again--

may each of us bring happiness into another's life;

may we each be surprised by the gifts that surround us;

may each of us be enlivened by constant curiosity --

And may we remain together in spirit

til the hour we meet again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5998.shtml 
10.4: Gathered Community by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (51 words)
The worship of the gathered community is now ended.

Go in peace. Go in joy. Go in love to share

in the ongoing worship of the community in dispersion.

Carry with you what is precious to us all:

reverence for all life, beauty that displays itself in love,

deep, abiding peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5996.shtml 

10.5: May Our Lives by Rev. Chris Rothbauer (34 words)
     May our lives be reflections of the beauty, peace, and joy that is possible in the world, and may the love we find in this place sustain us as we go our separate ways.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/may-our-lives 
10.6: May the blessings of life be upon us by Rev. Gary Kowalski (52 words)
     And now may the blessings of life be upon us and upon this congregation.

     May the memories we gather here give us hope for the future.

     May the love that we share bring strength and joy to our hearts, and the peace of this community be with us until we meet again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5966.shtml 

11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
11.1: The Promise and the Practice: Black Joy by Kimberly Quinn Johnson (source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/promise-and-practice-joy-unspeakable-reading) (678 words)
     Barbara A. Holmes, “Joy Unspeakable

is not silent,

it moans, hums, and bends

to the rhythm of a dancing universe….

     For our free African ancestors,

joy unspeakable is drum talk…

     For enslaved Africans during the

Middle Passage,

joy unspeakable is the surprise

of living one more day…

     For Africans in bondage

in the Americas,

joy unspeakable is the moment of

mystical encounter

when God tiptoes into the hush arbor…

     Joy unspeakable is humming

‘how I got over’
After swimming safely

to the other shore of a swollen Ohio river

when you know that you can’t swim.” (used with the author’s permission)

     When theologian Barbara A. Holmes talks about “joy unspeakable,” she’s talking specifically about how the contemplative practices of the Black church have sustained Black people in America through suffering and survival. More than referring to a particular church or denomination, this experience is collective and transhistorical. It’s also a different expression of Black religion than I’m expected to exhibit, as a Black woman.

     On more than one occasion, I’ve had a particular mode of black worship projected onto me: the more charismatic modes of Black worship that we’re so familiar with—the shout, the stomp, the song. That particular style of Black worship sometimes strikes me as a caricature of joy—a shallow stereotype. I see this in the expectation that more “black” worship will bring more lively singing, more rhythmic clapping, more energetic worship. I see this in the anxiety that more “black” worship will bring more lively singing, more rhythmic clapping, more energetic worship. The shout. The stomp. The song.

     But this caricature—this stereotype—is a narrow sliver of the complexity and the richness of black spirituality and black worship.

     The modes of black spirituality that are most powerful, nourishing and nurturing for me aren’t the stomp, shout or song. Instead, I think of the rock, the sway, the bend, the moan, the hum. And I think of these things done in community. I marvel that in the midst of sadness and sorrow, in the midst of feeling the effects of generations of trauma wrought by racism and white supremacy, we can still find joy with each other. We are finding joy in each other.

     I call it Black Joy because I am Black and it is the joy that I have been familiar with my whole life. It is the joy that I have learned from Black people. It is the joy created through our collective healing — our laying down of burdens, to be picked up and shared by our people, our community. This is not joy in spite of suffering — a mask put on to hide pain, an armor put on to push through pain. This is an embrace, holding and soothing us in our suffering. This Black Joy, is joy created through our being together. This Black Joy reminds me that I am not alone, that trouble don’t last always, that I am held and carried forward by a power beyond what I can comprehend.

     I call it Black Joy, but I want to offer it—to the extent that it is mine to offer—to this faith. One of my gifts to Unitarian Universalism is the suggestion that joy is ours. We are the people who commit to justice, equity, and compassion. We are the people who aspire to world community with peace, liberty and justice for all. We are the people who affirm our interdependence with each other and the universe itself. I want to challenge Unitarian Universalism and Unitarian Universalists to claim Joy.

     Unitarian Universalist Joy will require a different way of imagining ourselves and a different way of being with each other. Claiming the possibility of Unitarian Universalist joy requires making space for the surprise that Holmes describes. Claiming the possibility of Unitarian Universalist joy requires slowing down to hear the talk of the drum—pausing to move to the rhythms of the drum. Unitarian Universalist joy requires opening to the possibility of the mystical encounter. Unitarian Universalist joy requires embodying this faith differently than many of us are accustomed to.

11.2: Making A Place for Joy by Rev. Kevin Carson (Excerpt, full text at https://www.chestervtuu.org/past-sermons/2016/12/12/making-a-place-for-joy-kevin-carson) (1,075 words)

     …In the Christian liturgical calendar …the third Sunday of Advent [is] when the candle of “joy” is lit. In these anxious times, how might we make a place for joy in our lives?

     …Like many of you, I suspect, my uncertainty about …[the] future has tempered the joy I typically feel during the holidays. Usually, the rituals and festivities around Christmas and the Winter Solstice make this one of my favorite times of the year, but I find I have to work a bit harder this year to celebrate. In the grand scheme of things, this year is not unique of course. All of us are likely to face a holiday season in our lives when we are forced to confront more anxiety or grief than we would prefer. Perhaps it is the loss of a loved one, a serious illness, being apart from family and friends, a broken relationship, or the loss of a job. Life can be very difficult, and rarely do our difficulties arise when it is convenient for us. Many churches hold so-called “Blue Christmas” services that are quieter and more contemplative, to acknowledge our need to process the sorrow we might be experiencing during this time when, all around us, there is an expectation of happiness and joy. Acknowledging the pain can be a way to begin the healing. It may help us begin to make a place for joy in our lives, but we may have to cross an ocean of despair before we can get to that place.

…We simply must make a place for joy in our lives. It is important to our wellbeing. A recent study conducted at the Institute of Neuroscience and Psychology at the University of Glasgow suggests that there are really only four fundamental human emotions, three of which are so-called negative emotions: fear, anger, and sadness. The only positive emotion is joy or happiness. Outnumbered three to one, these negative emotions can seem to overwhelm our capacity for joy and take up all of the oxygen in the room. As one author says, “There is no room for joy when we are full of anger, cynicism, or despair. There is no room for joy when we are worrying about the future or complaining about past events.” (Colantuono)

     Others studies are confirming that our ability to experience joy is a combination of how our brains are hardwired, and how we condition ourselves to respond. They are finding that the three most important factors for our happiness are: “our ability to reframe our situation more positively, our ability to experience gratitude, and our choice to be kind and generous.” Psychology is reaffirming …spiritual wisdom… – that joy comes from cultivating mindfulness of what is good, and acting from a place of compassion and service to others, realizing that ultimately, all we really need is love and a sense of connection to one another.

     For my friend and mentor, Carl Scovel who is a Christian UU minister, finding “deep, abiding, uncompromised joy” comes from exploring the “purposeful goodness” that lies at the heart of creation, “to know it without reserve or hesitation,” in other words, to be mindful of the underlying goodness that pervades the world and invites us into a life of joy. What he calls the “Great Surmise” does not promise that life will be easy and free of suffering, but it reassures us that there is a wellspring of goodness from which we can draw strength and find joy when we risk being open to life. …There is goodness and joy waiting for us…. …I think this idea of a purposeful goodness, that sustains the creativity of the universe, transcends conventional religious boundaries. It is part of a worldview that is consistent with the ability to reframe our situation more positively and maintain a deep sense of gratitude, two of the important factors in our ability to find joy.

     Speaking from the tradition of “engaged” Buddhism, it is no surprise that the Dalai Lama emphasizes the role of being compassionate and acting in the world out of genuine love and kindness in our quest for joy. 

     …But, even as we strive to make a greater place for joy in our lives, you cannot be human without experiencing a lifetime of negative emotions. Learning to forgive ourselves for having these emotions takes time, especially the darkest feelings that well up from the depths of our fears and anger. We feel ashamed and even betrayed by such emotions. Even the Dalai Lama, the living embodiment of compassion and serenity, admits that he gets frustrated and angry at times. As Desmond Tutu says, “…To hold down emotions … is not wise.” Sometimes the road to joy even begins with sadness. Sadness can lead to empathy, and this can grow into compassion and the recognition that we need one another. Such a realization can be a tremendous source of joy.

     Then there are times when this journey can seem impossible. The good news is that there are spiritual practices we can learn to help us handle the negative emotions better. There are ways to build up a kind of “immunity” in your emotional self that makes it easier to handle the negative feelings when they arise, and create more space for joy.

    …If you want to find practices to bring more joy into your life, there are lots of resources available, including The Book of Joy: Lasting Happiness in a Changing World by the Dalai Lama, Desmond Tutu, and Douglas Carlton Abrams, which I highly recommend. But don’t forget about the small things you are already doing. Maybe you can just do them more often, or with greater intention. Remember that joy is one of the fundamental emotions we are built to experience. There is no magic spiritual formula necessary for us to recognize a moment of joy in the birth of a child or the kindness of a stranger.

     Our faith calls us to be open to the fullness of life and trust that there is goodness and worth in every human being. We celebrate the interdependent web of all existence, the deep connections we share with all of life. We may weep for the great suffering in the world, and we should, but let us also make a place for joy, no matter how troubling the times. Let us act out of love and compassion to make this a better world – a more joyful world.

11.3: Joy Anyway by Rev. Janet Parsons (862 words)
(Excerpt, full text at https://www.gloucesteruu.org/home-page/worship-music/sermons-worship-music/joy-anyway/)
     “Joy to the World!” The song, and its generous, lavish, wish for joy for all people, is [over] 300 years old this year. It has come to us across times of famine and plenty, of war and peace, times of grieving and joy. The song, written in 1719, is after all this time the most published Christmas carol in North America.

     But there is a surprise to this story, as there is so often a surprise in any of our Christmas stories. For this song was not written as a Christmas song; it was never intended to be sung at Christmas.

     The author of the lyrics, in 1719, was an English clergyman named Isaac Watts, and it was his intention to take the words of some of the Psalms and well, modernize them, so that they could be set to music and more easily sung. “Joy to the World” was Reverend Watts’ interpretation of Psalm 98, which includes these familiar phrases: “Make a joyful noise to the Lord, all the earth; break forth into joyous song and sing praises…Let the floods clap their hands; let the hills sing together for joy at the presence of the Lord, for he is coming to judge the earth.” (Psalm 98)

     And so, if you listen closely, you are given a hint that this song isn’t really about the birth of the baby in Bethlehem. No, there is another surprise: this song anticipates the second coming, not the birth; the incarnation of the Holy here on Earth.

     This old song has held secrets for us, things we never knew. Christmas, truly, can be surprising.

     The question becomes, why did this song become a Christmas carol? I don’t have a ready answer. Christmas is not only full of surprise, but also full of mystery, down through the ages.

     The most likely answer is that the song invites everyone to rejoice together. Not just everyone, but the whole earth: fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains, are invited to repeat the sounding joy. What other song expresses all our wishes and hopes for ourselves and for the world each Christmas? We long for joy, and on this one night, we are asked to burst into song and express our hopes as loudly as we can.

     But I think there is a deeper reason why this song calls to us, and reminds us of Christmas. There is that little phrase: prepare him room. In the Christmas story, a young couple far from home struggled to find a place so that she could safely deliver her baby. The song reminds us that the world needs us to make room – room for each other, room for the arrival of the holy in our midst, and room for joy. We are called to create space for one another, space among us and space in our hearts. The song reminds us to make room for Love, room for the stranger, room for compassion, and room for joy.

     This can be difficult. We don’t always want to share what we have, to make room for the unknown. It can be frightening, and we can feel out of control. Prepare room – how, exactly? And what will be the result? There’s that Christmas mystery again; we don’t know what we might set into motion.

     And how to make room for joy? There are times in our lives when it might feel almost impossible to make room for joy. What do we even mean by joy?

     Joy requires some care and attention on our parts, some effort, as it turns out. Joy is not the same as happiness, and it can feel elusive. Here we are, coping with our very long nights. Grief does not take a holiday, and we feel all our losses so acutely at this time of year. Today we struggle to comprehend the effects of the climate crisis, and we worry about the future for our children and grandchildren. Perhaps we struggle financially to meet the demands of the holidays. With so much to burden us, can we make room for joy?

     Joy is a conscious effort. Joy is different from happiness, which rises in response to external events. The new Lexus in the driveway on Christmas morning with the red bow on the roof might bring us happiness. But joy is deeper, born out of gratitude, born out of a choice to look hard each day for what is right with the world. Joy is born out of love, and appreciation for beauty.

     Joy can be hard to find, and a challenge to sustain. It can be with us as a quiet foundation deep within, or it can come to us in brief flashes of insight, glimpses of something beyond us that makes us feel a part of the Whole, and the Holy. Think of joy as a decision, an orientation toward life. Joy is an act of defiance in the face of all that might be wrong with the world, to say, “I’ll face the world with joy, anyway.”

     …Every day, we are invited to seek joy. May you find it, and may it find you. And may joy be yours….

11.4: Happiness by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (Excerpt, full text at Source: https://uuyo.org/sermon-june-11-2017-happiness-index/) (1,050 words)
     …Happiness is joy, isn’t it?

     I did a little exploring and find that many Christians would define happiness as fleeting thrill, and joy as something that is more profound and permanent. The Bible does talk a lot about joy, so it must be special, right?

     One writer pointed out that the Bible also talks a lot about happiness, too, often in the same verse: Such as Jeremiah (31:13): “I will turn their mourning into joy. . . and bring happiness out of grief.” or Esther (8:16) “… it was a time of happiness and joy, gladness and honor.”

     So, I think the point is that we can view joy and happiness as two sides of the same coin; a coin that has other sides too, qualities like wellbeing, flourishing, life satisfaction. Ok, maybe it’s not a coin, that’s a bad metaphor – but the term happiness is now seen as something much bigger than the momentary hit of a lottery ticket win or finding a new flavor of Ben & Jerry’s in the grocer’s freezer.

     In fact, there a whole body of science behind being happy.

     Martin Seligman is one of the founders of this Positive Psychology movement, and he has studied happiness as part of understanding mental health and human flourishing.

     In his book, “Authentic Happiness”, Seligman suggests there are several pathways to authentic happiness. Let’s take a look at these as roads on a roadmap to having a more contented, fulfilled, joyful life.

     The first of these pathways to happiness is to seek to create what Seligman calls a pleasant life. That is, to consciously choose those activities that bring us pleasure, and seek to do more of those things. It doesn’t matter what they are, hiking, dancing, reading, calling an old friend, the idea is to consciously make more time for these pleasurable activities.

     Now, we realize that sometime great joy comes as a surprise — as the poet says, in observing the two newspaper boys, “Happiness. It comes on unexpectedly.” We can’t really make joy happen. We can’t force it to show up in our lives. But we can send the invitation.

     The Dalai Lama says, “We create most of our suffering, so it should be logical that we also have the ability to create more joy. It simply depends on the attitudes, the perspectives, and the reactions we bring to situations and to our relationships with other people. When it comes to personal happiness there is a lot that we as individuals can do.”

     But the challenge with living a pleasant life is that sometimes choosing those activities that make us happy, then fitting them into our schedules, is hard. So, we bail, we go for the easy thing, and flip on the TV or open Facebook. Those things are easy, convenient, habitual, maybe even addictive — and we don’t have to plan. 

     Yet if we do begin to plan our pleasurable activities, we’ll find that half the fun is in the planning. That’s certainly been my experience with vacations. Even a short weekend trip can give me weeks of anticipation in putting it together, followed for weeks afterward by the satisfaction and contentment in the memories.

     We don’t have to limit our planning to big things like trips. After all, we schedule downright unpleasant things on our calendars — the dentist, the meeting with the boss — so why not schedule pleasant things — a meeting with friends, a walk in the park, an evening at the library? The idea is to make more time for the things we enjoy.

     The second pathway to happiness is to seek what Seligman calls the a good life. In this life, we seek to identify what he calls our signature strengths, and engage those to obtain gratification. Signature strengths are those qualities, activities, virtues that you are both good at and passionate about.

     The essence is: seek to do what you love. You typically know when you’re doing what you love, because you get completely immersed in it, maybe even losing track of time. You’re in the flow.

     …The third pathway to happiness is to seek what Seligman calls the meaningful life. In this case, we expand on the good life, so that we apply our signature strengths in service to something much larger than ourselves.

     I think that is why so many of us find our way into human and social services. It is why some of us come to church, and serve on teams and committees and boards. We are here serving a mission that is larger than ourselves. We are trying to do our bit to repair a very broken society.

     For some of us, the meaningful life has a religious context.

     The Dalai Lama was asked what it was like to wake up with joy, and he said, “I think if you are an intensely religious believer, as soon as you wake up, you thank God for another day. And you try to do God’s will. For a non-theist like myself, but who is a Buddhist, as soon as I wake up, I remember Buddha’s teaching: the importance of kindness and compassion, wishing something good for others, or at least to reduce their suffering…. So, then I set my intention for the day: that this day should be meaningful. Meaningful means, if possible, serve and help others. If not possible, then at least not to harm others. That’s a meaningful day.”

     And so, day by meaningful day, we can, like the Dalai Lama, build a meaningful life.

     Now these three pathways — the pleasant, the good, the meaningful life paths—are not exclusive. We can do them together. Seligman calls this living a full life, saying: “A full life consists in experiencing positive emotions about the past and future, savoring positive feelings from the pleasures, deriving abundant gratification from your signature strengths, and using these strengths in the service of something larger to obtain meaning.”

     I hope that we can each act to make our own lives fuller of happiness and joy. My hope is that we each will seek to nurture pleasure in our lives as we find it, that we will strive to do the things we love, and that we will offer all this up to something larger than ourselves, however we see that source of meaning.

11.5: May Joy Be Yours in the Morning by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (source: Touchstones) (1,012 words)

     In the Carol of the Field Mice by Kenneth Grahame (from The Wind in the Willows) the first refrain promises, “Joy shall be yours in the morning,” a reference to a phrase in Psalm 30.5. This is always the promise of Christmas Eve: that joy will come to the world. Unitarian Universalist minister Max Coots wrote, “…Christmas comes [when we need it most] – as old as memory, as fragile as an ornament, as familiar as the words of its carols and stories, and yet, somehow, new, untried, and shining.” And with it comes joy. 

     In the range of human experiences, the experience of joy is unique. At times it is compared to having fun or being happy, both of which are important. In comparing fun with joy, Unitarian Universalist minister John Taylor wrote, “It is not difficult to bring fun into our lives, but it is a life-long task to find joy... Fun arrives, contributes its brief sensation, and leaves... joy is a product of effort, time, and sacrifice... it is pried from the great stones of existence... Fun is escape which we all need; joy is fulfillment which we all seek.” 

     The word happiness comes from a root that means “lucky, favored by fortune, prosperous” and of events “turning out well.” Happiness is regarded as a consequence of external events. It’s based on situations, events, people, places, things, and thoughts. While the pursuit of happiness is known for its inclusion in the Declaration of Independence by Thomas Jefferson, it was a fundamental value of the Enlightenment. Happiness is a consequence of our actions, an outcome based on what we do, not a goal, or an emotion like joy, which, like awe, arises unbidden and unexpected as a response to something we experience that is external to us.

     So, what are you aiming for, not only in this season, but in life? Is it fun, happiness, or joy? All are worthy, all are desirable, but joy is essential. Unitarian Universalist minister Carl Scovel wrote, “Neither duty nor suffering nor progress nor conflict—not even survival—is the aim of life, but joy. Deep, abiding, uncompromised joy.”
     Joy increases not as a result of our own happiness or unhappiness, but because of the delight that we take in this incredible thing called life, the delight that we take in the happiness of others, the delight that we take in loving and being loved. Joy grows slowly, adding each moment of joy to our experience of life. And, at times, it overflows the cup of our being. When that happens, amazing grace is transformed into amazing joy (“how sweet the song.”) Or, as Barbara Holmes eloquently wrote: “Joy Unspeakable.” If you doubt the transcendent quality of joy, listen to Beethoven’s Ode to Joy, which concludes his Symphony No. 9 in D minor, op. 125.
     In his wildly popular book, Everything I Need to Know I Learned in Kindergarten, Unitarian Universalist minister Robert Fulghum wrote that whenever he felt depressed, he would put on Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony, because he found “within Beethoven’s music an irresistible affirmation.” As Fulghum points out, the celebration of joy in the Ninth Symphony is especially amazing given the fact that Beethoven was deaf when he composed it. Fulghum concluded, “I would think, if he can write a symphony like that, maybe I ought to go on about my life.” 
     Fulghum’s inspiration is understandable given the impact of the Ninth Symphony on listeners, especially the fourth movement concluding with the singing of Ode to Joy. The words sung in the fourth movement come, in part, from lines of a poem by Friedrich Schiller titled “Ode to Joy.” Beethoven’s dream of setting this poem to music spanned 30 years, but he finally did it, using some of Schiller’s original words, but adapting, adding, and rearranging. The result is a utopian vision for the future that imagines a world built on freedom, “brotherhood,” freedom, peace, and joy. As Jim Smith wrote, “If you are not inspired to try to make this a better world after listening to this final movement, you're not really listening.” 

     In a later book Fulghum wrote, “In my secret life, I fantasized that someday I would rent a hall, a symphony orchestra, and a great chorale—and personally conduct that giant piece of music while simultaneously playing the kettledrum parts.” Despite the fact that he had never studied music, a greater joy and terror came when he was invited to conduct the Ninth Symphony with the Minneapolis Chamber Symphony. Fantasies can come true and fools will rush in where wise people fear to tread. Against all odds, Fulghum and the orchestra pulled it off, sort of. Fulghum decided that he could not conduct on the third and final day of the concert, an instance of the fool becoming wise. He handed the baton to the orchestra’s real conductor, an act for which Fulghum received a standing ovation from the audience and the members of the orchestra. Joy can come in strange and unexpected ways.

     Fra Giovanni wrote, “The gloom of the world is but a shadow. Behind it, yet within our reach is joy.” Theologian Wendy Wright says, “Joy arrives when divinity dances in us.” Joy also arrives whenever a child is born, for each birth is holy. And Christmas, whatever else it may be, is an Ode to Joy, a symbol of what is possible, a universal celebration of love.

     Rachel Naomi Remen writes, “I have learned a new definition of the word ‘joy.’ I had thought joy to be rather synonymous with happiness, but it seems far less vulnerable than happiness…. Joy seems to be a function of the willingness to accept the whole, and to show up to meet with whatever is there…. Joy seems more closely related to aliveness than to happiness…. There is a fundamental paradox here. The less we are attached to life, the more alive we become. The less we have preferences about life, the more deeply we can experience and participate in life.” 
     May joy be yours in the morning, and every morning: “deep, abiding, uncompromised joy.” Merry Christmas!

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Many people lose the small joys in the hope for the big happiness.”   Pearl S. Buck

“I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own, if you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful, to be realistic, to remember the limitations of being human.”   Oriah Mountain Dreamer

“I slept and dreamt that life was joy. I awoke and saw that life was service. I acted and behold, service was joy.”   Rabindranath Tagore

“In fact, no one recognizes the happiest moment of their lives as they are living it. It may well be that, in a moment of joy, one might sincerely believe that they are living that golden instant “now,” even having lived such a moment before, but whatever they say, in one part of their hearts they still believe in the certainty of a happier moment to come.”   Orhan Pamuk

“Worry never robs tomorrow of its sorrow, it only saps today of its joy.”   Leo Buscaglia

“Compassion is the sometimes-fatal capacity for feeling what it is like to live inside somebody else’s skin. It’s the knowledge that there can never really be any peace and joy for me until there is peace and joy finally for you too.”   Frederick Buechner

“Joy is the simplest form of gratitude.”   Karl Barth

People from a planet without flowers would think we must be mad with joy the whole time to have such things about us.”   Iris Murdoch

“No one’s life should be rooted in fear. We are born for wonder, for joy, for hope, for love, to marvel at the mystery of existence, to be ravished by the beauty of the world, to seek truth and meaning, to acquire wisdom, and, by our treatment of others, to brighten the corner where we are.”   Dean R. Koontz

“Too much joy, I swear, is lost in our desperation to keep it.”   Ocean Vuong
“I do not miss childhood, but I miss the way I took pleasure in small things, even as greater things crumbled. I could not control the world I was in, could not walk away from things or people or moments that hurt, but I took joy in the things that made me happy.”   Neil Gaiman

“The soul is here for its own joy.”   Rumi
“Set your heart on doing good. Do it over and over again, and you will be filled with joy.”   Buddha

“A thing of beauty is a joy for ever: / Its loveliness increases; it will never / Pass into nothingness; but still will keep / A bower quiet for us, and a sleep / Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.”   John Keats

“Our joy does not have to be based on our circumstances.”   Joyce Meyer

“True teachers are those who use themselves as bridges over which they invite their students to cross; then, having facilitated their crossing, joyfully collapse, encouraging them to create their own.”   Nikos Kazantzakis

“Pleasure is always derived from something outside you, whereas joy arises from within.”   Eckhart Tolle

“Joy is the goal of existence, and joy is not to be stumbled upon, but to be achieved….”   Ayn Rand

“The source of love is deep in us and we can help others realize a lot of happiness. One word, one action, one thought can reduce another person’s suffering and bring that person joy.”   Thích Nhất Hạnh

“May your heart always be joyful. May your song always be sung.”  Bob Dylan

“Because you are defined not by life’s imperfect moments, but by your reaction to them. And because there is joy in embracing—rather than running from—the utter absurdity of life.”   Jenny Lawson

“Joy does not simply happen to us. We have to choose joy and keep choosing it every day.”   Henri J.M. Nouwen

“If your joy is derived from what society thinks of you, you’re always going to be disappointed.”   Madonna

“Passion is a feeling that tells you: this is the right thing to do. Nothing can stand in my way. It doesn’t matter what anyone else says. This feeling is so good that it cannot be ignored. I’m going to follow my bliss and act upon this glorious sensation of joy.”   Wayne W. Dyer

“Don’t surrender all your joy for an idea you used to have about yourself that isn’t true anymore.”   Cheryl Strayed

“Whatever may be the tensions and the stresses of a particular day, there is always lurking close at hand the trailing beauty of forgotten joy or unremembered peace.”   Howard Thurman

“Sometimes the best and worst times of your life can coincide. It is a talent of the soul to discover the joy in pain—thinking of moments you long for, and knowing you’ll never have them again.” Shannon L. Alder

“Life offers up these moments of joy despite everything.”   Sally Rooney

“I give you this to take with you: Nothing remains as it was. If you know this, you can begin again, with pure joy in the uprooting.”   Judith Minty

“A flower blossoms for its own joy.”   Oscar Wilde

“Ignore any loss of nerve, ignore any loss of self-confidence, ignore any doubt or confusion. Move on believing in love, in peace, and harmony, and in great accomplishment. Remember joy isn’t a stranger to you. You are winning and you are strong. Love. Love first, love always, love forever.”   Anne Rice
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