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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: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn S. Owen-Towle (112 words)
1.2: If just for this hour by Martha Kirby Capo (42 words)
1.3: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes (119 words)
1.4: We gather in community to... by Rev. Paul L’Herrou (73 words)
1.5: Out of our busyness by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (85 words)
1.6: Blessings for the Beginning by Rev. Kari Kopnick (80 words)
1.7: A New Year for Beloved Community by Rev. Debra Haffner (146 words)
1.8: First Comes the Waiting by Rev. Erika Hewitt (163 words)
1.9: Thresholds by Arlen Goff (128 words)
1.10: A New Beginning by Rev. Laurie Stuart (66 words)
1.11: Born Again by Rev. David Horst (23 words)
1.12: We Go on Loving by David Richo (78 words)
1.13: Let this Be a Place of Silence by Rev. Barbara Stevens (53 words)
1.14: A Renewed Hope for This World by Rev. Nathan Ryan (122 words)
1.15: In this quiet hour may our spirits be renewed by Rev. Gary Kowalski (101 words)
1.16: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard Fewkes (120 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Promise and Renewal by Rev. Janet Parsons (31 words)
2.2: May this flame by Rev. Bets Wienecke (29 words)
2.3: Does the Match Love the Wick by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (46 words)
2.4: For Every Time We Make a Mistake by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
2.5: On the Brink of a New Year by Rev. Lois Van Leer (38 words)
2.6: The End Is the Beginning by Katie Gelfand (74 words)
2.7: There is Light by Eric Williams (103 words)
2.8: Every Endeavor Begins with a First Step by Rev. Charles Flagg (60 words)
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.2: SLT #5 It Is Something to Have Wept
3.3: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath 

3.4: SLT #12 O Life That Maketh All Things New
3.5: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love
3.6: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines

3.7: SLT #31 Named Unnamed

3.8: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken

3.9: SLT #51 Lady of the Season’s Laughter
3.10: SLT #83 Winds Be Still

3.11: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.12: SLT #94 What is This Life

3.13: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere

3.14: SLT #108 My Life Flows on in Endless Song
3.15: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land

      Singing the Journey 
3.16: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come

3.17: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing
3.18: STJ #1011 Return Again
3.19: STJ #1021 Lean on Me

3.20: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

3.21: STJ #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness
3.22: STJ #1037 We Begin Again in Love
3.23: STJ #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead

     Choral Music 

3.24: How Can I Keep from Singing by Robert Wadsworth Lowry, arr. Karen P. Thomas

3.25: The Song We Sing by Jacob Narverud

3.26: New Beginnings by Jim Papoulis

     Popular Music

3.27: River by Ibeyi (3:46)

3.28: Black Eyes, Blue Tears by Shania Twain (4:02)

3.29: Solsbury Hill by Peter Gabriel (4:28)

3.30: I Can See Clearly Now by Johnny Nash (2:45)

3.31: Dancing in the Dark by Bruce Springsteen (3:54)

3.32: Don’t Think Twice, It’s Alright by Bob Dylan (3:34)

3.33: This Year by Cooper (3:44)

3.34: Up & Up by Coldplay with lyrics (6:17)

3.35: Feeling Good by Nina Simone (3:02)

3.36: Wanna’ be Startin’ Somethin’ by Michael Jackson (6:03)

3.37: Here Comes the Sun by The Beatles (3:11)

3.38: Brand New Sun by Jason Lytle (4:15)

3.39: Brand New Day by Sting (3:57)

3.40: Breaking the Habit with lyrics by Linkin Park (3:16)

3.41: Let’s Get Out of This Country by Camera Obscura (3:21)

3.42: Bring Me to Life by Evanescence (3:42)

3.43: Brand New Start by Alter Bridge with Lyrics (4:56)

3.44: Starting All Over Again by Mel & Tim (3:50)

3.45: Start Again by Two Door Cinema Club (4:16)

3.46: Going Back to My Roots with lyrics by Odyssey (3:25)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Bridge Building by Daniel, adapted (511 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (147 words)
5.2: I invite you by Rev. Samuel A. Trumbore (181 words)
5.3: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)
5.4: The Inescapable Divine by Rev. Dr. Howard Thurman (276 words)
5.5: We lift our hearts in gratitude by Rev. Philip Randall Giles (129 words)
5.6: The Message by Rev. Lewis A. McGee (124 words)
5.7: All That We Have Been, All That We Will Become by Rev. Leslie Ahuvah Fails (173 words)
5.8: Calling by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (154 words)
5.9: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
5.10: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
5.11: Meditation for a Beautiful Day by Rev. Sarah York (210 words)
5.12: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (371 words)
5.13: Winter Meditation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (165 words)
5.14: We lift our hearts in gratitude by Rev. Philip Randall Giles (129 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (124 words)
6.2: Great Unity beyond all differences by Rev. Andrew M. Hill (128 words)
6.3: You send us into the world, O God by Rev. Thomas D. Wintle (237 words)
6.4: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)
6.5: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words)
6.6: On this day and every day by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)
6.7: Re-Creation by Rev. Stephen Shick (143 words)
6.8: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #1 by Rev. Connie Simon (280 words)
6.9: We Bear the Weight of What They Could Not See by Rev. James (Jay) C Leach (476 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #438 Morning by Rev. Clinton Lee Scott
7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp

7.3: SLT #442 We Bid You Welcome by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert

7.4: SLT #443 We Arrive Out of Many Singular Rooms by Rev. Kenneth L. Patton

7.5: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr

7.6: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George E. Odell

7.7: SLT #470 Affirmation by Rev. Leonard Mason

7.8: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver

7.9: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Rev. Ralph Helverson 
8.0: Readings

8.1: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (113 words)
8.2: from Forest: The Way We Stand by Susan Griffin (108 words)
8.3: The Healing Moment by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (278 words)
8.4: Trout Fishing by Peg Thompson (128 words)
8.5: A Renewed Ten Commandments by Rev. Michael McGee (92 words)
8.6: Change by Ellen Bass (150 words)
8.7: The Answering Machine by Linda Pastan (126 words)
8.8: The Porch Swing by Terry Hershey (249 words)
8.9: Steps to Personal Transformation by Amara Rose (236 words)
8.10: Spirituality and Roses by Rev. Dr. Gordon McKeeman (284 words)
8.11: It Matters by Rev. Robert Walsh (396 words)
8.12: Waiting For Now by Mandie McGlynn (123 words)
8.13: Becoming Ourselves by Rev. Amanda Poppei (473 words)
8.14: Life Tips from a Pottery Wheel by Tim Atkins (356 words)
8.15: New Levels of Sacred by Rev. Caitlin Cotter Coillberg (349 words)
8.16: The Possibility of Redemption by Rev. Robin Tanner (366 words)
8.17: I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life by Rev. Vern Barnet (90 words)
8.18: Don’t Argue with Salvation by Rev. Alex Jensen (490 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
10.0: Closing Words

10.1: The Turning of the Seasons by Rev. Dr. Andrew Pakula (56 words)
10.2: Hands by Rev. Amy Freedman and Rev. Keith Kron (135 words)
10.3: To say yes by Rev. James Madison Barr (34 words)
10.4: Finding Time by Marv Hiles, adapted (57 words)
10.5: The Time of your Life by William Saroyan (118 words)

10.6: May You Be Changed by Emily Richards (65 words)
10.7: An ending, or merely prelude to more glorious beginnings? by Rev. Michael Schuler (93 words)
10.8: It Is Our Journey Together by Rev. Debra Haffner (56 words)
10.9: Let Us Begin Again in Love by Rev. Lois Van Leer (29 words)
10.10: May we go forth from this place by Rev. Charles Howe (38 words)
10.11: The work continues by Martha Kirby Capo (50 words)
10.12: We receive fragments of holiness by Rev. Sarah York (34 words)
10.13: We walk this earth but a brief moment in time by Rev. Tim Haley (76 words)
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Work and Rest: The Rhythm of Our Lives by Rev. Cathy Bowers (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183782.shtml) (1,296 words)
11:2: Already Broken: A Buddhist Perspective… by Rev. James Ishmael Ford (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/19845.shtml) (912 words)
11.3: A Wintery Spirituality by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (852 words)
11.4: Beginning Again by Rev. Mark Ward (Excerpt, full text at http://uuasheville.org/beginning-again/) (1,048 words)
11.5: Praise for Renewal by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (877 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn S. Owen-Towle (112 words)
     Come into this house of worship. Come in bringing all of who you are. Rest and quiet your week-worn spirit, for you are here to touch again eternal springs of hope and renewal.

     Calm your hurried pace. For this hour let the cares, the fretfulness and worry be set aside. Forgive yourself—you are so very worthy of moving on, of making new efforts, of trying again.

      Know that you are not alone. There is strength and caring support for you here. You will find comfort if you but ask. Look around. You are a part of potential community. You can make it what you will. Enter into this house of worship.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5194.shtml 
1.2: If just for this hour by Martha Kirby Capo (42 words)
In this hour may we be open

To a rededication of treasured friendships, a renewal of spirit;

May we relinquish the worries and anxieties of the past week,

if just for this hour, and regain our strength

Through this community of faith.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/if-just-for-this-hour 
1.3: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes (119 words)
Creator of all times and seasons, and of all the seasons of our lives, we gather in this place, thankful for the days that have been, even those that have tried our souls; and hopeful for the days that shall be, even those that shall demand of us the best that we have of faith and hope and courage; till we have become one with ourselves and thee in all the seasons to come—from the glad renewal of spring, to the summer autumn days of green and gold and yellow, and the shining colors of fruition and harvest; to the white wisdom days of winter where all things wait in patience for the change that shall bring transformation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5205.shtml 
1.4: We gather in community to... by Rev. Paul L’Herrou (73 words)
     We gather in community to rest from our labors, to greet our neighbors, and to open our being to insight and intuition of that greater reality of which we are a part.

     May we find in our time together inspiration and renewal.

     May we touch the holy in each other and be touched by the graciousness of life.

     May we find here a calm peacefulness that will carry us through the days ahead.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5441.shtml 
1.5: Out of our busyness by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (85 words)
Out of our busyness, we are called back into balance, back into ourselves and the silence of present being. But it is not just back into ourselves to which we are called; it is also to the awareness of the continuous presence of the environment around us and within us. We are called to remember our relationships and our dependencies. We are called to once again feel the oneness which sustains our being in balance with creation, and to do so with wonder and appreciation. 

Source: Balance by Susan Manker-Seale in Everyday Spiritual Practice: Simple Pathways for Enriching Your Life, edited by Scott Alexander
1.6: Blessings for the Beginning by Rev. Kari Kopnick (80 words)
     …The things to do have been done, well, for the most part.

The people we need are in place, almost.

We are ready, or as ready as we will be.

     Bless this most perfectly imperfect beginning. 

May we find the right people to do the right things as we go. 

May we discover that what we needed was right here all along. 

And may we remember to stop and marvel at the magic of each moment as it floats by.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessings-beginning 

1.7: A New Year for Beloved Community by Rev. Debra Haffner (146 words)
     Happy new year!

Happy new year for our beloved community.

     …We gather together at the start of this new year

As people of many ages

As people of many sexual orientations and gender identities

As people of many races and ethnicities

As people of many theologies and religious backgrounds.

Woven together in our love for this community

With our hopes and dreams and prayers for the year before us.

With our hearts and minds and spirits ready to be touched by the year before us.

With our hands and time and talents ready to be offered in the year before us.

We gather together at the start of this new year

With gratitude and love

For those who have come before us

For those who stand here with us

May it be a good year. May it be a sweet year.

Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/new-year-beloved-community 

1.8: First Comes the Waiting by Rev. Erika Hewitt (163 words)
     This is the season of endings and beginnings,

when the small signs of dawn pierce through the night and something new is born.

     But first comes the waiting.

First come the lessons of endings and beginnings.

     The Presence of Life, the sheltering Spirit of Love,

grieves with those sweeping up the debris of loss;

waits with those who restlessly reach out for change;

grants us courage in the night to guard each other’s dreams for this holy, wondrous universe.

     Grant us, oh Universe unfolding in mystery, a sense of your timing.

     May we loosen our grip on that which doesn’t serve us,

leaving behind that which we have outworn and outgrown.

     Teach us the lessons of beginnings.

Remind us that such waitings and endings may be a starting place,

a planting of seeds which bring to birth what is ready to be born—

something right and just and different;

a new song, a deeper relationship, a fuller love—

in the fullness of time.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/first-comes-waiting 

1.9: Thresholds by Arlen Goff (128 words)
     Thresholds.

We cross them every day.

From room to room,

from outside to inside,

and back again,

from here to there,

from anywhere to everywhere,

from age to age.

     Each threshold offers an opportunity

for change, for renewal, for transformation,

from what we were and what we are

to what we can be.

     In this hour and in this place,

we cross a threshold from

our day-to-day everydayness into

space and time attuned to the other,

to the sacred, to the holy,

into an awareness of new life

pregnant with possibilities.

     How will we be renewed in this moment?

How will we be changed by this hour?

How will we be transformed through this

gathering of beloved community?

     Come, you longing, thirsty souls!

Come, let us worship together!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/thresholds 

1.10: A New Beginning by Rev. Laurie Stuart (66 words)
In the spirit of community and a sense of purpose in our ministry: Let us commence the discovery of our strengths, our concerns, our grief and our joy. Let this journey be one of love, authenticity and reverence. Let us shape our lives, our work and our days as an expression of that joy, that love and of our commitment to service and to each other.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-new-beginning 

1.11: Born Again by Rev. David Horst (23 words)
From night into day,

From chill into warmth,

From sleep into awakening,

We open our hearts to the wonder of life,

Born again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/born-again 
1.12: We Go on Loving by David Richo (78 words)
     What makes us human beings so uniquely wonderful in this puzzling universe is that we never give up on love.

     Against all odds, with no guarantee of being loved in return, out of the hate and hurt so often handed us, in the face of the sad suffering history has let us see, we go on loving.

     What deep respect we deserve for this capacity of ours to make love out of anything and to let it last.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/quote/we-go-loving 

1.13: Let this Be a Place of Silence by Rev. Barbara Stevens (53 words)
     Let this be a place of warm and gentle silence:

the silence that soothes and comforts the wounded,

the silence that yields insights into heart and soul,

the silence that calms,

the silence that listens,

the silence that speaks,

the silence that renews.

     Let this be a place of warm and gentle silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/let-be-place-silence 

1.14: A Renewed Hope for This World by Rev. Nathan Ryan (122 words)
     Be it real or metaphor, whatever is in your backpack, or your briefcase, or your purse that you’ve brought into this sanctuary that is weighing you down: leave it behind.

     Whatever you are carrying that is keeping you distracted, or caught up in shame, or guilt, or hopelessness: leave it behind.

     If you need it, it will be there when we’re done, but for this hour, just let it go.

     Come into this place with open hearts.

     Come into this place with a soul that has remembered how to be tender again.

     Come into this place with a renewed hope for this world.

     Come into this place ready to build a world we’ve always been worthy of, and have always dreamed of.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/renewed-hope-world 
1.15: In this quiet hour may our spirits be renewed by Rev. Gary Kowalski (101 words)
     In this quiet hour may our spirits be renewed.

     In this gathering of friends may we be ready to extend ourselves to those in need, and with trust to receive the hand that is offered.

     In this community of ideals may we remember the principles that guide us and reflect upon those things that give meaning to our lives, renewing our dedication to serve the highest that we know.

     In this time of worship, may our minds be open to new truth, and our hearts be receptive to love, as we give thanks for this life we are blessed to share.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5356.shtml 

1.16: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard Fewkes (120 words)
     Creator of all times and seasons, and of all the seasons of our lives, we gather in this place, thankful for the days that have been, even those that have tried our souls; and hopeful for the days that shall be, even those that shall demand of us the best that we have of faith and hope and courage; till we have become one with ourselves and thee in all the seasons to come -- from the glad renewal of spring, to the summer autumn days of green and gold and yellow, and the shining colors of fruition and harvest; to the white wisdom days of winter where all things wait in patience for the change that shall bring transformation.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5205.shtml 
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Promise and Renewal by Rev. Janet Parsons (31 words)
The flame of our chalice this morning is a symbol of the warmth and brightness of our connections. The flame lights our way together…and …our way forward to promise and renewal.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/ingathering 
2.2: May this flame by Rev. Bets Wienecke (29 words)
May this flame, 

symbol of transformation since time began, 

     fire our curiosity, 

     strengthen our wills, 

     and sustain our courage 

as we seek what is good within and around us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/may-flame 
2.3: Does the Match Love the Wick by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (46 words)
Does the match love the wick?

Does the wick love the wax or the air it consumes?

“Yes,

without question.”
To melt together,

To burn together,

To change together,

The pieces of the candle must love each other.

Though not necessarily wisely,

and not necessarily well.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/does-match-love-wick 
2.4: For Every Time We Make a Mistake by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
(May be read responsively)

     For every time we make a mistake and we decide to start again:

We light this chalice.

     For every time we are lonely and we let someone be our friend:

We light this chalice.

     For every time we are disappointed and we choose to hope:

We light this chalice.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/every-time-we-make-mistake 

2.5: On the Brink of a New Year by Rev. Lois Van Leer (38 words)
We light this chalice on the brink of a new year

Letting go of what has been

Open and hopeful for what may come

Renewed, restored, ready

To live Life fully anew

May we move forward with intention.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/brink-new-year 

2.6: The End Is the Beginning by Katie Gelfand (74 words)
We call forth the life of our faith by igniting our chalice. This spark of new beginnings invites us into a sacred space to reflect where we have been and where we are going. Even knowing that this particular flame will intentionally end with our ritual extinguishing, we fear not its end…. For we know, with brave hearts, that from every ending of our lives, we are sent forth to make a new beginning.

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

2.7: There is Light by Eric Williams (103 words)
     In the beginning

There was light

Infinite and expansive

Flowing out from an unseen center.

     Throughout Creation

There is light

From the steady Sun

The glowing Moon

The flashing Meteor

The twinkling Stars

And the auroras dancing in the northern skies.

     Within each part of Creation

There is light

Slowed down and held close

By every cell and molecule

By each atom and element.

     Within you

There is light

The same light as the Source

The same radiance that is in all creatures.

     May this small flame

Be a constant reminder to you

Of your true nature

And your kinship with all beings.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/there-light 

2.8: Every Endeavor Begins with a First Step by Rev. Charles Flagg (60 words)
     Leader: Every endeavor begins with a first step, and encounters darkness and difficulty along the way.

Response: We know the darkness of ignorance, of fear, and of tyranny.

     Leader: Yet we know the dawning of the light, the beginnings of hope, and the renewal of life.

Response: Blessed be the eternal power which inspires us [to kindle these lights/this light]. Blessed be the source of light and of life. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/every-endeavor 

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.2: SLT #5 It Is Something to Have Wept
3.3: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath 

3.4: SLT #12 O Life That Maketh All Things New
3.5: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love
3.6: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines

3.7: SLT #31 Named Unnamed

3.8: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken

3.9: SLT #51 Lady of the Season’s Laughter
3.10: SLT #83 Winds Be Still

3.11: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.12: SLT #94 What is This Life

3.13: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere

3.14: SLT #108 My Life Flows on in Endless Song
3.15: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land

      Singing the Journey 
3.16: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.17: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing
3.18: STJ #1011 Return Again
3.19: STJ #1021 Lean on Me

3.20: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

3.21: STJ #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness
3.22: STJ #1037 We Begin Again in Love
3.23: STJ #1045 There is a Balm in Gilead

     Choral Music 

3.24: How Can I Keep from Singing by Robert Wadsworth Lowry, arr. Karen P. Thomas

(voicing: SATB div.) (level: medium) (length: 4:20) (a cappella)

“Starting with the most innocent of beginnings featuring the famous treble melody, the piece builds to a dramatic ending, all the while maintaining the integrity of the original hymn tune.”
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=897
3.25: The Song We Sing by Jacob Narverud
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:27) (a cappella)

“An invitation to gather, to breathe, to be a community. This piece is a lyrical welcome to ‘the poet, the beggar, the lover, and the rebel’ in each of us to ‘join the song forever.’”
Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1547 
Text:   The song we sing is meant to bring

A moment of soft weather,

Where care and worry lift away

And we can breathe together.

We seldom find a quiet space

(In public, almost never)

Yet here we sit and know we fit,

And we belong together.

For we are home (yes, everyone),

The poet and the beggar,

The lover and the rebel, too,

Are welcome here, forever.

So close your eyes and feel your hearts

Begin to beat together,

And know that we, in harmony,

Will join the Song forever. by Robert Bode
3.26: New Beginnings by Jim Papoulis

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 1:51) (piano)

“New Beginnings was inspired by …the closing of one chapter in life and beginning another. Although many of us look forward to a next chapter in life with great anticipation, we find ourselves emotional for a chapter that will never exist the same way again.”
Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/New-Beginnings/10565279.item#.YbkJDmjMLIU 
     Popular Music

3.27: River by Ibeyi (3:46)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lHRAPIwsS5I 
3.28: Black Eyes, Blue Tears by Shania Twain (4:02)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Q_bzDRxfQ0 
3.29: Solsbury Hill by Peter Gabriel (4:28)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WeYqJxlSv-Y 

3.30: I Can See Clearly Now by Johnny Nash (2:45)

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

3.31: Dancing in the Dark by Bruce Springsteen (3:54)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8cNS_Mecbw8
3.32: Don’t Think Twice, It’s Alright by Bob Dylan (3:34)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u-Y3KfJs6T0 

3.33: This Year by Cooper (3:44)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=434AAbH7s7o 
3.34: Up & Up by Coldplay with lyrics (6:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3W6-WeMisiw 
3.35: Feeling Good by Nina Simone (3:02)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oHRNrgDIJfo 
3.36: Wanna’ be Startin’ Somethin’ by Michael Jackson (6:03)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FvO8NAtj-Ig 
3.37: Here Comes the Sun by The Beatles (3:11)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KQetemT1sWc 
3.38: Brand New Sun by Jason Lytle (4:15)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HMiU29de68g 
3.39: Brand New Day by Sting (3:57)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cA46ZNjrzeY 
3.40: Breaking the Habit with lyrics by Linkin Park (3:16)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GLQs0OrHiPY 

3.41: Let’s Get Out of This Country by Camera Obscura (3:21)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HRIVmyXnV0I 
3.42: Bring Me to Life by Evanescence (3:42)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=96MiYk9VYvc 
3.43: Brand New Start by Alter Bridge with Lyrics (4:56)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dw_7R3jcg9Q 
3.44: Starting All Over Again by Mel & Tim (3:50)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MljXBJv7mA8 
3.45: Start Again by Two Door Cinema Club (4:16)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WOYXsDs1uw8 
3.46: Going Back to My Roots with lyrics by Odyssey (3:25)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wRF_-gnYtaw 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Bridge Building by Daniel, adapted (511 words)
     Sitting beside a stranger, the man began to talk.

     Once upon a time – “practically in another life,” the man said – he’d done a lot of things right. He’d married his high school sweetheart and had two kids with her, children who were the world to him. He’d also built a successful fishing business. He was happy beyond words.

     “Then God laughed,” he continued. “The world caved in around me. With it, fell my family, my business, and my health. And one day I found myself, alone, at the bottom of the world. Everything I had worked for, everything I had loved was gone.”
     “I cried for seven years,” he said. 

     On a day that looked like any other, the man stopped crying. He looked at himself in the mirror. He saw grey hairs he didn’t remember. He saw wrinkles and a sadness that had become his only friend in his despair.

     He closed his eyes, shattered the mirror with his fist, and tried to catch his breath. When his heart calmed, he decided that the years that were gone weren’t important. “Age may wear away my body, but it will never dent my soul.”
     “So, I walked outside the shelter where I’d been staying to the place where my fishing business once lay. It had long been abandoned, and there was nothing left except old rotting lumber. That was all I needed.”
     The man went to work the next day. For seven years, he worked… building a bridge. The bridge was close to the water, and extended outward toward a white house on the other side of the lake. When the bridge was finished, he walked on it toward the white house where his remaining child lived. He hadn’t waited seven more years to see his child though. Rather, his child had spent the last seven years helping his father build that bridge.

     The child lived with his mother and the mother’s new husband. But every day, the child helped his father build the bridge that drew him and his father closer together, and drew both of them closer to the white house where his mother had moved to after his brother had tragically died. His mother married a man who didn’t remind her of the son she had lost.

     When the bridge was complete, the man didn’t stop building bridges. The second bridge was one that reconnected a community with a bridge builder who was once a fisherman. The third bridge connected two communities that once lived far apart. The one after that connected four families who didn’t know they were related. And one day, many years later, the man opened his eyes in an ashram, and noticed a stranger next to him. He smiled, and told this story.

     “So, what brought you here?” the stranger asked, after the man finished speaking. “I’m building another bridge,” he said with a chuckle. Then he closed his eyes again, and the stranger noticed a slight smile on his gentle face as he drifted back to wherever he goes to build his bridges. 

Source: http://blog.placeboeffect.com/bridge-building-a-story-about-renewal/ 
5.0: Meditations

5.1: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (147 words)
May the light of your soul guide you; May the light of your soul bless the work you do with the secret love and warmth of your heart; May you see in what you do the beauty of your own soul; May the sacredness of your work bring healing, light and renewal to those who work with you and to those who see and receive your work; May your work never weary you; May it release within you wellsprings of refreshment, inspiration and excitement; May you be present in what you do. May you never become lost in the bland absences; May the day never burden; May dawn find you awake and alert, approaching your new day with dreams, possibilities and promises; May evening find you gracious and fulfilled; May you go into the night blessed, sheltered and protected; May your soul calm, console and renew you.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/1156525-may-the-light-of-your-soul-guide-you-may-the 
5.2: I invite you by Rev. Samuel A. Trumbore (181 words)
     I invite you now into a time of gratitude, reflection, renewal and hope. …Each moment of wakefulness has so many gifts that offer energy and delight. Yet, too often they seem unavailable as the weight of our troubles press down on us. The threats to our well-being, real or exaggerated, …become captive to rising flood waters forceful, murky, threatening and ominous.

     Even in moments of great danger, the direction of attention is a choice. Fear can dominate the mind binding it like a straitjacket. Or love can unbind it and open it to resource and opportunity. The soil of the mind can be watered with kindness. The thorns can be removed one by one to allow another close enough to appreciate the buds ready to flower.

     Great possibilities await us even if all we can see is the cliff before us. The grandeur of life, of which we are a part, scatters rainbows in every direction, even as the deluge approaches. Holding reality and possibility together is the holy hope-filled work of humanity

     If…we choose it, again and again, in love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holding-reality 
5.3: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)
     When Jesus was baptized the spirit descended upon him like a dove and God said, “This is my son, in whom I am well pleased.” It must have been a great feeling, but it didn’t last long. The next thing Jesus knew, the nice spirit that had descended like a dove became aggressive and drove him into the wilderness. There he spent forty days of deprivation, self-examination, and confrontation with the devil. He suffered; he struggled; he was tested. Jesus’ solitary struggles to remain true to his covenant and calling echo those of his ancestors, who spent forty years in the wilderness establishing a religious community.

     Wilderness is a part of every person’s soul-journey, and part of our journey together as human beings who seek to live in community. Time in the wilderness is always a time of struggle. It is also a time of transformation and renewal. In traditional terms, it is a time of purification. The journey into wilderness reminds us that we are alone and not alone. We are neither where we have been nor where we are going. There is danger and possibility, risk and promise. In the wilderness, the spirit may descend like a dove and lift us on its wings of hope, then drive us into the depths of despair; it may affirm us with a gift of grace, then challenge us to change. In the stories and rituals of Eastern as well as Western religions, a journey into the wilderness represents a time when we both pursue and resist the Holy.

     We may choose to enter the wilderness like the people of Yahweh, to escape bondage, or, like Henry David Thoreau, to “live deliberately.” Or we may, like Jesus, be driven there without much choice. Once there, even our markers of time and space collapse, for this wilderness is not in space or time, but is the boundless territory of the soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/22277.shtml 
5.4: The Inescapable Divine by Rev. Dr. Howard Thurman (276 words)
     Waiting is a window opening on many landscapes. For some, waiting means the cessation of all activity when energy is gone and exhaustion is all that the heart can manage. It is the long, slow panting of the spirit.

     For some, waiting is a time of intense preparation for the next leg of the journey. Here, at last, comes a moment when forces can be realigned and a new attack upon an old problem set in order. Or it may be a time (for) reassessment of all plans and of checking past failures against present insight.

     Waiting may be the long moment ahead when the landscape stretches far in many directions and the chance to select one’s way among many choices cannot be denied.

     …For many, waiting is something more than all of this. It is the experience of recovering balance when catapulted from one’s place. It is the quiet forming of a pattern of recollection in which there is called into focus the fragmentary values from many encounters of many kinds in a lifetime of living. It is to watch a gathering darkness until all light is swallowed up completely without the power to interfere or bring a halt. Then in that darkness, to continue one’s journey with one’s footsteps guided by the illumination of remembered radiance. This is to know courage of a peculiar kind, the courage to demand the light to continue to be light even in the surrounding darkness. To walk in the light while darkness invades, envelopes, and surrounds. This is to wait on the Lord. This is to know the renewal of strength. This is to walk and faint not.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation-reading/inescapable-divine
5.5: We lift our hearts in gratitude by Rev. Philip Randall Giles (129 words)
     We lift our hearts in gratitude for the gift of life, and praise the faithfulness of those who went before and set a pattern of excellence:

     For parents whose love wrought better than they knew;

     For teachers whose faith in us was a blessing beyond measure;

     For friends whose uncalculating acceptance remains an evergreen memory;

     For those whose challenges have stirred us to new resolve and occasionally new heights—

     For all these known to us, and the host of unknowns of whose trust we are the beneficiaries, we raise the ancient toast: “L’Chaim!” –to life!

     May we find in these moments together a blessing of peace and renewal that we may return to the daily round with the calmness and strength adequate to our need. So may it be

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5536.shtml 
5.6: The Message by Rev. Lewis A. McGee (124 words)
Let us rejoice that we are alive today, privileged to meet here in quest of life’s meaning. The …message in …renewal is that life is a precious gift…, to be lived at its best, to be enjoyed and wisely used. There is a structure to life related to the natural universe, whose laws cannot be violated with impunity—a structure related to other life around us. Those who grapple courageously with the events of life will get more joy out of living. Those who so appreciate life and are living on the high plane are ready to die at any time. The death of the individual is the price we pay for being, but the eternal life stream flows on from generation to generation.
Source: no longer online
5.7: All That We Have Been, All That We Will Become by Rev. Leslie Ahuvah Fails (173 words)
     All that we have been separately

and all that we will become together

is stretched out before and behind us

like stars scattered across a canvas of sky.

We stand at the precipice, arms locked

together like tandem skydivers

working up the courage to jump.

     Tell me, friends:

What have we got to lose?

Our fear of failure?

Our mistrust of our own talents?

     What have we got to lose?

A poverty of the spirit?

The lie that we are alone?

     What wonders await us in the space

between the first leap

and the moment our feet, our wheels,
however, we move our bodies

across this precious earth

touch down softly on unknown soil?

What have we got to lose

that we can’t replace with some

previously unimaginable joy?

     Blessed are you, Spirit of Life

who has sustained us, enlivened us,
and enabled us to reach this moment.

Give us courage in our leaping,

and gratitude in our landing.

And share with us in the joy of a long

and fruitful ministry together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-we-have-been-all-we-will-become 

5.8: Calling by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (154 words)
     When you heard that voice and

knew finally it called for you

and what it was saying—where

were you? Were you in the shower,

wet and soapy, or chopping cabbage

late for dinner? Were you planting radish

seeds or seeking one lost sock? Maybe

wiping handprints off a window

or coaxing words into a sentence.

Or coming upon a hyacinth or one last No.

Where were you when you heard that ancient

voice, and did Yes get born right then

and did you weep? Had it called you since

before you even were, and when you

knew that, did your joy escape all holding?

Where were you when you heard that

calling voice, and how, in that moment,

did you mark it? How, ever after,

are you changed?

     Tell us, please, all you can about that voice.

Teach us how to listen, how to hear.

     Teach us all you can of saying Yes.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/calling 

5.9: 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 
5.10: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
     Giver of being and freedom, thou who touches our lives in unforeseen ways, who unsettles our ease and upsets our self-satisfactions:

     We wait in these moments of stillness to let the hidden processes of healing and growth do their silent work within us, and to let the quiet work of reconciliation be renewed among us.

     Because we know that the ultimate issues of life—healing and growth, reconciliation and renewal—cannot be forced, neither by excess of activity nor by tumult of words, we seek out this stillness. We seek the quiet—the resting place—of our restless hearts.

     Because we live with mystery, we trust that which is deeper than we know—which touches our hearts—which steadies us and rekindles our spirits—which, finally, in faith, may be named the love that has laid hold upon us, and will not let us go.

     Amen. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/giver-of-being 
5.11: Meditation for a Beautiful Day by Rev. Sarah York (210 words)
     Ah, how beautiful is this day. How crisp and clean the air. How clear the sky. How full of life the teeming earth. And we are alive! Yes, we feel the beat of our own hearts, the pulsing of life in our veins, the rhythm of our breathing. We come into the silence of this time with gratitude for this day.

     We come also with our needs. Our gratitude stirs us to praise and sing our thanksgiving. Our loneliness draws us into the company of others. Our restlessness draws us into these moments of quiet. Our longing for the spirit brings us before the mystery of the holy. Our desire to heal our own wounds and the wounds of our world brings us here to renew our strength and hope.

     And we come into this space because we have gifts to share: words of healing and encouragement for those who are burdened; songs of praise and hope; smiles of comfort and affection; deeds of love and kindness.

     Each of us comes to dip into the well that nourishes our hungry spirits. Each of us comes with our own cup of goodness to pour into the well. We drink together. May we be strengthened in our bonds of love and peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5477.shtml 

5.12: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (371 words)
     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars

the Impulse that gives birth

to the Universe, to the Earth,

to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul

I wrap myself in the blanket

of my sadness and grief,

pain and suffering,

doubts and concerns,

fears and questions,

and look out from my wondering eyes

toward the Light that

dares to penetrate

the layers

of

blindness

that surround me.

     So obscured is my vision

because of the trials and tribulations

of this life,

that it is Your fractal rays of

possibility and hope

that I seek

to inspire me

to emerge from this cocoon

that holds me.

     Each luminescent ray

of Love and Hope and Possibility

is that catalyst which I need

to transform my thoughts and emotions

into fuel for that inner fire

which will dispel the darkness of my night,

which will help me to see

more clearly

the embers of love and hope and possibility

that dwell within me.

     I long to be filled

with renewed energy and strength

to thrust new life

into these wings of my rebirth;

the fragile fragments of my life

the ingredients in the Alchemist’s hand,

creating a new energetic substance

to course through my veins.

     This womb of my becoming

has been one of struggle and transformation.

I was never meant to remain

in this confinement of darkness.

I was created to dwell

in the Infinite Light.

     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars

the Impulse that gives birth

to the Universe, to the Earth,

to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul

I shall look thru the window of my expectant eyes

toward the Source of my Being,

waiting as I do

for Your Alchemist’s hand

to create within me

the change that is necessary

for the season of my rebirth.

     I was never meant to remain

in this confinement of darkness.

I was created to dwell

in the Infinite Light.

     Spring will come again,

this I know.

And I,

I will be ready for my emergence and unfolding,

that I might soar

ever higher

into my own Becoming,

into the Light of my own Transcendence.

     Reawakened.

Renewed.

Reborn.

Amen and Blessed Be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/psalm-wintered-soul 

5.13: Winter Meditation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (165 words)
Something has changed in me this winter.

In the past I’ve focused on how long winter is,

How miserable I find it, and how it seems so interminable.

This winter, I find myself thinking instead

That every day, every hour, every minute

Brings us just that much closer to spring.

We all experience wintry times,

When things seem harsh and frozen,

Or muffled by layered shrouds of snow.

It is helpful to remember that each day that dawns bleakly,

Each night that wraps its cold cloak around our hearts,

Brings us closer to that time of warm and vibrant sun.

It is perhaps helpful to consider that turning toward spring is an active thing,

The earth which seems so stable in fact flies quickly through space,

On its path that tilts us ever towards the Source.

So, too, each memory we lay to rest,

Each truth in ourselves that we encounter and accept,

Each wrong act that we forgive, ushers us on towards our renewal.

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

5.14: We lift our hearts in gratitude by Rev. Philip Randall Giles (129 words)
     We lift our hearts in gratitude for the gift of life, and praise the faithfulness of those who went before and set a pattern of excellence: for parents whose love wrought better than they knew; for teachers whose faith in us was a blessing beyond measure; for friends whose uncalculating acceptance remains an evergreen memory; for those whose challenges have stirred us to new resolve and occasionally new heights—for all these known to us, and the host of unknowns of whose trust we are the beneficiaries, we raise the ancient toast: “L’Chaim!”—to life!

     May we find in these moments together a blessing of peace and renewal, that we may return to the daily round with the calmness and strength adequate to our need. So may it be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5536.shtml 

6.0: Prayers

6.1: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (124 words)
     Giver of being and freedom, thou who touches our lives in unforeseen ways, who unsettles our ease and upsets our self-satisfactions:

     We wait in these moments of stillness to let the hidden processes of healing and growth do their silent work within us, and to let the quiet work of reconciliation be renewed among us.

     Because we know that the ultimate issues of life—healing and growth, reconciliation and renewal—cannot be forced, neither by excess of activity nor by tumult of words, we seek out this stillness. We seek the quiet—the resting place—of our restless hearts.

    Because we live with mystery, we trust that which is deeper than we know—which touches our hearts—which steadies us and rekindles our spirits—which, finally, in faith, may be named the love that has laid hold upon us, and will not let us go. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/giver-of-being 
6.2: Great Unity beyond all differences by Rev. Andrew M. Hill (128 words)
     Out of a troubled world of expediency and selfish strife, we come to this place set apart for the renewal of vision.

     Great Unity beyond all differences, should our lives be narrowed by personal sorrow or tragedy, envision us with a sense of worth;

     should we be weary of the diminishing purposes of community and the persistence of global conflicts, envision us with your larger purpose;

     should we feel lost upon earth’s lonely cosmic shore, envision us with joy and wonder.

     Uphold us when weak. Embrace us when broken. Transform us when partial.

     Restore to us your great unity that we and the green earth and the cosmic law may become as one.

     Great Unity, bless us now, in this moment of worship, with your commanding vision. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5573.shtml 
6.3: You send us into the world, O God by Rev. Thomas D. Wintle (237 words)
     You send us into the world, O God, with freedom to choose and to act. When we are wrong, correct us and help us to make amends. When we are right, give us the humility not to judge others and thereby excommunicate them from our hearts. Let your Holy Spirit come to us now in this moment of prayer; let us quiet the throbbings of the past week that we may open our minds and hearts to the touch of your Spirit. Help us to become the people you meant us to be.

     We give you thanks and praise, O God, for the witness of your church throughout the ages. Help us to see in the diversity of traditions and interpretations evidences of the richness of your grace and the finitude of our human understanding. …

     We pray …for all who are troubled. You give us commandments and guidance; give us also your peace.

     We pray especially for those who are in hospitals and care centers, for those whom society has forgotten, who are discouraged and defeated by life, for those whose poverty of mind or spirit keeps them from enjoying the fullness of life.

     Through your indwelling Spirit, move us beyond what is trivial in your eyes and goad us out of complacency, that we may play our part in the world’s renewal and that your light may shine on those who walk in darkness. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5830.shtml 
6.4: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)
     Spirit of Life,

Who draws us together in a web of holy relationships,

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

     Remind us that we are not alone in history,

Ignite us with the courage of the living tradition.

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

Anchor us with patience and perseverance.

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

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

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

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

     Divine music of the universe,

Let our hearts beat in diverse and harmonious rhythms,

Cooperating with an everlasting dance of love.

May we move with the rhythms of peace.

May we move with the rhythms of compassion.

May we move with the rhythms of justice.

     Source of stars and planets and water and land

Open our hearts to all of our neighbors

Open our souls to a renewal of faith

Open our hands to join together in the work ahead.

So be it, blessed be, amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/web-of-holy-relationships 
6.5: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words)
We gather with a hunger for reconciliation.

     What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

     We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     That there may be more than vision in this room,

These are the wounds we must heal together—

Grief and anger for all that has been lost,

Guilt or fear in the reliving,

Pain that has gone without sufficient comfort,

Mistrust that was earned, that continues burning still,

     Every injury we may have named, and yet still carry,

Those we haven’t, can’t, or dare not speak aloud,

Those we are not ready to make public,

Those still not recognized, accepted, understood.

     These are the wounds that seek replacement—

Not cancellation or denial,

Wounds we will tend cautiously,

Applying the salve of understanding,

Forming scars that mark our history,

Without disfiguring the future, we might share.

     This is not a time of quick solutions, fancy talking.

This is a slow precision. This is a prayer for peace.

     We are new at this endeavor. New at listening, new at hearing.

New at taking enough time to honestly receive one another’s stories.

     What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

     We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     May the strength of this time together help us to walk forward.

May the wisdom of this experience help us to know our path.

May we have the courage to return, as often as necessary, until our way is clear.

May we have the perseverance, together, to see it through.

     May we cause it to be so.

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

6.6: On this day and every day by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)
     O Creative Spirit of Life, in which we live and move and have our being:

     We give thanks for all of nature’s bounties.

     We give thanks for caring friends and compassionate neighbors.

     We give thanks for the communion of those who seek to serve others.

     Each of us carries our private griefs and burdens. Sometimes we can share these, and for the open hearts which respond we are grateful.

     Sometimes the world bears heavily upon us; we struggle alone, search the depths and long for healing, for renewed hope, for strength, which give their grace and peace.

     May we be strengthened in efforts to be of service, and may we always be mindful our lives are filled with privilege, success, and joy that are foreclosed to many.

     May our prayer be that we always see clearly and keep before us the commandment to care; and may we try always to be inclusive and open—not exclusive and narrow.

     On this day and every day, may we give thanks, but let us also be dissatisfied with the world as it is for a new world is waiting to be realized.

     May our spirits and bodies be nourished and nurtured as we give thanks in praise of all that sustains, heals and holds—all that is holy. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/183434.shtml 

6.7: Re-Creation by Rev. Stephen Shick (143 words)
     Spirit of Life, God of Love, who are we to know how you moved over the waters when all was new? We were not there when you parted them and formed dry land. We didn’t hear you cry with joy when earth gave birth to life, or when love began to grow in the human heart. Your longing for hope created this vast diversity of beings with whom we now share our days.

     Spirit of perpetual creation and re-creation, help us to see past our pride to what we have done. Help us accept responsibility for destroying the gifts of clean water and air, of woodlands and grasslands, of creatures that fly through the air and swim through the seas and walk, creep, and crawl on dry land. Help us to gather the seeds of humility and join you in renewing the earth.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/re-creation 

6.8: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #1 by Rev. Connie Simon (280 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love, God of Many Names, we gather in awareness of the opportunity before us as Unitarian Universalists. We have been given many chances before today to heal the wounds of the racism and oppression that have beset our denomination for many years, and held us back from realizing the inherent worth and dignity of all Unitarian Universalists.

     We have made some progress but we still have a long way to go. We have an opportunity today to renew our commitment to this work and we embrace it fully and thankfully. We come together to listen to the voices of those whose contributions to our faith have been neglected for far too long. We welcome them home into a new Unitarian Universalism – into a faith that embraces and includes all of us…. and brings us closer to the Beloved Community of which we dream.

     We know we have much work to do; that everyone has a role to play if we are to live fully into our principles and achieve our highest aspirations. We pray for healing of the wounds of the past and present. We pray for open hearts and minds that we may envision what is possible. We pray for the courage not only to speak up, but also to listen, even when the words are hard to hear. We pray for compassion and understanding. We pray for resilience and determination and for the fearlessness to take risks, to make mistakes and to keep trying.

     In gratitude, for the opportunities we have been given and the promise of what we can achieve together… and in the name of all that is holy, we say amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/promise-and-practice-pastoral-prayer-1 
6.9: We Bear the Weight of What They Could Not See by Rev. James (Jay) C Leach (476 words)
     Oh God of the black, the white, the brown and . . . the blue,

Oh God of Keith Lamont Scott*, of Justin Carr*,

and . . . of Brently Vinson* and of their grieving, troubled families,

Oh God of those in our streets

bearing the oppressive weight of armor and armaments,

and of those in our streets

bearing the oppressive weight of four centuries of injustice,

Oh God, of all people . . .

     We acknowledge and confess today

our nation’s original, founding sin,

how we took the stones of justice

and the sand of equity

and bound them together with the mucilage of racism,

setting a foundation upon which our nation now precariously rests.

     We acknowledge and confess

that some of our grandest of ideals were put into place

by those unable to perceive their own utter hypocrisies.

Equality was not, in fact, self-evident to them

and we continue to bear the weight of what they could not see.

     We acknowledge and confess today

our grief, our anger, our confusion, our mistrust, our anxiety,

our shame, our hopes, our devotion, our aspirations, our faith,

our . . . our dreams.

Our dreams.

     Remembering that when the waters are troubled,

the healing can happen, we pray:

may we not call for calm or counsel false complicity

at the very time

when the foundations need to shake,

when what has been needs to be dismantled,

when we now know more clearly than ever before

that we are not, we are not who we have claimed to be.

     Remove us from false reliance upon that

which cannot support a dream that is called . . . All.

Restrain us from futile return to a false peace

that would only undergird a stifling status quo.

Renew us, renew us, renew us for the long journey ahead,

a risky, unnerving adventure out into an unknown,

toward a dream seen now but faintly:

that one day, one day our nation will rise up

and live out the true meaning of our creed:

that all, that All are created equal.

     If the old foundations cannot sustain us, then we pray:

endow us with faith.

Endow us with faith upon which now to rely,

the spiritual insight that would enable us to perceive

evidence of things hoped for

and the assurance of things not seen.

     May we walk this challenging way with compassion.

May we no longer ignore or avoid the ways

in which we ourselves are impediments.

May we find the soul force that would sustain us

and the soul force that would propel us forward

toward that new day when justice will, at long last,

roll down like waters

and righteousness slake our thirst

with living waters from a mighty stream.

     This we pray in the name of all that we know to be

good and true and beautiful. Amen.

*Note: Keith Lamont Scott was shot by police, Justin Carr’s fatal shooting is still being investigated, Brently Vinson is—despite some dispute—being identified as the officer who shot Mr. Scott.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/we-bear-weight-what-they-could-not-see 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #438 Morning by Rev. Clinton Lee Scott
7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp

7.3: SLT #442 We Bid You Welcome by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert

7.4: SLT #443 We Arrive Out of Many Singular Rooms by Rev. Kenneth L. Patton

7.5: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr

7.6: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George E. Odell

7.7: SLT #470 Affirmation by Rev. Leonard Mason

7.8: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver

7.9: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Rev. Ralph Helverson 
8.0: Readings

8.1: The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry (113 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
8.2: from Forest: The Way We Stand by Susan Griffin (108 words)
     The way we stand, you can see we have grown up this way together, out of the same soil, with the same rains, leaning in the same way toward the sun. See how we lean together in the same direction. How the dead limbs of one of us rest in the branches of another. How those branches have grown around the limbs. How the two are inseparable. And if you look, you can see the different ways we have taken this place into us…. And we are various, and amazing in our variety, and our differences multiply, so that edge after edge of endlessness of possibility is exposed.

Source: https://jennsheridan.wordpress.com/2009/04/24/the-way-we-stand/ 
8.3: The Healing Moment by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (278 words)
     Each day I am newly reminded of my unworthiness—a dozen thoughts misspoken; another day when the good I do falls short of the good that I could do; myriad small interchanges; moments of sharing that strain to the breaking point my desire to be generous, helpful, and kind; months of careful work lost by a moment’s impatience, a careless word.

     But when I am here at the edge of creation, breaking with the small tide over the sand, the need to do good rolls away; the question of what is right diminishes to insignificance and is easily borne away by the tiny waves. Here, where no words are spoken, none are misspoken.

      I am with the broken stubble of the marsh grass that holds on through the wrecking wind and the burning flood. I am with the grains that mold themselves around everything, accepting even so unworthy a foot as mine, holding and shaping it until it feels that it belongs. I stand somewhere between truth and vision, and what I don’t know ceases to embarrass me, because what I do know is that the water feels gentle like a lover’s touch, and the sand welcomes it.

     What I have done or failed to do has left no noticeable mark on creation. What I do or don’t do is of no moment now. Now I am here and grateful to be touched, calmed, and healed by the immense pattern of the universe. And when I die, it will be an honor for my blood to return to the sea and my bones to become the sand. Reassured, I am called back to my life, to another day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/healing-moment 
8.4: Trout Fishing by Peg Thompson (128 words)
     When I go trout fishing, I carry everything I need for the day in my multi-pocketed vest and fanny pack. I begin at a place where a river crosses a road and hike upstream on an angler’s path, fishing as I go. Soon I am alone, with only the stream and the rest of nature as my companions. Fishing, I become one with my surroundings. I move carefully and quietly. At times, I pause to feast on wild raspberries or blueberries, enjoy the mating ritual of dragonflies, or drink in the fragrance of spruce trees and moss. Often, I just relax on a smooth rock in the sun, awash with the sights, scents, and sounds of the place. I feel in complete harmony with myself and all creation.

Source: Finding Your Own Spiritual Path by Peg Thompson
8.5: A Renewed Ten Commandments by Rev. Michael McGee (92 words)
First Commandment: You shall open your heart to the Holy

Second Commandment: You shall value people over possessions and meaning over materialism

Third Commandment: You shall speak the truth with honesty and respect

Fourth Commandment: You shall take time for joy and wonder

Fifth Commandment: You shall forgive yourself and others

Sixth Commandment: You shall protect and nurture life

Seventh Commandment: You shall be faithful to those you love

Eighth Commandment: You shall be generous of spirit

Ninth Commandment: You shall walk in your neighbor’s shoes

Tenth Commandment: You shall cultivate gratitude
Source: no longer online
8.6: Change by Ellen Bass (150 words)
     This is where I yank the old roots from my chest

like the tomatoes we let grow until December, stalks thick as saplings.

     This is the moment when ancient fears race like thoroughbreds,

asking for more and more rein and I the driver for some reason

they know nothing of, strain to hold them back.

     Terror grips me like a virus and I sweat

fevered trying to burn it out.

     This fear is invisible, all you can see is a woman going about

her ordinary day, drinking tea, taking herself to the movies,

reading in bed.

     If victorious, I will look exactly the same yet I am hoisting a car

from mud ruts half a century deep. I am hacking a clearing

through the fallen slash of my heart.

     Without laser precision, with only the primitive knife of need,

I cut and splice the circuitry of my brain.

I change.
Source: https://katemitcheom.com/readings-for-meditation/change-by-ellen-bass/ 
8.7: The Answering Machine by Linda Pastan (126 words)
     I call and hear your voice 

on the answering machine 

weeks after your death, 

a fledgling ghost still longing 

for human messages. 

     Shall I leave one, telling 

how the fabric of our lives 

has been ripped before 

but that this sudden tear will not 

be mended soon or easily? 

     In your emptying house, others 

roll up rugs, pack books, 

drink coffee at your antique table, 

and listen to messages left 

on a machine haunted 

     by the timbre of your voice, 

more palpable than photographs 

or fingerprints. On this first day 

of this first fall without you, 

ashamed and resisting 

     but compelled, I dial again 

the number I know by heart, 

thankful in a diminished world 

for the accidental mercy of machines, 

then listen and hang up.

Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/40937/the-answering-machine-56d21ee37d0ad 
8.8: The Porch Swing by Terry Hershey (249 words)
     “In the latter years of her life, in the backyard of her home in northern Florida, my grandmother had a porch swing. She liked to sit and swing and hum old church hymns such as ‘Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me.’ I can still see her there, wearing a white scarf over her head, a concession to chemotherapy’s unrelenting march. When as a young adult I visited her, she would always ask me to sit with her on the swing for a spell. She would pat my leg and call me ‘darlin’.’
     “As long as my grandmother lived — and in spite of her pain — there was always a place for me on the swing. If I were asked to explain grace, I would paint the picture of my grandmother’s swing. There, I never had to deliberate or explain or worry, regardless of the weight I carried. The porch swing — my grandmother’s presence — bestowed grace without conditions.

     “And I am here today because of that porch swing. I am here today because of a sanctuary.

     “Everyone has a sanctuary, if only in the mind. Even if we can’t say what it is, we know of its power. It is a place where we feel grounded, unhurried, and renewed. We go there whenever we can, which never seems often enough. Or that’s what we tell ourselves.

     “A sanctuary is a place that restores us, replenishes us, nourishes us. In this renewal, we are reminded, once again, of what really is important.

Source: Sanctuary: Creating a Space for Grace in Your Life by Terry Hershey
8.9: Steps to Personal Transformation by Amara Rose (236 words)
     The quest to discover and live our truth is the Hero’s Journey, a sacred pilgrimage home to ourselves. It’s the high road-and a rigorous one. We may try to camouflage our fear of the unknown with bravado, workaholism, or apathy. There’s another way: following the path of the heart. 

     …Our resistance is the Refusal of the Call. Change whispers in our ear, and we attempt a high-tech tune-out: call waiting, call forwarding, on hold, voicemail. …How do we answer this call to reclaim our connection to what’s true for us? We start by giving ourselves permission to be passionate, to dream beyond our self-imposed boundaries. 

     …The poet Rilke encourages us to “live awhile in the question.” You’re entering a corridor between the worlds; it’s okay to not know what happens next. 

     …Marcel Proust said, “The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes, but in having new eyes.” Look with the eyes of wonder, like a child. …Breathe deeply into the mystery. 

     …Goethe said, “Whatever you can do, or dream you can, begin it/Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it.” Once you commit to change, a confluence of forces moves to assist you. 

     … The key to integrating change in our lives is, have big dreams, take baby steps. Gandhi said, “You must be the change you wish to see.” It’s a lifelong process of self-actualization. And it’s our reason for being here.

Source: http://liveyourlight.com/mind/TenSteps.html 
8.10: Spirituality and Roses by Rev. Dr. Gordon McKeeman (284 words)
     Spirituality is, I feel, about holiness, or wholeness. It is the quest to perceive, feel, embrace, [engage], address any person, any event, any object in its wholeness. It is also the struggle not to address persons, events, objects as separate or apart from or alien to oneself—[to not address them] as objects.

     It is to see reality relationally. “A rose is a rose is a rose,” according to Gertrude Stein. But it is not truly perceived in a holy way apart from the rose bush, root, stem, thorns and all, or apart from the earth, sun, rain, fertilizer, gardener, admirers and the rest of the wholeness/holiness. It is this way of seeing/perceiving/embracing that makes the rose-experience awesomely, wondrously religious. …

     Roses are simple compared to people. Roses are lovely and placid. It is very easy to forget the quest for holiness when a person appears to stand astride the path—cranky, obtuse, stubborn, violent. How great the temptation not to see, sense or address the whole person, the whole circumstance, the whole situation, and the whole of oneself. …How ever-present the challenge to be on the road to the holy—to eschew the temptation to power over, to manipulation of, to winning, to judgment--and to be obedient to the holy vision.

     Ah, yes, and how transforming. Witness those who have been humanity’s great souls, those who refused unholy temptations to divide the world into good/bad, women/men, black/white/yellow/red, saved/lost, pagan/Christian, capital/labor. They said “we” without implying an excluded “them”. Transforming spirituality indeed, for it opens the possibility of a non-violent, non-adversarial, non-exclusive world. It transforms the potentially religious into the actually religious—bit by bit, moment by moment, word by word, deed by deed, little by little.

Source: No longer online
8.11: It Matters by Rev. Robert Walsh (396 words)
     I knew a man who had printed on his stationary this proverb: “Nothing is settled. Everything matters.” It established a certain ambience for reading his letters, as if to say: what you are about to read is to be taken seriously, but is not final.

    I remember him and his proverb sometimes, especially when it seems impossible to change the world or myself in any significant way. Times like the beginnings of new years.

     “Sorry Jim,” I say. “It’s not true that nothing is settled. In the past year choices have been made, losses have been suffered, there has been growth and decay, there have been commitments and betrayals. None of that can be undone. A year ago, no one knew whether during this year one person would become pregnant, another would get cancer, another would take a new job, another would have an accident, but now it is settled.

     “One day this year I was present just when someone needed me; another day I was busy doing something else when I was needed. One day I said something to a friend that injured our relationship; another day I said something that enabled a person to see life in a new way. The best and the worst of those days is now written. All my tears, of joy or sorrow, cannot erase it.”
     If I stay with my meditation long enough, the reply comes. “Robbie,” says Jim, “You have misunderstood the proverb. It is true that you cannot escape the consequences of your actions or the chances of the world. But what is not settled is how the story turns out. What is not settled is what the meaning of your life will be.”
     The meaning of a life is not contained within one act, or one day, or one year. As long as you are alive the story of your life is still being told, and the meaning is still open. As long as there is life in the world, the story of the world is still being told. What is done is done, but nothing is settled.

     And if nothing is settled, then everything matters. Every choice, every act in the new year matters. Every word, every deed is making the meaning of your life and telling the story of the world. Everything matters in the year coming, and, more importantly, everything matters today.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/it-matters
8.12: Waiting For Now by Mandie McGlynn (123 words)
     Everything 

is about to change. 

And 

it already has.

     It will be. It was. It is.

     The dawn you eagerly await

to end the long, cold darkness

is already full sun 

far off in the east.

     Yet even after light’s return

spring is months away. 

     …Stones of justice

have been tossed in the lake

but their ripples have not yet arrived,

have not resolved into the kin-dom

already present among us.

     While we wait, let us seek

—in the darkness of 

the Now and Not Yet—

for the treasures God has hidden there,

the riches of the secret places

only found by night.

     This is what is promised us: 

the wheel of life turns ever on

and darkness is a path to joy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/waiting-now 

8.13: Becoming Ourselves by Rev. Amanda Poppei (473 words)
     When I was pregnant with my second child, one of the things I was most curious (and anxious!) about was telling my first child the news of her expected sibling. She was three at the time, and I wasn’t sure how much she would be able to grasp about the major change her life was about to undergo.

     I was ready to answer any question she might have, honestly and age-appropriately. I started off by being as literal as possible. “Guess what?” I said. “You’re going to have a sibling! There’s a baby growing in my tummy!” That seemed like a good start, though I was ready to switch over to the anatomically correct uterus if needed.

     But my older child isn’t a scientist, it turns out. She’s a philosopher, and so she asked the one question I hadn’t prepared for.

     “Oh!” she said. “Who is it going to be?”
     “I don’t know!” I said. “We’re going to have to wait and see.”
     Isn’t that always the way? We’re still waiting to see who that second child is going to be, although she’s been with us for seven years now and is very much her own person. But she’s also changing and growing, becoming someone new all the time — as her older sister is, and as I am, and as you are.

     Sometimes our becomings are dramatic: we realize that the gender we thought we were, or others thought we were, isn’t correct after all; or we discover that the career we had planned or the marriage we had begun isn’t really who we are, or is no longer right for who we have become.

     Sometimes, though, our becoming is gradual, a kind of unfolding and changing and shifting over time. Always, it is lifelong. Which isn’t to say we aren’t already who we are—we are that, too. We are already ourselves, the minute we are born, and every minute thereafter. However long our lives end up being, even when they are cut painfully and tragically short, we are our full selves for every second, every month, every year of those lives. And we are also becoming ourselves, growing and stretching.

     In the “growing” time of my life, my soul experienced something like the growing pains I remembered in my legs as a child. I became a minister; a mother; a middle-aged person. It’s usually been uncomfortable, and almost always inconvenient. The old me seemed fine, the one I was just yesterday; why bother with all this shifting? And yet when I come out the other side, I invariably think, Ah yes: this is the me I was supposed to become. This is who I am. Until next time. Who is it going to be?

     Who are you going to be, today? And tomorrow? Who are we all becoming, together?
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/becoming-ourselves 
8.14: Life Tips from a Pottery Wheel by Tim Atkins (356 words)
     Over the past couple of years, what started off as a hobby has turned into a true spiritual practice: wheel-thrown pottery. I would love to tell you that I picked it up immediately, that I’ve become an expert potter with showcases and gallery openings and… okay, I can’t stop laughing at that picture.

     In fact, I’ve had some pretty epic failures with my pottery. Almost everything comes off a little off-centered and often my attempts on the wheel end up with a disaster of some sort. Just last month when I was trimming a bowl, it flew off my wheel, smashed into another wheel, and the formerly not-too-bad bowl turned into something that more resembled a pancake.

     I laughed it off. When I was learning to make bowls, clay ended up coating my arms, cheeks, hair, everywhere really. None of the bowls came out like bowls, and I left with a huge smile on my face, despite failure after failure.

     Because what have I learned? Far and away, the most important lesson pottery has taught me is to not be attached to the final product. There are a lot of places in the process of making wheel-thrown pottery where something different than you expected can happen. You never know how the final product will look after glazing until it comes out of the kiln. Every time I’ve put a piece in to the kiln with a certain expectation of how it’ll come out, I’ve been disappointed. When I don’t much care in the end how it looks, I end up pleasantly surprised. I can’t be attached to those final outcomes—the process matters more than the product.

     The process matters more than the product: this is a universal truth in art and creativity, and it transcends every artistic medium, from architecture to YouTube videos. No matter what form the art takes in the end, no matter what artistic medium you use, the process of making that art changes who you are, as a person. How we’re changed differs from person to person, but we are fundamentally changed by embracing our creativity—no matter our creative outlet.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/life-tips-pottery-wheel 

8.15: New Levels of Sacred by Rev. Caitlin Cotter Coillberg (349 words)
     I’ve always found early morning a holy time—not that I necessarily want to be awake then; sometimes what is holy is also difficult—and as a new parent, early morning has taken on new levels of sacred. Now I hold my crying son against my chest and he quiets, breathing warm against my neck, as I murmur lullabies. That warm breath makes my eyes prickle.

     In Judaism, my spouse tells me, life begins with first breath, and as I stand there swaying, life in my hands, I find myself thinking about the ancient Greek concept of pneuma, breath of life and inspiration, of the Latin verb spiro that the Internet assures me means both “to breathe” and “to be alive.” (Should I text one of my Latin teacher friends, I wonder, in the dizzy joy of morning? Probably not now, when it’s just me and the first birds and our unhoused neighbor down the block singing in this new day…) And I think of when I birthed our baby. Before then he was a possibility, a fetus, an image on an ultrasound, a kick against my insides. With that first cry, first breath, he became a person in the world.

     When we lost an earlier pregnancy at twelve weeks, it was the possibility, the dream of a baby, that we grieved; that we will always grieve. I watch our son’s breath too closely sometimes, remembering the fetus that never became a breathing baby. Grief and joy are a weight in my arms in the early morning light. Rainbow baby, we call our newborn: a child born after loss. We knit him rainbow things, draw him rainbow dragons, take photo shoots of him with the first page of Harry Potter, that chapter title clear in the camera of my phone: “The Boy Who Lived.”
     In the first part of my labor, before the blessed epidural (the sacred, indeed, comes in many forms), I sang through the pain, song helping me to breathe. Breathing in and breathing out, quietly singing, I continue to carry my pain and my joy forward.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/new-levels-sacred
8.16: The Possibility of Redemption by Rev. Robin Tanner (366 words)
     At the Vietnam Memorial Wall in Washington, a man places both hands on the wall and looks up to read names “Is your congregation handicap accessible?”
     “Yes, it is,” I replied.

     “Great. I’ll see if my wife will bring me on Sunday.”
     There he was the very next Sunday. Over the next few months, I learned a lot about John. A Vietnam veteran who returned home to serve as a police officer for twenty-five years, John had spent his entire life (outside of his time in Vietnam) in one place, one church, one town.

    He had an urgency to tell me his story, because his health was not good. He found himself in the midst of a spiritual quest. He no longer believed the same truths of a conservative Christianity that his family did.

     Over the next two years, I spent time with his family. They were all exceptionally kind and pleasant, but beneath the surface was John’s anxiety about their reaction to his beliefs, his grief over his terminal diagnosis, and their fear for his salvation. Add to that my own anxiety that John might have a death without suffering.

     The day before John died, I was there, offering him a meditation about transitioning, while his childhood minister stood beside me offering a prayer. At the funeral, it struck me that many people there saw one version of John: he was fixed in their minds as they first knew him.

     It’s not unusual. We have narratives that guide the way we experience and know one another. In my own life, people often get frozen at a point for me.

     One of my mentors, the Rev. Dr. William Barber, often reminds me that in movement work, “you must always believe the redemption of your enemy is possible.”
     This year, I’ve resisted a New Year’s resolution. My usual Type A nature doesn’t want to map out a new skill or goal, but this I think would sustain me more than home organization: to believe and experience people in my life as multidimensional; to hold out the possibility of redemption, and in so doing to live into the fullness of universalism, even for the enemy far—and within.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/possibility-redemption 

8.17: I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life by Rev. Vern Barnet (90 words)
I pledge allegiance to the earth and all life:

the fields and streams, the mountains and seas,

the forests and deserts, the air and soil,

all species and reserves, habitats and environments;

one world, one creation, one home, indivisible for all,

affected by pollution anywhere, depleted by any waste,

endangered by greedy consumption, degradation by faithlessness;

preserved by recycling, conservation, and reverence,

the great gift renewed for all generations to come.

protected, preserved by reducing, reusing, recycling.

With conservation and reverence,

the great gift renewed for all generations to come.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/4084.shtml 

8.18: Don’t Argue with Salvation by Rev. Alex Jensen (490 words)
     Don’t argue with salvation when it arrives on your shores. Don’t try to dismiss or deny it. Give it your undivided attention. Do not be ashamed of how or why or when you’ve found it. Your journey here has been sacred. Greet salvation as an old welcomed guest. Meet it not with fanfare or pomp. Instead, put the kettle on to boil, pull up a chair, and let it speak life to you. Find the tender parts of your body and soul that are warmed by its words.

     Don’t argue with salvation when it arrives at your door. Bid it wide welcome! Don’t be ashamed of where the path has led. Do not be embarrassed from all of the detours or missed plans. Don’t be shy about what it is that feeds you, that nourishes and refreshes your soul. Don’t be ashamed with how it greets you instead, welcoming you in its warm embrace. How could it be anything different?

     Don’t argue with salvation when it stirs in your heart. When it brings you to act for others. When it calls you to street corners and picket lines. Don’t question it too harshly, to the point of missing it as it passes through. Relish it with every glimpse. Savor it with every taste of hope and good news. Don’t be afraid to bring that blessed, good news to others––to let your beautiful body carry its light, though heavy, burden. Don’t be afraid when its saving power destroys just as much as it rebuilds, uplifts, and renews.

     Don’t argue with salvation when it finds you when you least expect it. In an empty parking lot. On the kitchen floor. In the eyes and arms of a beloved. Don’t try too hard to count its many ways—they’re immeasurable. Don’t exhaust yourself with naming it in words that fail to grasp it, with loose fingers. Surrender in those moments when you find yourself in its presence. Yield to it with an open, clay heart ready for molding. Don’t try to shut it out too soon or run too far from it. It won’t make you stay. Indeed, it can’t. But it sure wishes to welcome you home.

     Don’t argue with salvation when it saves your life. When it harbors your soul from great pain and harm. When it stays with you in the midst of the storm. Don’t give up on it too soon if it arrives a bit later than expected; I promise, it’s working on it. Don’t be too angry with it if it doesn’t look like you’d expect. Love it as you love your best self. Love it as your worst self; we could all use more grace. Serve it with all of your heart, mind, soul, and strength. Don’t worry about its fragility; if it truly can take or bear the trials ahead of you and already in your midst. It’s so much stronger than you think.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/dont-argue-salvation 
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

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

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

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

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

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

It becomes more.

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

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

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

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

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

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

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

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

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

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/kindle-new-sparks
10.0: Closing Words

10.1: The Turning of the Seasons by Rev. Dr. Andrew Pakula (56 words)
May you know fully and deeply the blessings of each of your heart’s seasons

The inward turning of Winter

Springtime’s lush renewal

The effortless, steady growth of summer

And autumn’s rich harvest

May your passage from season to season be blessed—

Eased by hands to hold, and by the light of love to guide you on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/seasonal-transitions
10.2: Hands by Rev. Amy Freedman and Rev. Keith Kron (135 words)
     Become aware of the hands that you are holding

Their warmth, texture, and weight

     As an infant these same hands reached out

for the nourishment of milk

     As a child these hands shakily wrote a name

on paper for the first time

     These hands have wiped away tears, clenched in anger,

waved hello and good-bye countless times

and embraced loved ones

     And now these hands are the tangible link

that connect us to one another

     These are hands that have worked, are working,

and will work to make the world a better place

     I invite you to look around and see those around you who have experienced so much that is life

May the circle be open but never broken

Go in peace

Go in love

Work for justice

Go forth and bless the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/these-hands-connect-us-one-another 
10.3: To say yes by Rev. James Madison Barr (34 words)
May we remember to keep our face to the sun,

To play, laugh, and experience joy whenever possible,

To celebrate the world and our fellow human beings,

To say YES! to life each day.

Source: https://uuabq.org/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/play0809.pdf 
10.4: Finding Time by Marv Hiles, adapted (57 words)
Let us find time to settle, to sit quietly, or walk gently, letting distractions go, refusing busy thoughts and uninvited images, to listen for the deeper Self that lives below the clamor of voices crying for our attention. Let us find time and places to enter the nourishing quiet that lies in the center of us all.
Source: no longer accessible
10.5: The Time of your Life by William Saroyan (118 words)
In the time of your life, live—so that in that good time There shall be no ugliness or death for yourself or for any life that your life touches. Seek goodness everywhere; when it is found bring it out of its hiding-place and let it be free and unashamed. Discover in all things that which shines and is beyond corruption. Encourage virtue into whatever heart it may have been driven into secrecy and sorrow by the shame and terror of the world. In the time of your life, live – so that in that wondrous time you shall not add to the misery and sorrow of the world, but shall smile instead to its infinite delight and mystery.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/23865-in-the-time-of-your-life-live-so-that-in-that 
10.6: May You Be Changed by Emily Richards (65 words)
May you leave this time together changed.

May the promises you have made to yourself about who you want to be

feel closer to the reality of who you are right now.

May you share that feeling of transformation wherever you go.

May it spread into every word, deed, thought, and interaction

Until we are all changed, transformed and transforming together,

becoming our better selves.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/may-you-be-changed 
10.7: An ending, or merely prelude to more glorious beginnings? by Rev. Michael Schuler (93 words)
     We have reached the end of this time

For the gathering of memory

And for letting the imagination play with future possibilities.

We have enjoyed magic moments and edified each other.

Shall it be concluded, then?

     Or will this adventure, now commenced, continue?—

Our separate paths converging, meeting, merging

In the unending quest for love more perfect,

The joyous struggle for meaning more sufficient and life more abundant.

     Is this ending to be an ending,

Or merely prelude to new, more glorious beginnings?

I pose the question;

In your hearts lies the answer.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5407.shtml 

10.8: It Is Our Journey Together by Rev. Debra Haffner (56 words)
We are on a journey.

We didn’t plan it.

…We may find ourselves in the wilderness, hungry, thirsty,

Doubting that we should have ever come.

But look around:

We are not alone.

It is our journey together:

A journey to our better selves,

A journey to a better world,

A journey to a more promised land.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/it-our-journey-together 

10.9: Let Us Begin Again in Love by Rev. Lois Van Leer (29 words)
Having let go,

Set our intentions,

Named our curiosity,

Committed our energies,

And given ourselves over to lives of balance, purpose and meaning,

Let us begin again

In love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/let-us-begin-again-love 
10.10: May we go forth from this place by Rev. Charles Howe (38 words)
May we go forth from this place thankful for the life that sustains and renews us,

and open to the grace that surrounds and surprises us.

May we go forth from this place with openness and with thanksgiving.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6026.shtml 

10.11: The work continues by Martha Kirby Capo (50 words)
Our time together is finished, but our work is not yet done:

May our spirits be renewed and our purpose resolved

As we meet the challenges of the week to come.

The chalice flame is extinguished

Until once again ignited by the strength of our communion.

Go now in peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/the-work-continues 

10.12: We receive fragments of holiness by Rev. Sarah York (34 words)
We receive fragments of holiness, glimpses of eternity, brief moments of insight. Let us gather them up for the precious gifts that they are, and, renewed by their grace, move boldly into the unknown.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5406.shtml
10.13: We walk this earth but a brief moment in time by Rev. Tim Haley (76 words)
     We walk this earth but a brief moment in time.

Amid our suffering and pain, however great or small, let us continue to learn how to celebrate life. Let us continue to grow in our capacity to love ourselves and each other. And let us continue to move toward the goal of a just world community.

     Go this day in a renewed spirit of peace and hope and with the wisdom to greet the new week.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5388.shtml 

11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Work and Rest: The Rhythm of Our Lives by Rev. Cathy Bowers (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183782.shtml) (1,296 words)
     According to economist Juliet Schor, author of The Overworked American, having the chance to spend time not doing anything in particular is less common than it used to be. In her book, Schor documents the increase of time spent working—both paid employment and work around the house—over a twenty-year period.

     She estimates that between 1969 and 1987, the amount of time-per-year an average employed person spent on the job went up by 163 hours, or the equivalent of one month of work. The total amount of time spent on housework remained constant. So if we feel that our time is more squeezed, that we are spending more and more time working on our lists and less and less time.
     …Schor claims, “In the past 40 years we could have cut our work time in half, without any decline in productivity. But instead of increasing our free time, we’ve actually reduced it.”
     …[T]he issues of work and overwork, vacation and leisure time have many dimensions—economic, political, social. The fact that some people work 60 hours a week means that others do not work at all—overwork and unemployment are closely linked. Some of us work extra jobs because that’s what it takes to make ends meet. Or we work overtime because that’s what it takes to keep the job. Others who ostensibly have more freedom to set their own schedules just don’t manage to take the vacation they have coming to them. While the overwork disease displays itself in individual cases, it is, at root, a cultural phenomenon. As the Utne Reader put it, “Our growing time crunch is too often portrayed as a personal dilemma rather than [the] social problem [it is].”
     …One of the primary reasons for overwork is the “work ethic” that operates in this country. This work ethic perverts the simple idea that work is good and healthy for human beings to the notion that our worth as human beings is directly linked to the quality and quantity of what we accomplish, that we are what we do. Most of us could probably articulate reasons we don’t agree with that notion. But I think that it will take more attention on our part to exorcise it completely, because the idea has deep roots in our spiritual and psychological past.

     Juliet Schor says that the work ethic is “mostly a Northeastern, Christian, bourgeois, middle and upper-class ethic, and also tends to be slightly more a male ideology.” In our American culture, this work ethic is concentrated where most of the power in society resides.

     …Many Unitarian Universalists are a part of this dominant social/power group…. The decisions that we make about work and rest are deeply personal, even spiritual, decisions. They are also the foundation of the decisions that get made in the public realm.

     …[The] Unitarian Universalist religious movement, came from a Protestant background. Our earliest religious forbears in this country were followers of the Reformation theologian, John Calvin. Calvin’s theology included a doctrine known as double predestination, the notion that the ultimate fate of all souls—whether they would go to heaven or to hell had been determined by God at the beginning of time. Nothing that anyone did in his or her lifetime could alter that fate. This was not a very comforting theological position. In fact, it was so uncomfortable that it began to be perverted with the idea that God would favor the elect—those going to heaven—by giving them worldly success in this lifetime.

     Naturally, everyone wanted to believe that he or she was among the elect, and so the Calvinists worked very hard in order to prove, by their successes, that they were indeed destined for heavenly glory. Calvin’s original, fatalistic doctrine was turned on its head as his spiritual descendants wrestled with how to live under its judgment. There was a subtle shift from the idea that human effort had no effect on God’s plan to the idea that human effort, if it produced good results, could be taken as a sign of God’s plans.

     Hence the connection was made, deep in our spiritual history, between a person’s essential worthiness and his or her productivity. In Calvin’s theology, every person’s ultimate fate was open to question. Everyone was confronted with the existential dilemma: “How can I prove that I deserve to live?” When the alternatives are eternal blessedness or eternal damnation, it makes sense to spend as much time as possible accumulating proof on the side of blessedness—which, in the case of the Calvinists, meant working and succeeding.

     …Even though we have dropped the old theology, I think the insidious connection between self-worth and productivity has remained, instilled somewhere subconsciously. In the theology we UUs articulate, we affirm the inherent worth and dignity of every person. But in our subconscious theology (where Calvinism lingers), we have our doubts. “What’s inherently worthy about me?” we wonder. And sometimes, “What’s inherently worthy about her?” Then we’re tempted to show, through tasks we accomplish, that we are indeed worthwhile human beings.

     … Work is worthy and good in and of itself—it’s not a means to justify our existence. This is not to say we shouldn’t be recognized, appreciated, and compensated for the work that we do. But the value of the work itself is not honored when we use it to convince ourselves and others that we are OK.

     On the other hand, no matter how satisfying and consuming our work is, we have a being apart from that work, and we need to take the time to keep in touch with that being. There is a story about an explorer in South America who was traveling madly from one edge of the continent to the other, getting up before dawn every day and pushing his crew until sundown or later. One morning, his porters failed to appear. The explorer found them all seated under a tree, not doing anything in particular, but looking as if they were settled in for the better part of the day. When he asked for an explanation, one of the porters replied, “We have traveled far and we have traveled fast. Now we must allow time for our souls to catch up with our bodies.”
     Our souls are the cores of ourselves that exist and have worth regardless of anything that we do. They do need time to reconnect with our hard-working bodies. It is when we lose track of our souls that we forget about inherent worth and begin to think that our work, our doing, can help us regain that basic sense of who we are. We need to schedule periodic times of rest and renewal, times when we can experience what it is just to be—by ourselves, with friends and family, in community. It’s not easy to set aside this kind of time on a regular basis. Ritual and repetition help. Even if the deep soul connection doesn’t happen on every occasion, the regular practice of spending time “just being” can remind us that we value ourselves.

     …In fact, the entire Old Testament creation story provides a wonderful model for valuing both the work that we do and the rest that reminds us who we fundamentally are. On each of the first six days God works, creating amazing substances, bodies, and beings. At the end of each day, God surveys the accomplishments and pronounces them “Good.” At the end of six days, God reviews all of creation and pronounces it “Very good.” Then, on the seventh day, God rests, and blesses that day and pronounces it “Holy” because of the period of rest that it provided.

     …All of creation, including humanity, is good. Work itself is good, very good. And rest…rest is holy.

11:2: Already Broken: A Buddhist Perspective… by Rev. James Ishmael Ford (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/19845.shtml) (912 words)
     …As I walked out into the back yard…., I glanced across at my concrete Ho-tei. And, I thought I saw a crack, a really big crack running right through him.

     “Rats!” I exclaimed, walking over to give him a little closer examination. Sure enough, an enormous line ran up from the ground right to his neck. The damp and wild extremes of Midwestern winters had finally proven too much.

     …[W]hen my friends presented me with the cast concrete yard Ho-tei, I felt a wave of disappointment wash over me. Ho-tei, also known as Pu-tai, while frequently called the laughing Buddha, is not a Buddha at all. In fact I had always found him a little annoying because in popular American imagination he frequently is the Buddha—a fat jolly guy seen either standing with his hands raised above his head, or sitting on the ground with one knee up.

     Ho-tei always has a wide grin and an even wider stomach. Sometimes the sitting version has kids crawling over him. In fact, Ho-tei is rather more like Santa Claus. He was an historic Zen monk who wandered from village to village with a bag of treats he gave to children. Together with the Bodhisattva Jizo, he is a patron, a protector of children in East Asian culture. Altogether an admirable figure. But he isn’t a Buddha.

     My Ho-tei is one of the sitting versions, rather finely detailed. At this point I had lived with him for a number of years, and over those years had become very fond of him. I found I liked to sit out in the yard with him and contemplate the bugs and birds. His weight had become a household joke in a family that has moved a great deal over the last few years. I frequently would say we will probably still be hauling him around when [in] …the Winnebago. At this point I realized this wasn’t very likely. Sure, I knew I would try to patch him up. But, I more than suspected his fate had already been written.

     It was a small disappointment. I can’t call it a broken heart, but certainly a bruise. I felt the loss of something I’d come to be familiar with and fond of, and with which I associate many memories. …I found myself thinking of something Achaan Chah Subato, the great Theravandan meditation master once said about broken glasses: … “One day some people came to the master and asked ‘How can you be happy in a world of such impermanence, where you cannot protect your loved ones from harm, illness and death?’ The master held up a glass and said ‘Someone gave me this glass, and I really like this glass. It holds my water admirably and it glistens in the sunlight. I touch it and it rings! One day the wind may blow it off the shelf, or my elbow may knock it from the table. I know this glass is already broken, so I enjoy it incredibly.’”
     This was a season when a number of people I know and care about had lost loved ones. Always it is complicated. In a very few cases, the death had been what can be called “good.” There was enough time to draw affairs to a close and to communicate messages to those who needed them. And when the time came loved ones were there. Other times this wasn’t the case. Totally unexpected loss—accidents or blindingly quick illnesses. Sometimes these deaths were marked with feelings of bitterness and regret that will never be addressed with any satisfaction.

      And so, ….I found myself thinking about loss, and how precious and precarious all things are. This is true of glasses, and concrete statues, of pets, of lovers and spouses, of parents and children and friends. It is very hard to just enjoy it incredibly.

     But, as we all consider …new beginnings….: I hope we will take one good look at the passing-ness of things, the precious fragility of everything. A single blade of grass, a much loved coffee mug, a fading photograph, a quick kiss; all speak of the wonder and transitoriness of life-and-death within the interdependent web. There is beauty and wonder in this existence. And as hard as it can be to face, the simple truth is this very moment is the only place we will find life and love and meaning.

     I think of this and realize it is time to kiss a child, to pack a lunch and take a walk, to have that conversation I’ve been putting off. Perhaps we all should take the opportunity to do some such thing. This is a new season, a new beginning, [a time for renewal]. Hope is with us, hope reigns, so long as our blood pounds through our bodies.

     And so, as we go out into the world and the year, with our human hope bursting from deep within us, I also hope we remember the glass really is already broken. This pause is important—it awakens us. Now such a pause should not awaken us to despair or hopelessness; it is an invitation, a call to enjoy it incredibly! Our appreciation of even the smallest things in our lives is the very majesty and magic of our human existence. We must hold everything lightly, for everything passes. But, and I really believe this, such a holding is enough—when we give it our whole hearts, our full attention.

11.3: A Wintery Spirituality by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (852 words)
     Unitarian Universalist minister Greta Crosby wrote, “Let us not wish away the winter. It is a season to itself, not simply the way to spring.” Martin Marty adds, “Winter is a season of the heart as much as it is a season in the weather.” He cautions that those possessed of a “summery spirituality” are prone to disregard this season of the heart. In winter we must rely on a wintry spirituality. The painter Andrew Wyeth, in speaking of winter, said, “Something waits beneath it—the whole story doesn’t show.” A wintry spirituality demands faith, faith that there is more than meets the eye or touches the heart; more love, more hope, and more life. In winter less appears to be less, but it is so much more than meets the eye. Fallowness provides its own blessing of renewal, and renewal, though hidden from view, is a more active process than we imagine. Winter also requires patience, for the changes that this kind of spirituality fosters happen slowly. We must learn not to hurry winter, but to wait on it.

     Winter invites meditation, an encouragement to reflect, perhaps, on things for which we have no words. In the great spiritual traditions of the world, meditation is the discipline by which we move beyond words to what is. This essential “is-ness” is too immediate and complex and mysterious and sublime and simple to be captured in mere words. This is why the mystics are unable to speak directly about their experiences of encounter with ultimate reality. In this way, they are like those poets and watercolor artists who convey as much with silence and empty space as they do with word and image. Perhaps this is the sacramental aspect of winter and art, to draw us into mystery without ever finally naming it for us. Patricia Hampl wrote that, “winter seemed to partake of religion in a way no other season did, hushed, solemn.”
     Winter offers a way of being religious. As May Sarton said, in “a tenderness of snowing… silence assumes the air.” Dogmas and doctrines, creeds and decrees, questions and answers: so many words and so little understanding. Let us instead seek enough silence to protect us from the idols of our own certainty. Let our gaze return again and again to some familiar winter landscape, perhaps the one outside our kitchen window. Let us meditate on it like a verse from scripture, allowing it to teach us year in and year out what we still must learn and already know. With each meditation we will be aware that the winter weather has altered this outer landscape, just as each day lived alters our inner landscape. The changes, though imperceptible, are cumulative. It is only by paying attention, perhaps the most religious act of all, that we understand that winter is not one season, but many. Even if we can not name the changes in snow and ice, in temperature and light, we can learn to sense them. Even if we have no name for god, we can reach inside to touch that which lies underneath the snow and underneath us. Religion is not words, but experiences. In her poem Snow Fall, May Sarton writes, “There is nothing to do / But drift now, more or less / On some great lovingness, / On something that does bless, / The silent, tender snow.”
     Most people think that prayer is words. More often than not, it is silence. It is a way of opening ourselves to that which is. Unitarian Universalist minister Jacob Trapp said that, “To pray is to listen to the revelations of nature, to the meaning of events.” In this way winter is a prayer without words. Do you understand that we need silence as the northern hemisphere needs winter? Each, in its own way, is a path to new life, prelude to rebweal. As Ruth Stout observes, “only in winter ...can you have longer, quiet stretches when you can savor belonging to yourself.” How important it is to “savor belonging to yourself.” Let us not wish away the silence. It too is a season to itself, not simply the way to something else. 

     Ruth Fleck writes, “Waiting is\ time suspended\ The clock’s hands\ are stilled\ Sounds have lost\ all meaning\ Heartbeats count\ but hours do not\ It almost feels\ like falling snow.” It takes great discipline to wait. It would be much easier to do something, anything, or everything to bring an end to waiting, but winter, both the outer and inner season, must proceed according to its own calendar. As it progresses, we eventually begin to recognize subtle changes that otherwise might have escaped our notice. Often the outer changes appear first. First light comes earlier and the winds blow less cold. But the more important changes are those within. The sense of renewal intensifies, as we somehow feel more energized. Slowly, but surely, we seem more alive than we have in a long time. Edna O’Brien suggests, “In a way winter is the real spring, the time when the inner thing happens....” 
     Let us praise winter.
11.4: Beginning Again by Rev. Mark Ward (Excerpt, full text at http://uuasheville.org/beginning-again/) (1,048 words)
     Beginning again – it’s a fact of life. Jobs change, marriages fail, stuff happens. We need to let something go and find a new direction. Where do we start? 

     …The Buddhist writer Pema Chödrön remarks that fear often arises from a sense of poverty, a feeling that we are lacking something and we need to scramble somehow to find it and fill our gaping need.

     We can’t relax with ourselves. Instead, we are preoccupied by this script that runs as if on a loop, repeating over and over, reciting our inadequacies. Wherever we go, it runs like elevator music, below the level of our consciousness, until every once in a while something happens that seems to reinforce this script. Then, the music swells and we’re reminded: there it is again, proof of our inadequacy.

     Where’s the way out? …We might think of the process of beginning as a discipline. Oddly enough, in this circumstance, beginning starts with a full stop. Like rebooting a balky hard drive, we need to disrupt the scripts and simply be present to ourselves: unrated, unevaluated, un-judged.

     Let the busy mind settle down: enter into a moment where we are not awaiting, not hoping, not longing, just welcoming, accepting.

     In that space, Pema Chödrön says, in time we experience a pause, as if awakening from a dream. Here we find a moment of what the Buddhist’s call maitri, a complete acceptance, or unconditional friendship with ourselves as we are. It’s not something new that suddenly arises. It’s not a matter of fixing or improving some debility, making up for some lack, but a settled awareness of and appreciation for who we are. It is in essence accepting our inherent worthiness.

     Pema Chödrön is careful to distinguish this from the phenomenon that she calls “self-cherishing.” This is essentially the practice of seeking always to protect and comfort ourselves, seeking to assure that we are always happy and in no distress. To do this, though, we put up walls against potentially disturbing experience and become self-absorbed.

     It is, as the Buddhists say, the root of all suffering, and it is the center of our experience of failure. Failure, after all, is the experience of falling short of our expectation. And where does the expectation come from? Well, it is the dream of the ego. We cherish this image that we have constructed of ourselves. We persuade ourselves that it is us, oh marvelous, wonderful us. We may even grow a feeling of entitlement. It’s what we’re due, after all. We’ve put in the time; we’ve hit the marks.

     But, no. Sorry, not going to happen. We can rant, we can weep, we can withdraw, and still, there it is: evidence, in the end, not of our unworthiness, but of the unworthy expectations we have created for ourselves.

     And here the Buddhists offer an interesting perspective that takes some reflecting to sort through. They say that we need to just sit with ourselves, letting go of the scripts, the expectations, the assignments we give to ourselves. And with all of that cleared out, something appears: something true, something good. And here’s where the twist comes in: Pema Chödrön argues that as soon as we begin to know ourselves, we begin to forget ourselves. We no longer need to be so self-involved. From that settled place we not only fully appreciate ourselves, but we also appreciate others and the wider world.

     The story is told that early in his career the writer E.B. White wrote a letter to his wife, Katherine Sergeant Angell saying that he felt like a failure and thought he ought to give up working at the New Yorker, where he was one of its treasured writers. Angell wrote back to say that whatever his misgivings, there was no denying that he was a writer, and a good one. “For you to give up now would be like a violinist good enough to perform in one of the four or five leading orchestras in the world giving up fiddling because he couldn’t be Heifetz. It doesn’t seem sensible for such a person to give up music, the thing he most loved in the world, because he can’t be Heifetz.

     It’s a feeling that any of us knows. Given the chance, most of us wouldn’t have any trouble naming half a dozen people who perform whatever calling we may have better then we do.

     And? None of that changes the truth that we live, how we are called to be who we are. It is ironic that one of the ways we best assure our own suffering is to create extravagant and heroic visions of ourselves – the best, the richest, the smartest, the foxiest, the suavest – images we can only disappoint.

     Part of beginning again is correcting our vision, giving ourselves the space to see who we are, how the world is, the abundant reality we inhabit. I think of …Wislawa Szymborska’s poem – her picture of life as scattered images, snapshots of seemingly random moments that knit themselves into our experience. The world for each of us is described not by some overarching scheme but by a collection of these moments – getting covered in leaves, stroking the fur of a dog, a nighttime conversation with the light off, stumbling on a stone, following a spark on the wind with our eyes.

     They are our context. That doesn’t give them any privileged meaning, but they do locate us. They are the place where we begin. And so, perhaps life is less like the scroll of a heroic journey than a series of improv workshops. 
     Like working through an improv scene that gets convoluted and confused, we discover that we need to shift gears and find a different path. It may not be newspaper journalism any more. Perhaps it’s a line of work that not only provides an outlet for writing but also opens up my heart.

     So, yes, opportunities: happy accidents…. We are offered many opportunities in our lives to begin again: to find our callings, to begin new relationships, to let go of unhelpful scripts. And we begin by making friends with ourselves, the jumble of experience, insight and aptitude that we carry into the abundant reality of the world.

     In the end, it’s enough. We’re enough.
11.5: Praise for Renewal by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (877 words)
     Unitarian Universalist minister Max Coots wrote the “Seasons of the Self,” realities that largely correspond to the turning year, but that have their own calendar. He said that, “Unless we move the seasons of the self, …the winter will go on and on.” 

     Consider for a moment his admonition “to move the seasons of the self.” Doing so takes an act of will, but it also involves a belief that these inner seasons are actually subject to both our desire and our will. We find ourselves considering the idea and possibility of renewal as a symbolic possibility, as a metaphor for the life-force in any season. What can be renewed in us: Love, courage, kindness, understanding, and whatever else in us has been depleted by time and circumstance? 

     This possibility is real enough, but it must be experienced to be truly believed. The French Algerian philosopher and writer Albert Camus experienced this. He wrote, “In the depth of winter I finally learned that there was in me an invincible summer.” This sentence comes from his essay Return to Tipasa. At the age of 40, Camus returned to the rain-drenched city of Algiers in December. He was trying to experience again the beauty of his homeland. But there was more. In a real sense the Holocaust, World War II, and the challenges of rebuilding Europe were a devastating Friday experience. He was trapped in profound despair, an existential condition from which he felt there was no escape. During a brief reprieve from the rain, he visited Tipasa, which is located on the Mediterranean coast 50 miles from Algiers. Camus was last there when he was 20 years old. He explored the ruins there and discovered a kind of safe harbor, an utterly unexpected, inner invincible summer. In the middle of winter, he experienced a renewal of possibility and hope. It was life-changing.

     Thoreau used a different metaphor to speak of a similar experience. He spoke of an infinite expectation of the dawn. Like Camus, he was speaking about an inward reality, the dawn that arose in him with its power to awaken him as if from a deep sleep, even a kind of death. Again, it was a profound experience of renewal, one that exists in other archetypes like the Phoenix rising to life from the ashes.

     These inward realities for Coots, for Camus, and for Thoreau point as markers for us in the struggle to “move the seasons of the self.” The reality of a profound renewal whether through the discovery of an invincible summer when least expected or an infinite expectation of the dawn are compelling indeed.

     The Unitarian poet e.e. cummings, whose father was a Unitarian minister, did precisely that in this poem: “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)”
     Cummings is able to praise because of what he truly hears and what he truly sees. The world itself startled him into a consciousness that had eluded him. How did this sensing evolve? 

     As one author explains, e.e. cummings and Buckminster Fuller, who was also a Unitarian, would greet the sun when they were together. The two of them would stand facing east at the dawn hour feeling the peace, the quiet, the solitude, the rhythms of nature... they stood for ten minutes in total silence as the eastern sky was showing first light of pinks, yellows and oranges with a touch of red. Finally, after ten minutes or so, Buckminster Fuller raised both of his arms and addressed the morning with: “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” In their own way, both cummings and Fuller were open to the world in a radical way. 
     The phrase, “a sacrament of praise” comes from Wallace Stevens poem, Peter Quince at the Clavier, in which he wrote, “Susanna’s music …on the clear viol of her memory, …makes a constant sacrament of praise.” As Stevens suggests, one of the objectives of art is to praise. In writing about poetry, W.H. Auden observed, “Whatever its actual content and overt interest, every poem is rooted in imaginative awe. Poetry can do a hundred and one things, delight, sadden, disturb, amuse, instruct—it may express every possible shade of emotion, and describe every conceivable kind of event, but there is only one thing that all poetry must do; it must praise all it can for being and for happening.” Auden’s words apply equally to religion. It, too, “must praise all it can for being and for happening.”
     On this day, what is your sacrament of praise? Life is too precious for us to withhold such praise on any day.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
“The possibility of renewal exists so long as life exists. How to support that possibility in others and in ourselves is the ultimate question.”   Gabor Maté

“The care of the Earth is our most ancient and most worthy, and after all our most pleasing responsibility. To cherish what remains of it and to foster its renewal is our only hope.”   Wendell Berry

“Renewal of the mind is good for the soul because it allows you to be focused and gain understanding of your life choices. It allows you to renew your spirit and become uplifted, filled with hope.”   Amaka Imani Nkosazana

“Each harvest renews promises made in the spring. We live with the continuing cycle. This gives us a taste of eternity.”   Don Kladstrup

“Every individual needs revolution, inner division, overthrow of the existing order, and renewal….” C.G. Jung

“With every breath, the old moment is lost; a new moment arrives. This is meditation. This is renewal. This is life.”   Lama Surya Das 

“We must always change, renew, rejuvenate ourselves; otherwise, we harden.”   Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
“Inside myself is a place where I live all alone and that’s where you renew your springs that never dry up.”   Pearl S. Buck
“I can hardly wait for tomorrow, it means a new life for me each and every day.”   Stanley Kunitz

“Renew thyself completely each day.”   Henry David Thoreau

“He found that worry was a completely renewable resource. The more he had, the more he got.”   Alex London

“It is not so much for its beauty that the forest makes a claim upon men’s hearts, as for that subtle something, that quality of air, that emanation from old trees, that so wonderfully ...renews a weary spirit.”   Robert Louis Stevenson

“The mountain has left me feeling renewed, more content and positive than I’ve been for weeks, ...as if my eyes have opened once again.”   Richard Nelson 

“Amazingly, even in midst of trauma, people continue to smile, to love, to celebrate, to create, and to renew.”   David B. Feldman

“Renewal requires opening yourself up to new ways of thinking and feeling.”   Deborah Day 
“Every breath is a sacrament, an affirmation of our connection with all other living things, a renewal of our link with our ancestors and a contribution to generations yet to come.”   David Suzuki 

“When it seems humanly impossible to do more in a difficult situation, surrender yourself to the inner silence and ... wait ...for a renewal of inner strength.”   Paul Brunton

“She imagined herself as some sort of vessel to be filled up with love. But it wasn’t like that. The love was within her all the time, and its only renewal came from giving it away.”   Kim Edwards

“The obstacles in our path are ...redirecting us. Their purpose ...is to point us toward new routes to our happiness, new possibilities, new doorways.”   Barbara De Angelis

“It is through beauty, poetry and visionary power that the world will be renewed.”   Maria Tatar

“You’re spending your life without renewing it. …You’re spending your vitality without making any. Can’t go on you know.”   D.H. Lawrence

“People even more than things have to be restored, renewed, revived, reclaimed and redeemed and redeemed and redeemed. Never throw out anybody.”   Sam Levenson

“Taking time to rest, renew, and refresh yourself isn’t wasted time. Recharge. Choose what energizes you.”   Melody Beattie

“Genius is the ability to renew one’s emotions in daily experience.”   Paul Cézanne

“Life lived amidst ...busyness needs leisure. Leisure that ...renews. Leisure should be a time to think new thoughts, not ponder old ills.”   C. Neil Strait

“There is nothing like a newborn baby to renew your spirit—and to buttress your resolve to make the world a better place.”   Virginia Kelley

“Let go of your disappointments, mistakes and failures. May you find complete healing, renewed spiritual strength, and courage to begin again.”   Lailah Gifty Akita 

“I do think you have to change with the times in a way that renews your core essence, not abandons it. To change for the sake of change—without an anchor—that is mere faddishness. It will only lead you further astray.”   Richard Morais 

“It is so important that we renew our minds constantly ‘coz by doing so we’ll be able to see things as they are, not as they might seem. If we renew our minds, we have a better chance at seeing the opportunities hidden within each storm….”   Rafael Garcia

“Dreams are renewable. No matter what our age or condition, there are still untapped possibilities within us and new beauty waiting to be born.”   Dale Turner

“With each breathe we take we renew our commitment to stay in life. With each thought we think …we decide what kind of life we will live.”   L.G. Space
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