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Lifespan RE Resources for Circle of Life




Introduction
The content of this packet is shaped by the theme of the Circle of Life. It is grounded in our 7th principle, generally: 

· 7th principle: Respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part. / We believe in caring for our planet Earth, the home we share with all living things.

And, specifically, in our 1st and 6th source.

· 1st source: Direct experience of that transcending mystery and wonder, affirmed in all cultures, which moves us to a renewal of the spirit and an openness to the forces which create and uphold life

· [image: chalice]6th source: Spiritual teachings of earth-centered traditions which celebrate the sacred circle of life and instruct us to live in harmony with the rhythms of nature. / The harmony of nature and the sacred circle of life.

In our own tradition, many logos of our flaming chalice include a circle, including the one that appeared at the time of our merger in 1961 featuring two circles, one for Universalism and one for Unitarianism, as shown here.

Many children may know about the circle of life because of the 1994 Disney film, The Lion King, which featured the award-winning song, The Circle of Life, written by Elton John and Tim Rice. The lyrics include this verse, “It’s the circle of life / And it moves us all / Through despair and hope / Through faith and love / ‘Til we find our place / On the path unwinding / In the circle.”

Katharine Schwab, in a review of The Book of Circles: Visualizing Spheres of Knowledge by Manuel Lima (see https://www.fastcompany.com/90120049/why-humans-are-obsessed-with-circles-according-to-science), writes, “Lima explains that the first circular inscriptions have been dated to about 40,000 years ago, when ancient humans carved circular marks called petroglyphs into rock. [Lima writes,] ‘It’s not clear what they were trying to achieve with them, but some of the oldest ones are concentric circles, spirals, and the wheel. You see that in different areas of the globe, in different areas of time. You can see there’s some sort of fascination.’ Ten thousand years ago, he says, the circle infiltrated every area of human knowledge, from architecture and urban planning to linguistics and objects.” In 4200–4000 BCE pottery wheels appeared in Mesopotamia, now known as Iraq, to help potters shape clay. Then between 3500–3350 BCE, the first wheeled vehicles emerged across parts of Europe and Asia, replacing sleds that had previously been used to move objects and goods.

Black Elk (1863-1950), whose Lakota name was Heȟáka Sápa, was a wičháša wakȟáŋ (i.e., “medicine man or holy man”) of the Oglala Lakota people, as well as an important educator about his culture. Black Elk, described himself as a heyoka, i.e., a sacred clown, saying he had been visited as a child by the thunder beings. He was a second cousin of the war-leader Crazy Horse and fought with him in the Battle of Little Bighorn. He survived the Wounded Knee Massacre in 1890. 

In the book Black Elk Speaks: being the life story of a holy man of the Ogalala Sioux (1961), as told to John Neihardt, Black Elk said that everything sacred was a circle or a hoop. 

“Everything an Indian does is in a circle, and that is because the power of the world always works in circles, and everything tries to be round. In the old days when we were a strong and happy people, all our power came to us from the sacred hoop of the nation, and so long as the hoop was unbroken the people flourished.”

“Everything the Power of the World does is done in a circle. The sky is round, and I have heard that the earth is round like a ball, and so are all the stars. The wind, in its greatest power whirls. Birds make their nest in circles, for theirs is the same religion as ours. The sun comes forth and goes down again in a circle. The moon does the same and both are round. Even the seasons form a great circle in their changing, and always come back again to where they were. The life of a man is a circle from childhood to childhood, and so it is in everything where power moves. Our tepees were round like the nests of birds, and these were always set in a circle, the nation’s hoop.”

The circle has also figured predominantly in paganism both in the ritual of casting a circle and the seasonal cycle known as the Wheel of the Year, which marks a cycle of eight festivals spaced every six or seven weeks throughout the year.

We are surrounded and shaped by circles and cycles, which are represented as circles, as the following represent.
· Day and Night
· Four Seasons
· The orbit of the moon around the earth
· The orbit of the earth around the sun
· The orbit of the sun around the center of the Milky Way Galaxy
· The rotation of the Milky Way Galaxy
· The Wheel of the Year
· Birth—Life—Death 
· Past—Present—Future
· Remembrance—Experience—Imagination 
· The compass and its four directions—East, West, North, South
· The four elements—earth, water, air, and fire
· The water cycle
· The oxygen cycle
· The carbon cycle
· The nitrogen cycle
· The rock cycle
· The massive circular ocean currents called gyres
· Sundials, and later analog clocks/watches
· The lunar calendar based upon the eight phases of the moon (i.e., new Moon, waxing crescent, first quarter, waxing gibbous, full Moon, waning gibbous, third quarter and waning crescent).
· Western Zodiac, in astronomy and astrology with divisions based on 12 constellations marking the solar year
· Chinese Zodiac, i.e., Sheng Xiao, based on a twelve-year cycle
· Chinese calendar, divided into 24 solar segments to guide the agricultural affairs and farming activities

Symbolically, the circle has been used extensively in religions, Unitarian Universalism included as noted above, and cultures. Consider the following:
· Ensō: This Japanese symbol is a complete or incomplete circle drawn using Japanese ink painting, known as sumi-e. When incomplete, it represents imperfection and is compared to wabi-sabi, which celebrates the beauty of imperfection. When complete, it represents perfection. Connected to Zen Buddhism, the spiritual practice of drawing ensō seeks self-realization, which is called hitsuzendō. 
· Ouroboros: This symbol is traditionally rendered as a snake/serpent or dragon swallowing its tail. It emerged in Egyptian mythology as early as the 13th century BCE. It is typically thought to represent the eternal circle of life: birth, life, death, and rebirth. The symbol appeared in other cultures: Greek, Nordic, Gnostics, etc.
· Flower of Life: This symbol is made up of nineteen or sometimes seven overlapping circles that form a pattern of perfectly symmetrical flowers. Although it is found in several cultures, the flower of life dates back to ancient Egypt and is representative of the cycle of creation and how everything comes from a singular source. 
· Labyrinth: A labyrinth is a typically circular path that leads to a center point. Unlike mazes, with complex designs in which one could become lost, a labyrinth is unicursal (one line), meaning there is only one path to the center and the same path back out, although the design can also be quite complex. Depictions of labyrinths in rock art may date back as far as 10,500-4800 BCE. The oldest recorded labyrinth apparently dates back in Egypt to the 5th century BCE as reported by the Greek historian, Herodotus. There are two main types of labyrinths: the classical Greek 7-circuit or Cretan labyrinth as documented on a clay tablet from Pylos, Greece that dates back to about 1200 BCE and the medieval/Chartres 11-circuit labyrinth from 9th century CE. However, there are many other designs. See https://labyrinthsociety.org/labyrinth-types.  The labyrinth is a type of spiritual practice called a walking meditation. 
· Mandala: This word mandala is Sanskrit for “circle.” It is important in both Hinduism and Buddhism. Intricate geometric designs represent different aspects of the universe and are used as instruments of meditation. Mandalas are created on paper or cloth, drawn on a surface with threads, fashioned using bronze, carved in stone, or made using colored sands.
· Caim: This Celtic symbol consists of two circles woven braided together, which was cast around a bride and groom during a wedding as a form of protection for the newlyweds. It also symbolizes wholeness, communion, and attachment to the universe.
· Yin Yang: This symbol is a circle divided into two equal parts by a curved line. One side is white (yang) while the other is black (yin), and there is a dot near the center of each half. The dot in the yin is white while the dot on the yang is black, which is meant as an indication that the two halves carry each other’s seed. 

The Circle of Life by Eileen Campbell at https://www.eileencampbellbooks.com/articles/the-circle-of-life is a thoughtful article on the human circle of life.




Resources for Children
1.0: Pins
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
2.1: Fair vs. Equal by Rev. Erika Hewitt (527 words)
2.2: A Human Family by Martha Dallas (456 words)
2.3: A Tale of Two Heads of Lettuce by Rev. Melissa Carvill-Ziemer (223 words)
2.4: Supporting the People Who Need Us by Mandy Neff (390 words)
2.5: Churches are Helpers by Martha Dallas (455 words)
2.6: The Gift of a Raspberry by Martha Dallas (446 words)
2.7: What Would You Do? by Rev. Erika Hewitt (822 words)
2.8: Walking with the Wind by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (726 words)
3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
3.1: The Farmer’s Legacy (726 words)
3.2: A Penguin Family (495 words)
3.3: The Memory Table (817 words)
3.4: The Great Kapok Tree, A Tale of the Amazon Rain Forest (916 words)
3.5: Brave Enough by Noreen Kimball (430 words)
3.6: Parachuting Cats to the Rescue, a true story (509 words)
3.7: The Answer is in Your Hands, adapted from an Indian folk tale (566 words)
3.8: Honoring Life—A Story of Beatrix Potter (677 words)
3.9: We Got Here Together (247 words)
3.10: Why Death Is Like the Banana Tree (472 words)
3.11: The Cat (625 words)
3.12: The Rebirth of the Sun (697 words)
3.13: Hannah Dedicates Samuel to the Lord (340 words)
3.14: The Story of Easter by Sophia Lyon Fahs (681 words)
3.15: Creation (874 words)
3.16: Miriam Sister, Prophet, Dancer (1,099 words)
3.17: The Water Bearer’s Garden by Betsy Hill Williams (482 words)
3.18: Creation from the Dreamtime (476 words)
3.19: Where I’m From by George Ella Lyons (152 words)
3.20: Putting Dreams into Action (586 words)
3.21: The Power of Water (493 words)
3.22: A Garden Is Born Evolution (422 words)
3.23: Reflections by Forrest Church (734 words)
3.24: Why? A Playlet with Four Scenelets (921 words)
3.25: The Grumpy Gecko (993 words)
3.26: Swimming Home by Janeen Grohsmeyer (919 words)
3.27: Amrita’s Tree (1,137 words)
3.28: Why the Sky Is Far Away (1,008 words)
3.29: Habitat at Home by Julie Simon (628 words)
3.30: A Caterpillar Grows Up (1,197 words)
3.31: And It Is Good by Janeen Grohsmeyer (875 words)
3.32: Growing Green by Janeen Grohsmeyer (909 words)
      Multigenerational
3.33: The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones (638 words)
3.34: You’re Saved by Something Green by Charlene Brotman (400 words)
3.35: Trout Are Made of Trees (181 words)
3.36: Trees for Kenya (543 words)
3.37: Snail Girl, a Navajo Story (1,527 words)
3.38: The Teachings of the Rain God (525 words)
3.39: One Flower in a Field (1,252 words)
3.40: Mabouya, Chief of the Well, adapted from a Haitian tale (545 words)
      Youth
3.41: Sun Mother Walks the Earth, based on a story of indigenous people of Australia/New Zealand (574 words)
3.42: The Goddess and the God (738 words)
4.0: Children’s Books
4.1: The Circles All Around Us by Brad Montague (Author & Illustrator) and Kristi Montague (Illustrator) (2021)
4.2: Circle Unbroken by Margot Theis Raven (Author) and E. B. Lewis (Illustrator) (2007)
4.3: Pond Circle by Betsy Franco (Author) and Stefano Vitale (Illustrator) (2009)
4.4: The Circle of Caring and Sharing by Theresa “Corky” Larsen-Jonasson (Author) and Jessika von Innerebner (Illustrator) (2019)
4.5: Pumpkin Circle: The Story of a Garden by George Levenson (Author) and Shmuel Thaler (Illustrator) (1999)
4.6: Carl and the Meaning of Life by Deborah Freedman (2019)
4.7: Hurry and the Monarch by Antoine O Flatharta (Author) and Meilo So (Illustrator) (2005)
4.8: Hey, Little Ant by Phillip M. Hoose & Hannah Hoose (Authors) and Debbie Tilley (Illustrator) (1998)
4.9: Junebug: No Life Too Small by Nicole Daniels (Author) and Addy Rivera Sonda (Illustrator) (2020)
4.10: One Earth by Eileen Spinelli (Author) and Rogério Coelho (Illustrator) (2020)
4.11: The Hugging Tree: A Story About Resilience by Jill Neimark (Author) and Nicole Wong (Illustrator) (2015)
4.12: A Tree for All Seasons by Robin Bernard (2001)
4.13: A Map into the World by Kao Kalia Yang (Author), Seo Kim (Illustrator) (2019)
4.14: The Story of Life: A First Book about Evolution by Catherine Barr & Steve Williams (Authors) and Amy Husband (Illustrator) (2015)
4.15: Our Family Tree: An Evolution Story by Lisa Westberg Peters (Author) and Lauren Stringer (Illustrator) (2003)
4.16: Moth: A story of evolution by Isabel Thomas (Author) and Daniel Egnéus (Illustrator) (2019)
4.17: The Reasons for Seasons (New & Updated Edition) by Gail Gibbons (2019) 
4.18: The Street Beneath My Feet by Charlotte Guillain (Author) and Yuval Zommer (Illustrator) (2017)
4.19: Wild by Emily Hughes (2013)
4.20: Ostara’s Hare by Tara Waddle (Author) and Terrye Bell (Illustrator) (2020)
4.21: How The Stars Fell Into The Sky: A Navajo Legend by Jerrie Oughton (Author) and Lisa Desimini (Illustrator) (1996)
4.22: The Legend of the Indian Paintbrush by Tomie dePaola (1988)
4.23: Stolen Words by Melanie Florence (Author) and Gabrielle Grimard (Illustrator) (2017)
4.24: Come On, Rain! by Karen Hesse (Author) and Jon J Muth (Illustrator) (1999)
4.25: Fox: A Circle of Life Story by Isabel Thomas (Author) and Daniel Egnéus (Illustrator) (2021)
5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
5.1: The Earth, the Air, the Fire, the Water by Libana (2:49)
5.2: Carbon Cycle: How humans disrupted a cycle essential to all life by Vox (4:37)
5.3: From the Big Bang to Me by SciencePoetry (7:59)
5.4: Circle of Life—Disney by Anicezw (6:25)
5.5: Life Cycle of a butterfly | Butterflies for Kids by Learn Bright (8:11)
6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 15: Babies
6.1.2: Session 19: The Wonder of Weather
6.1.3: Session 22: Imagination
6.1.4: Session 36: Earth Day
6.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 9: Our Ancestral Home
6.2.2: Session 10: Tango
6.2.3: Session 16: Memories of Home
6.3: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 14: Love Surrounds Us in Nature
6.3.2: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
6.4: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
6.5: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.5.1: Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
6.5.2: Session 11: Do No Harm
6.6: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
6.6.1: Session 14: Honor Life
6.7: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.7.1: Session 1: Love Is Like a Seed
6.7.2: Session 2: Awesome Love
6.7.3: Session 6: Love Is Eternal
6.7.4: Session 10: Love for All Creatures
6.7.5: Session 11: Love and Gratitude
6.8: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
6.8.1: Session 5: We Revere Life
6.8.2: Session 8: Memorial Rituals
6.9: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 9: Spirit of Life (Canteen)
6.9.2: Session 16: Resiliency (Hard Hat)
6.10: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.10.1: Session 5: The Blessing of Imperfection
6.11: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
6.11.1: Session 1: The Power of Earth
6.11.2: Session 2: The Power of Roots
6.11.3: Session 3: The Power of Growth
6.11.4: Session 13: The Power of Water
6.12: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.12.1: Session 5: Out of Nothing
6.12.2: Session 6: Thinking of Death
6.12.3: Session 14: Life as Mystery
6.14: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.14.1: Session 9: Spirituality and Me
6.15: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
6.15.1: Session 3: The Miracle of Transformation
6.16: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
6.17: Gather the Spirit: A Multigenerational Program about Stewardship
6.18: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
6.18.1: Workshop 3: Indigenous Religions: The Earth Speaks
Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: There is a circle, Hopi poem (60 words)
7.2: Seasons of the Self (255 words)
7.3: Peony Hugging by Gunilla Norris (251 words)
7.4: The Beginning is not the Beginning (260 words)
7.5: To Honor All of Creation by Richard Wagamese (195 words)
7.6: The Poignancy of Loss (213 words)
7.7: To All My Relations (or Aho Mitakuye Oyasin in the Sioux language) traditional Lakota prayer (230 words)
7.8: Mark the Time (260 words)
7.9: Children are the Messengers of the Ancestors by Sobonfu Some (268 words)
7.10: Tender Mercies (212 words)
7.11: The Root of All Trouble by Joanna Macy (246 words)
7.12: A song of the earth spirit from the Navajo tradition (97 words)
7.13: Imperfectly Perfect by Lesley Hazleton (100 words)
7.14: Widening Circles by Rainer Maria Rilke (56 words)
7.15: Take Your Place in the Circle of Life (195 words)
7.16: Belonging by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer (excerpt) (65 words)
7.17: This Earthly City: Hoping without end by William Cleary (92 words)
7.18: Charles Sumner, excerpt by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (103 words)
7.19: The Circle Closed by Scott Russell Sanders (160 words)
7.20: Everything by C.E. Morgan (126 words)
8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
8.1: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
8.1.1.: Workshop 3: Roots and Wings
8.2: Videos to Prompt Discussion
See section 10.0 below 
     Adults
No resources identified 
9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Circle Of Life by Carmen Twillie and Lebo M. (4:06)
9.2: The Circle Game by Joni Mitchell A & Buffy Saint Marie B
9.3: Breaths by Sweet Honey in the Rock (4:08)
9.4: Can the circle be unbroken by The Carter Family A & B
9.5: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)
9.6: Crazy Circles by Bad Company (3:35)
9.7: 7 Years by Lukas Graham (3:59)
9.8: I Wanna Grow Old With You by Westlife (4:08) 
9.9: Africa by Peter Mayer (6:23)
9.10: Like a Mountain by Peter Mayer (4:40)
9.11: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:12)
10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
10.1: This is what was bequeathed us by Gregory Orr – Poetry Film by Taian Lu (1:49)
10.2: Circle of life by Émilie Grange (2:49)
10.3: Zonnatura - circle of life by ljudbilden (0:46)
10.4: Circle of Life: Life & Death by Simon Spear (4:58)
10.5: Circle of Life by Milan Zulic (3:31)
10.6: A Circle of Life by Bente Schoone, Tiest Luijten and Mauritz Seerden (4:25)
      Ted Talks
10.7: Living a circular life by Dallas Arcand (17:47)
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Resources for Children
[bookmark: _Hlk92130377]2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
2.1: Fair vs. Equal by Rev. Erika Hewitt (527 words)
     What does “fair” mean? Is “fair” the same thing as “equal”? Which one is reflected in the concept of “justice”? Designed to be used as a Message for All Ages or as part of a Children’s Chapel service, this activity uses cookies (yum!) to explore the differences between fair and equal.
     To prepare, you’ll need cookies or crackers (“regular” sized, not goldfish crackers or mini-cookies). You’ll also need two plates. Be sure to first read through this description carefully, as this activity requires “on the ground” thinking!
[bookmark: _Hlk103152859]     Today’s service/message is about fairness. What does it mean when something is unfair? Has anything unfair ever happened to you?
     Invite people to share their comments and experiences, or simply ask for a show of hands as affirmation that they have been in an “unfair” situation.
     Is “fair” the same thing as “equal”?
     Listen to and moderate opinions about “fair” versus “equal.”
     To help us see for ourselves whether “fair” and “equal” are the same thing, we’re going to use some volunteers and this bag of cookies [or crackers].
     Explain as you go:
     Bring out 10 of the cookies/crackers and two plates.
     Invite two volunteers, preferably children or youth of about the same age, to come forward. Give each of the children an empty plate. Narrate as you divide the 10 cookies/crackers equally between the two children’s plates. (Make sure that all of your volunteers know that the cookies are for demonstration purposes—no fair eating them until the service is over!)
     Each of our volunteers has five cookies. Is that equal? Confirm: ten divided by two = five cookies each.
     Is it “fair” for each person to get five cookies? It might be. But let’s start asking our volunteers some questions.
     Ask your two child volunteers what they had for breakfast, and it should be obvious whose breakfast was bigger.
     Since X (name) had a bigger breakfast than Y (name), their breakfasts weren’t equal size. Don’t you think that it’s fair to give Y more cookies, to make up for their smaller breakfast?
     Invite people to offer their opinions, thanking them for each opinion. As they make suggestions, you or the volunteers can shuffle the cookies back and forth on the two plates to reflect general consensus of what a “fair” distribution of the ten cookies looks like. If no one has already mentioned it, say:
     Wait! Maybe one of our volunteers is hungrier than the other!
     Determine – however whimsically, or just on a self-reported scale of one to ten, which child is hungrier than the other.
     Since X (name) is hungrier than Y (name), isn’t it fair to give X more than half of the cookies, even though it’s not equal?
     Again, solicit feedback about what a “fair” distribution of cookies is, based on hunger.
     Send one of the volunteers back to their seat (big thank you from the group). Invite a volunteer of a much different age to come join the other volunteer. Each of them should still hold a plate.
     Now we have people of different sizes to share the ten cookies. X (child’s name) is n years old. Z (adult’s name) is... well, older than that!
     Since X is so much smaller than Z, is it fair to split the cookies evenly? Do you think that Z get more cookies because they’re bigger than X? Or should Z get fewer cookies because they’re a grown-up and can buy cookies anytime they want to?
     Solicit opinions and move cookies from plate to plate, according to comments. Then:
     You know, we haven’t even talked yet about what kind of cookies these are! Maybe we should find out whether X and Z even like gingersnaps (or lemon cookies, or fig newtons...)!
     Ask your volunteers whether they like the cookies being offered.
     If both volunteers report that they like the cookie type, send one volunteer back to their seat (with thanks). Ask for yet another volunteer: one who does not like the type of cookie being offered, or who is allergic to the type of cookie being offered.
     Now we have a very different situation. Z really likes eating this type of cookie. But Q (dislikes/allergic) doesn’t want to eat any. What’s the fairest way to split the cookies now? Is it fair that Z gets all ten cookies just because they like (the gingersnaps), and Q doesn’t get any?
     Ask people to suggest a “fair” re-distribution of the ten cookies, and move the cookies to the appropriate plate.
     Thank both volunteers, taking the plates with cookies and inviting them to return to their seats with thankful “applause.”
     What did we see, by bringing up different pairs of people and trying to split ten cookies between them? What are some factors that make something seem “fair”?
     As you invite comments and discussion, narrow the conversation to the “moral” of this service: It turns out that “equal” is not the same thing as “fair.” Equality is a good thing: when we talk about people being “equal,” or having “equal” rights, we mean that all people have the same giant amount of inherent worth and dignity.
     As we saw, though, fairness is different. Fair doesn’t mean we get the same thing that everyone else has. Fair means that we go beyond what looks equal and instead ask a lot of questions. We’re beginning to see that fairness is complicated!
     As Unitarian Universalists, we talk a lot about “justice.” When we use the word justice, often we’re talking about fairness. When we see something that’s unfair, we believe in saying so. And just like we had to talk about ways to divide up the cookies, sometimes we need to talk (...a lot) about how to make things fair. This can be complicated, but it’s a wonderful thing about Unitarian Universalism: we believe in equality AND in fairness, even when they’re different.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/activity/fair-vs-equal 

2.2: A Human Family by Martha Dallas (456 words)
This children’s worship activity relies on the use of objects that you’ll have to assemble. Its author used Quarto! game pieces (shown in the accompanying picture). Alternately, you could use paint samples from the hardware store, or perhaps marbles or shells or stones; anything with a combination of similar and differing traits. Begin with the pieces set out for easy viewing; this engages everyone’s wonder and curiosity and saves you time setting them up later.
     This morning I brought a set of game pieces to share.
     If you’ve had a chance to look at them, you might have noticed that each piece has a trait that’s part of a pair of traits. In other words, each piece is either short or… [wait for them to say, “tall”, then repeat]. And each is either dark or… [light]. And each is either round or… [square]. And each is either hollow in the top, or… [solid].
     One thing that’s fun with these, is grouping them according to the traits they share. You can make little families that share one trait, or two, or even three traits in common.
     But there’s one particularly cool thing about these pieces. Could a volunteer choose one piece – any piece? [Take what is offered to you and name its four traits.] This piece is the only piece in the set that has this particular set of traits. This piece is unique. There is no other piece exactly like it. It’s a lot like… [pause, because they are likely to know where you are going, and may complete your thought!] people. Yes, like you and me. And like everyone else in the world. Each of us has a unique set of traits. And we have lots more than just four!
     Now, here’s another thing about this set of pieces. Could I have another volunteer who can come up and divide the set into two groups of eight, so that one group shares one trait in common and the other group shares a different trait in common? [As the child is working on it, be prepared to ask them what trait they are grouping, in case you need to coach them in this sorting task, then share out loud the traits on which their sorting is based.]
     You know, we people have a tendency to sort ourselves into two groups, too. It can be understandable, but sometimes it gets us into trouble. It can get us into trouble when we think about all the people in the world as either this, or that. Are there some grownups who can share examples of ways that people think about ourselves as being either one thing or another? [Likely examples will probably include: men/women, rich/poor, old/young, white/people of color, children/adults, liberals/conservatives, easterners/westerners, northerners, southerners. Add any that aren’t mentioned if you think the collective response needs rounding out.]
     We do this, and when we do, we’re forgetting a deeper truth about ourselves. You see, these pieces here actually share a fundamental trait in common. What is something that’s the same about all of them? [You may get kids pointing out that each one has a stripe-like band on it; this is true. What we’re after, though, is that they’re all made of wood.] They are all made of wood. In fact, I bet the manufacturer of this game made sure they’re made of the same kind of wood. And what’s more… it’s possible that some of these pieces – maybe even all of them – are made of wood that came from the same… [see if they beat you to it!] tree. Yeah! Think about it. They’re made of the very same stuff!
     And so are we! We’re all made of the same stuff. We are all people; all human beings. We’re all a member of the animal species known as homo sapiens sapiens: the beings that know that we know! We are all members of the great human family.
     And when we remember this, it’s a good thing. A very good thing. So good, that it’s a sacred thing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/complete-service/human-family 

2.3: A Tale of Two Heads of Lettuce by Rev. Melissa Carvill-Ziemer (223 words)
     I have a story for you. It’s a tale of two heads of lettuce.
     This one (hold up head of lettuce and maybe even move around the sanctuary as you speak) was grown in Salinas Valley, CA. It was grown according to conventional, industrial farming methods by a multi-national corporation. They used chemical fertilizers and pesticides to grow it, low wage migrant workers to quickly and efficiently harvest it and get it into trucks which drove 2,500 miles from Salinas, CA to Streetsboro, OH. I bought this lettuce in the Giant Eagle market in Streetsboro for $2.19 per pound. This lettuce required 4000 calories of fossil fuels to get to us today.
     The second head of lettuce (repeat directions for moving around sanctuary) was grown according to sustainable, small scale farming methods in Holmes County, OH by an Amish farmer who used natural fertilizers and no pesticides to grow it. The Amish farmer or someone else in his family or community harvested the lettuce. It was put on a truck and driven 67 miles from Holmes County, OH to Cuyahoga Falls, OH. I bought it at Krieger’s market in Cuyahoga Falls for $2.39 per pound. This lettuce required fewer than 100 calories of fossil fuels to get to us today.
     This morning while you are together in your classes the adults will remain here in the sanctuary to consider an important question. How do we decide which head of lettuce is the better deal?
Note: If you do this in your congregation, you’ll have to do a little research!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/tale-two-heads-lettuce 

2.4: Supporting the People Who Need Us by Mandy Neff (390 words)
The basis of this story is Becky Ray McCain’s Nobody Knew What To Do: A Story About Bullying, illustrated by Todd Leonardo, Albert Whitman & Company, 2001.
     I want to tell you a story about being new—and how sometimes it’s fun and sometimes it isn’t.
     Once there was a second grader named Paul. In September, he moved to a new town, had a new teacher and a new class and a brand-new desk. There was a boy sitting across from him with bright red hair, and his name was Ryan. He told Paul a knock-knock joke, and he was really funny—so that first day was a good day.
     The second day, three other boys came up to Ryan and he thought, “Oh, great. They want to make friends with me too!” But that wasn’t what happened. They came up and started poking Paul, and even calling him names.
     He looked at his friend Ryan. Ryan really didn’t want to hear what was going on, so what do you think he did? What would you do if you didn’t want to hear something that was going on?
     Wait for kids to answer.
     Well, what he did was this. Stick your fingers in your ears.
      That second day wasn’t such a good day. But the next day was even worse, because the three boys came up to Paul at lunchtime, and they stole his lunch. He didn’t have anything to eat!
     The next day, Paul didn’t come to school at all. The three boys were cheering that day because Paul wasn’t there. Then, even though he didn’t want to, Ryan heard them planning mean things they were going to do when Paul came back to school. But this time he didn’t stick his fingers in his ears. What do you think he did?
     Wait for answers again.
     That’s right, he told the teacher. And when Paul came back to school and there was recess, the three boys came around. But then, the teacher came around too.
     And Ryan said, “C’mon, come play with me!” And that day was the best day of all, because that day, Paul and Ryan became best friends.
     And so, my hope for all of you this year is that, when you hear something you’d rather not hear, that you don’t stick your fingers in your ears. I hope that when you see or hear someone that needs your help, that this year, you find a way to support someone who needs you.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/151171.shtml 

2.5: Churches are Helpers by Martha Dallas (455 words)
     Have you ever wondered how it came to be that churches are known as places where you can get a helping hand when you need one?
     It seems to me that a key source of the charitable nature of churches goes all the way back to the time of Jesus. You see, in the society in which Jesus lived—in his time and place—things were very unfair and unjust. At that time, there were a few people at the top who were rich and powerful. And there were a bunch of people at the bottom, and these were people who were: thirsty, hungry, and poor. They were homeless and sick and disabled. And in that society, the people at the bottom were considered to be “untouchable.” It was thought that people who needed these kinds of help were so much at the bottom that if you even touched one of them, you risked becoming untouchable, yourself. There were even rules and codes to follow to make sure that the classes of society remained safely separated from each other.
     And you know what Jesus thought about this? He absolutely believed it was wrong, and he rejected this unfair society with people on the bottom who were considered untouchable. He preached against it, and what’s more: he acted against it. He deliberately hung out with the untouchable people. And what’s more, he touched them. In fact, there are stories of Jesus’ healing touch—touching all these people at the bottom whom society told him not to touch. Jesus showed these people mercy, compassion, and love, and the stories of his healing touch have come down through the centuries to us.
     Well, the Gospels that speak about Jesus, and the early church that emerged—took this part of Jesus’ message to heart. The church believed that if someone is thirsty, you should give them something to drink. If you find someone who’s hungry, you offer them food. If you see someone who is poor, give them some money so they can buy what they need. For people who are homeless, offer them shelter. With those who are sick, help them get medicine and treatment for their illness. And for people with disabilities, offer them a helping hand so they can get around in the world. Following Jesus’ example, this is what the church has worked to do.
     Because when you see someone who has a need for help, and then you decide to offer them the kind of help that they need, well, that’s God, right there. When you offer a helping hand to someone who needs it, you allow a little bit of Heaven to shine, right here on earth. And that’s what we’re doing today.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/churches-are-helpers 

2.6: The Gift of a Raspberry by Martha Dallas (446 words)
This was created as a Message for All Ages for a service honoring Yom Ha’Shoah, the Jewish holiday for Holocaust Remembrance. 
     Once there was a place that was very bleak and dreary. All the colors there were only shades of gray and brown. Nothing grew there: no grass, no flowers, no trees. And this place was surrounded by walls and fences.
     People lived in this place. Every day they were forced to work digging holes, and then shoveling the dirt they’d dug out, back into those same holes. This work made them feel tired and their bodies ached. And they felt hopeless, for their work never amounted to anything.
     The food they ate was just a little bread and some broth. Their bellies were never full, and they were always hungry. Plus, they got sick a lot, for this food wasn’t nutritious enough to keep them healthy.
     At night, they slept, if they slept, on hard wooden beds. They had no pillows nor blankets, so they were cold and they shivered much of the night. When they did sleep, they had bad dreams, and when they woke up, they were just as tired as they’d been the night before.
     One morning in this place, a girl went out. And suddenly, she saw something on the ground. Something special and precious. It was...a red raspberry!! Quickly, she picked it up and slipped it into her pocket. She kept it safe there all day, and that night, she found a leaf that had blown in from the outside. She put the leaf in her hand and placed the red raspberry on the leaf, and went to her friend, and presented it to her friend as a gift. And her friend received it.
     I tell you this story, not only because it reminds us that in the most sad, hopeless, bleak and dreary places, we can – if we keep our eyes open – find miraculous surprises – treasures that are bright and sweet and delicious, like that raspberry. But more importantly, when we find these treasures, we can give them up, give them away, give them to—a friend.
     This story is true. It actually happened. And I want you to remember this story. So today I brought...some raspberries. And I invite you to come take one. Take it and hold it, and when everyone who wants one has one, I’ll tell you what to do next…
     Now, holding your raspberry, imagine that your world is dreary, sad, hopeless, and bleak. And imagine that your friend has just given you this raspberry. This raspberry was the one thing your friend truly owned, and she chose to make it a gift for you. And when you’ve imagined that, I invite you to enjoy your raspberry, to eat your raspberry, and to always remember.
Notes:
     Prop: fresh raspberries
     Credit goes to the New England Holocaust Memorial in Boston, MA, where I first encountered this quote: “Ilse, a childhood friend of mine, once found a raspberry in the camp and carried it in her pocket all day to present to me that night on a leaf. Imagine a world in which your entire possession is one raspberry and you give it to your friend.” —Gerta Weissman Klein
     Deported from Germany as a teenager, she later married the U.S. Army soldier who led the troops that rescued her from Sobibor.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/gift-raspberry 

2.7: What Would You Do? by Rev. Erika Hewitt (822 words)
     Our Time for All Ages this morning is a time of make-believe. I’d like you to put your imagination caps on so that we can pretend together.
     Raise your hand if you’ve ever been to a baseball game. How many of you follow a team you think of as “your” team?
    Well, I have bad news. (Here’s the game of let’s pretend. Remember: I need you to imagine this.) I’ve just received an advance copy of a statement that will be released tomorrow by our Governor. It’s very surprising. You won’t believe what it says!
     Unroll a parchment or open a fancy letter to “read” the following:
     Hear ye, hear ye! All citizens of [your state/province], effective immediately, are hereby notified that baseball is now illegal within our borders. From today onward, it is absolutely forbidden to watch baseball, play baseball, or go to a baseball game. You can’t even stand in your backyard with a ball and bat. If you must, buy a frisbee or kick around a soccer ball.
     Don’t ask why. We have reasons, and we mean it. No matter how old you are or which team you used to root for, you will be in HUGE trouble and go to jail for a long time if you watch or play baseball in the state of [your state/province], starting today.
     Baseball is going to be illegal? What are each of us going to do? Let’s pretend: what would you do if you could go to jail for playing baseball or watching it?
     Take about five responses from the children and adults. You’ll likely hear responses that sound like this. If you don’t, offer up the possible responses that haven’t been named:
· “I wouldn’t care, because I don’t like baseball.”
· “I’d play anyway, and see if they mean it. I’d go to jail if I had to.”
· “I’d go to [neighboring state/province] to watch baseball, where it’s still legal.”
· “I’d protest in front of the Statehouse” / “I’d try to reverse the law.”
· “I’d keep playing or watching baseball in secret, with people I trust not to tell.”
     All of those are possible ways to respond. Maybe this new law doesn’t affect you, so you shrug it off. Maybe the threat of prison scares you enough to stop, or to sneak around. Maybe you leave [state/province] every time you want to hit a few balls, or watch a team play.
     This may sound like a funny example to talk about, but there are countries where doing simple, everyday things are forbidden. A lot of the time, those forbidden things have to do with speaking your mind, or practicing your religion.
     Imagine that you woke up tomorrow and found out that it was against the law to be a Unitarian Universalist, or talk about Unitarian Universalist beliefs!
     That’s the pickle that some of our religious ancestors faced.
     Nearly five hundred years ago, in Europe, people got tired of being told that there was only one way to practice religion. They began to read the Bible themselves, and they thought about it, which meant that they started coming up with new religious beliefs. A few of them were our religious ancestors: they were part of a movement called the Radical Reformation, and they talked about a new religious belief that we, today, would call Unitarian. These brave people began to practice being Unitarians even though it was forbidden; they could get in a lot of trouble. And they did.
     Some of them said, I’ll stop — it’s not that important to me. I’ll go along with what we’re supposed to believe.
     Some of them said, I’ll be a Unitarian in secret with people I trust, and in public I’ll pretend to go along with what I’m told.
     Some of them said, I’m out of here! And they left the places it was most dangerous to be a Unitarian, and tried to find countries where it was safer to be Unitarian.
     And a few of them said: nope. I’m going to be a Unitarian anyway, and talk about my beliefs, even if it gets me into trouble, because I can’t deny my conscience and my faith.
     The truth is, we needed all of those early Unitarians:
· the ones like Michael Servetus, who died because of his courage and his faith
· the ones who fled to other countries, like Faustus Socinus
· the ones who practiced and taught Unitarian beliefs in secret
…and maybe we even needed the people who said, “Eh. It’s not that important”—because they got to make a choice.
     You’ll be happy to know that it’s safe to play and watch baseball in [state/province]. But I hope you’re also happy to be a UU. Let’s be grateful for the people throughout the past five hundred years who made sure that we could inherit this faith, and take care of it for the next generations.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/time-all-ages/what-would-you-do 

2.8: Walking with the Wind by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (726 words)
This message for all ages was adapted by Rev. Karen G. Johnston from story in the prologue of John Lewis’s memoir of the same name
     This true story comes to us from John Lewis, a great leader in this nation who died in July 2020. Many people were sad to lose him and thankful for all he has done to bring about justice in our nation.
     He had lived a long and full life, asking of himself and asking of all of us to show up for justice, to do what we can and just a little bit more, to make sure there was more fairness in our country.
     John Lewis grew up in a large family and he would spend time with his aunts or uncles, with his siblings and cousins. There were many children in the neighborhood and they would play together. This was LONG before the pandemic, so people could play together and hang out together.
     Mr. Lewis tells about a time, when he was playing outside his Aunt Seneva’s house with about fourteen other children, when a storm—a BIG storm—arrived. A kind of storm that made him very afraid.
     I’m going to tell the story from his perspective, so it’s like he is talking. So when I say “I,” it really means Mr. John Lewis.
     Aunt Seneva was the only adult around, and as the sky blackened and the wind grew stronger, she herded us all inside.
     Her house was not the biggest place around, and it seemed even smaller with so many children squeezed inside. Small and surprisingly quiet. All of the shouting and laughter that had been going on earlier, outside, had stopped. The wind was howling now, and the house was starting to shake. We were scared. Even Aunt Seneva was scared.
     And then it got worse. Now the house was beginning to sway. The wood plank flooring beneath us began to bend. And then, a corner of the room started lifting up.
     I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. None of us could. This storm was actually pulling the house toward the sky. With us inside it.
     That was when Aunt Seneva told us to clasp hands. Line up and hold hands, she said, and we did as we were told. Then she had us walk as a group toward the corner of the room that was rising. From the kitchen to the front of the house we walked, the wind screaming outside, sheets of rain beating on the tin roof. Then we walked back in the other direction, as another end of the house began to lift.
     And so it went, back and forth, fifteen children walking with the wind, holding that trembling house down with the weight of our small bodies.
     Can you imagine what it was like to be inside of that house, afraid that it might fall all apart from the destructive force of the wind and the rain, from the whole storm? I’m so glad that John Lewis wasn’t alone, that he was there with his friends and family. I’m so glad that they figured out a way to work together.
     When John Lewis was much older, and was writing down the story of his whole, astounding life, he wrote these words:
     More than half a century has passed since that day, and it has struck me more than once over those many years that our society is not unlike the children in that house, rocked again and again by the winds of one storm or another, the walls around us seeming at times as if they might fly apart.
     It seemed that way in the 1960s, at the height of the civil rights movement, when America itself felt as if it might burst at the seams—so much tension, so many storms. But the people of conscience never left the house. They never ran away. They stayed, they came together and they did the best they could, clasping hands and moving toward the corner of the house that was the weakest.
     And then another corner would lift, and we would go there.
And eventually, inevitably, the storm would settle, and the house would still stand.
     But we knew another storm would come, and we would have to do it all over again.
     And we did.
     And we still do, all of us. You and I.
     Children holding hands, walking with the wind….
     Thank you for listening to not my story, but Mr. John Lewis’ story.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/time-all-ages/walking-wind 

3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
3.1: The Farmer’s Legacy (726 words)
     Once there was a farmer. He was very old and ill and knew he would soon die. He had lived a good life and his only regret was that his three children fought all the time. None of them seemed interested in taking care of the large farm the old man had established. They were rather lazy. The farm was big enough for several farmhouses and produced enough food to easily provide for any families his children might someday start. The only reason the old farmer had worked so hard his entire life was to leave a legacy to his children so their life would be easier. Now that his life was near its end, he wanted to find some way to help them see what a precious thing it is to be able to work your own land and provide for your family. So he did.
     One winter day, the old farmer called his children to his sick bed. “My children, I have accumulated great wealth.”
     “Where is this great wealth?” they asked.
     “You have never seen it. It exists out, deep in the fields. That is where you will find your legacy.” A short time later, the farmer died.
     His children grieved, because they loved their father. Their sadness brought them together and they stopped fighting. One day, they decided to go looking for their legacy.
     “He said it is deep in the fields. It must be buried.”
     We’ll need to dig for it.”
     So, they dug and dug for days. They dug until they had dug up almost all the farmland, but they found nothing. One sibling said, “We have dug up all this land, but we haven’t found our legacy. We must have missed it and I am too tired to keep digging. Still, it is spring and time to plant crops. Since we have already dug up the earth, we might as well plant this field.” So they did.
     Fall came and after harvesting their crops, they set to digging again, looking for their legacy. They dug and dug for days. They dug until, once again, they had dug up almost all the farmland, but they found nothing. One sibling said, “We have dug up all this land, but we haven’t found our legacy. We must have missed it and I am too tired to keep digging. Still, it is spring and time to plant crops. Since we have already dug up the earth, we might as well plant as we did last year.” So they did.
     Yet again, fall came and they harvested their crops. This year’s harvest was even bigger than the year’s before. After the harvest, they dug for their legacy and, not finding it again, decided to plant their crops. This continued for a few years. During that time, they got married and started families and they lived comfortable lives off the money from selling their crops. They grew strong from working in the fields and no longer were lazy. They were healthy and happy.
     One spring, they all three realized that the rich land of the farm and being able to provide for themselves and their families was the true legacy their father left them. They stopped digging for treasure and started working the farm, happy that that their father had been wise enough to leave them this great gift. They decided that they would all share the land and take good care of it, so they could leave it to their children someday.
     And so they did.
     Everyone doesn’t own farmland to leave to his or her children. But every parent leaves something, a legacy to his or her children. It might be a house, but it could also be a value, like hard work. It might be beautiful necklace, but it could also be a belief or a religion, like Unitarian Universalism. The legacy might be a favorite book, but it could also be photographs and memories of special times.
     What about the way you look? Maybe you got your eye color from your great grandmother. Maybe you got your height from your dad’s side of the family. Maybe you get your sense of humor from your mother. Maybe your cousin is the person handing down the family recipe that goes back several generations. What did you receive as a legacy from an ancestor?
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session9/60096.shtml 

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

3.3: The Memory Table (817 words)
     Seven-year-old Steven dragged his backpack down the unfamiliar pathway to his new house. School was over for the day, but Steven was not looking forward to going home. Yesterday a big moving van had brought all his stuff to 746 Maple Street and inside would be a mess of half-emptied boxes. This morning he had found his toothbrush, but no toothpaste. Mom said it was in a different box.
     Steven felt lonely and sad. Everywhere he had been all week was new. He did not recognize faces at his new school. The new house did not greet him the same way as the old house. As Steven crossed the threshold of his new house, he slammed the new door and thought, “Even the door slams differently.”
     Standing in the front hallway, Steven looked up and saw his mom coming forward to give him a home hug. Home hugs at the door were his mom’s specialty. Steven felt the familiar warmth and love as his mom hugged him. He smiled up at her and forgot his sadness as he said, “I sure hope that’s peanut butter cookies I smell.”
     “That is a super nose you have there, young man” his Mother answered.
     “Make way for super nose as it heads towards the peanut butter cookies. Close behind is wonder mouth that will eat those cookies.” Steven yelled as he sailed down the hallway toward the smell of peanut butter cookies.
     In the kitchen, Steven stopped and stared. Everything was put away and by the window was their very own kitchen table. This rough, pine table had been in his kitchen as long as he could remember. It had two chunky legs on the ends which his mom always said made it easier to push in the chairs. Around the table were four chairs with thick legs and padded seat covers with chickens on them.
     Steven walked to the table and saw the red permanent marker spot from when he was two years old and started to draw without paper. At the end of the table, there stood a napkin holder he made in crafts at day camp and the funny chicken salt and pepper shakers from his Grandmother’s house. In front of the salt and pepper shakers was the stained-glass chalice he made at his old church. Right in the middle of the table was a hollow spot from the marble slab his mom used for cutting out Christmas cookies. Next to the hollow was a huge plate of his favorite peanut butter cookies. Steven smiled as he sat down.
     His mom came over to the table with two glasses of cold milk and sat down with him at the familiar table in her usual spot.
     “I know you’ve been sad, Steven. You are missing all the old things and exhausted by all the new things. How are you feeling now?” asked his mom.
     Steven munched a cookie for a moment and answered, “I was sad until I saw the table.”
     “What did the table do to make you feel better?” asked his mom.
     “I started thinking about all the things that happen at this table. We have Thanksgiving here with lots of relatives and that can happen the same, here, too.” Steven stated. “And the grace we say at this table will be the same, even if it’s in a new place.”
     Steven’s mom smiled. “What else will continue in this new house?”
     “I can do my homework here and remember all the other times I sat here and learned things.” Steven added.
     “Steven, this table is the place where memories meet new experiences for our family. Our home is the place where we eat together, grow together and learn together. Even if the building where we meet is new, the good things that happen in our family home don’t change.”
     Steven paused. Then he said, “Mom, can we light my chalice so I can remember all the times I learned at our old church? We are going to find a new church, aren’t we, Mom?”
     Steven’s mom went to a drawer and got a match. “Yes, Steven,” she said. “We will find a new faith home. Just like our family home, the rituals of our new Unitarian Universalist faith home will bring good memories. Let’s light the chalice and say our affirmation from Sunday School (or religious education time) together.”
     Steven carefully lit the stained-glass chalice. His mother helped him say the familiar words:
     We are Unitarian Universalists, / with minds that think, / hearts that love, / and hands that are ready to serve.
     Steven felt warm and comfortable saying the words with his mother. His heart now knew that he had many old memories to bring along with him as he went into new places. And each new place would provide new experiences that would become memories, as his family created a new home.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session16/60171.shtml

3.4: The Great Kapok Tree, A Tale of the Amazon Rain Forest (916 words)
Book by Lynne Cherry (A Gulliver Green Book), (Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1990); permission pending.
     Two men walked into the rain forest. Moments before, the forest had been alive with the sounds of squawking birds and howling monkeys. Now all was quiet as the creatures watched the two men and wondered why they had come. The larger man stopped and pointed to a great Kapok tree. Then he left.
     The smaller man took an ax he carried and struck the trunk of the tree. Whack! Whack! Whack! The sounds of the blows rang through the forest. The wood of the tree was very hard. Chop! Chop! Chop! The man wiped off the sweat that ran down his face and neck. Whack! Chop! Whack! Chop! Soon the man grew tired. He sat down to rest at the foot of the great Kapok tree. Before he knew it, the heat and hum of the forest had lulled him to sleep.
     A boa constrictor lived in the Kapok tree. He slithered down its trunk to where the man was sleeping. He looked at the gash the ax had made in the tree. Then the huge snake slid very close to the man and hissed in his ear: “Senhor, this tree is a tree of miracles. It is my home, where generations of my ancestors have lived. Do not chop it down.”
     A bee buzzed in the sleeping man’s ear: “Senhor, my hive is in this Kapok tree, and I fly from tree to tree and flower to flower collecting pollen. In this way I pollinate the trees and flowers throughout the rain forest. You see, all living things depend on one another.”
     A troupe of monkeys scampered down from the canopy of the Kapok tree. They chattered to the sleeping man: “Senhor, we have seen the ways of man. You chop down one tree, then come back for another and another. The roots of these great trees will wither and die, and there will be nothing left to hold the earth in place. When the heavy rains come, the soil will be washed away and the forest will become a desert.”
     A toucan, a macaw, and a cock-of-the-rock flew down from the canopy. “Senhor!” squawked the toucan, “you must not cut down this tree. We have flown over the rain forest and seen what happens once you begin to chop down the trees. Many people settle on the land. They set fires to clear the underbrush, and soon the forest disappears. Where once there was life and beauty only black and smoldering ruins remain.”
     A bright and small tree frog crawled along the edge of a leaf. In a squeaky voice he piped in the man’s ear: “Senhor, a ruined rain forest means ruined lives... many ruined lives. You will leave many of us homeless if you chop down this great Kapok tree.
     A jaguar had been sleeping along a branch in the middle of the tree. Because his spotted coat blended into the dappled light and shadows of the understory, no one had noticed him. Now he leapt down and padded silently over to the sleeping man. He growled in his ear: “Senhor, the Kapok tree is home to many birds and animals. If you cut it down, where will I find my dinner?”
     Four tree porcupines swung down from branch to branch and whispered to the man: “Senhor, do you know what we animals need in order to live? Oxygen. And, Senhor, do you know what trees produce? Oxygen! If you cut down the forests you will destroy that which gives us all life.”
     Several anteaters climbed down the Kapok tree with their young clinging to their backs. The unstriped anteater said to the sleeping man: “Senhor, you are chopping down this tree with no thought for the future. And surely you know that what happens tomorrow depends upon what you do today. The big man tells you to chop down a beautiful tree. He does not think of his own children, who tomorrow must live in a world without trees.”
     A three-toed sloth had begun climbing down from the canopy when the men first appeared. Only now did she reach the ground. Plodding ever so slowly over to the sleeping man, she spoke in her deep and lazy voice: “Senhor, how much is beauty worth? Can you live without it? If you destroy the beauty of the rain forest, on what would you feast your eyes?”
     A child from the Yanomamo tribe who lived in the rain forest knelt over the sleeping man. He murmured in his ear: “Senhor, when you awake, please look upon us all with new eyes.”
     The man awoke with a start. Before him stood the rain forest child, and all around him, staring, were the creatures who depended upon the great Kapok tree. What wondrous and rare animals they were!
     The man looked about and saw the sun streaming through the canopy. Spots of bright light glowed like jewels amidst the dark green forest. Strange and beautiful plants seemed to dangle in the air, suspended from the great Kapok tree. The man smelled the fragrant perfume of their flowers. He felt the steamy mist rising from the forest floor. But he heard no sound, for the creatures were strangely silent.
     The man stood and picked up his ax. He swung back his arm as though to strike the tree. Suddenly he stopped. He turned and looked at the animals and the child. He hesitated. Then he dropped the ax and walked out of the rain forest.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session14/170354.shtml 

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

3.6: Parachuting Cats to the Rescue, a true story (509 words)
     The mosquitoes in Borneo were terrible. On bad days, the people of Borneo would be covered in mosquito bites.
(Leader — Ask, “And what do you suppose would happen?” Wait for someone to suggest that it would itch and people would scratch / make the bites bleed.)
     That’s right — those mosquito bites made them itch and scratch like mad. (Leader — Act out scratching and invite the children to do the same.)
     The itching made them uncomfortable, but the real problem with the mosquitoes was that they carried a sickness called malaria. This meant that sometimes the people who got bitten by mosquitoes would get really sick or even die.
     Scientists from an agency called the World Health Organization wanted to stop the people of Borneo from getting sick and dying from malaria. They decided to do something about those mosquitoes. They sprayed a chemical called DDT all around the villages of Borneo, because they knew that would kill the mosquitoes. It worked. The mosquitoes died and the people stopped catching malaria.
     Everything seemed fine, but what the people didn’t know at first was that the mosquitoes weren’t the only insects that the DDT had killed. Some wasps died, too. These were parasitic wasps whose larvae ate caterpillars. Without the wasps there wasn’t balance in the ecosystem. Because they were not there to eat the caterpillars’ larvae, the caterpillar population began to grow and grow. More and more caterpillars were born and they were hungry. They ate and they ate and they ate.
     The problem was, the people of Borneo lived in houses with thatched roofs made out of grasses. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose those caterpillars liked to eat?” When someone suggests the roofs, continue with the story.)
     That’s right, the caterpillars ate holes in the thatched roofs and soon the roofs began to fall in. The people of Borneo replaced the roofs, but ... (dramatic pause) there was an even bigger problem to deal with.
     The wasps weren’t the only insects that ate the DDT. Cockroaches and other insects did, too. So, the cockroaches and other insects began to get sick. And these insects were the food for Borneo’s small lizards, the geckos. The more cockroaches and other insects the geckos ate, the more DDT got inside the geckos. The geckos started to die, too.
     And the geckos of Borneo were eaten by cats. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose happened to the cats?” When someone suggests they died, continue the story.)
     That’s right, the cats began to die. But even worse ... (dramatic pause) the cats were important because they killed rats. When the cats died there wasn’t balance in the ecosystem. There were not enough cats to kill the rats. So, the rat population of Borneo grew and grew. The rats began to overpopulate. More and more rats were born.
     The trouble with rats is that — just like mosquitoes — they often carry serious diseases which people can catch from them. Now the people of Borneo worried that they might have an outbreak of the plague or another illness that could kill lots of people. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose they did?” and take a few answers.)
     The people of Borneo realized they needed more cats to bring back the balance in their ecosystem. Some were borrowed from neighboring villages but they still needed more. And that is why in 1959 members of the British Royal Air Force flew over Borneo in a helicopter and sent 20 cats in parachutes to the ground. Can you imagine that? Twenty cats in parachutes — all because nature got out of balance.
     (Leader — Use the sound instrument to signify that the story has ended.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session10/story1

3.7: The Answer is in Your Hands, adapted from an Indian folk tale (566 words)
     There was once a wise woman who lived by herself near a small village. Rumor had it that she could always accurately predict when the rains would come, or help heal a sick child with herbs, or calm angry neighbors and help them to resolve their fights and arguments. People came from all over the land to meet with her and seek her advice on matters both small and great. Her reputation was such that was said she was never wrong — not ever.
     Some of the children of the village didn’t believe that it was possible to always be right. Surely, she could not know everything! They decided to test her knowledge. First, they asked her to answer questions about the planets, the animals, and the world. No matter how hard the questions, she always answered correctly.
     The children were amazed at her knowledge and learning and most were ready to stop testing the wise woman. However, one boy was determined to prove that the old woman couldn’t know everything. Hatching a devious scheme, he told all of his friends to meet him at the woman’s home the following afternoon so he could prove she was a faker.
     All through the next day he hunted for a bird. Finally, he caught a small songbird in a net. Holding it behind his back so no one could see what was in his hands, he walked triumphantly to the wise woman’s home. (storytelling tip: take a wooden or stuffed bird and holds it behind your back.)
     “Old woman!” he called. “Come and show us how wise you are!”
     The woman walked calmly to the door. “May I help you?” she simply asked.
     “You say you know everything — prove it — what am I holding behind my back?” the young boy demanded.
     The old woman thought for a moment. She could make out the faint sounds of a bird’s wings rustling. “I do not say I know everything — for that would be impossible,” she replied. “However, I do believe you are holding a bird in your hands.”
     The boy was furious. How could the woman have possibly known he had a bird? Thinking quickly, he came up with a new scheme. He would ask the woman whether the bird was alive or dead. If the woman replied, “alive,” he would crush it with his hands and prove her wrong. If she answered, “dead,” on the other hand, he would pull the living bird from behind his back and allow it to fly away. Either way he would prove his point and the wise woman would be discredited.
     “Very good,” he called. “It is a bird. But tell me, is the bird I am holding alive or dead?”
     The wise woman paused for a long moment while the boy waited with anticipation for his opportunity to prove her wrong. Again, the woman spoke calmly, “The answer, my young friend, is in your hands. The answer is in your hands.”
     The boy realized that the wise woman had once again spoken correctly and truthfully. The answer was indeed in his own hands. Feeling the bird feebly moving in his hands as it tried to escape his grasp, he felt suddenly very ashamed.
     The answer was in his hands — slowly and gently he brought his hands to the front of his body. Looking into the eyes of the delicate bird he apologized, “I am sorry little one,” and he opened his hands to let her go free.
     (Storyteller uses the sound instrument to signify that the story has ended.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session11/story1 

3.8: Honoring Life—A Story of Beatrix Potter (677 words)
     You might think that Beatrix Potter was a lonely child. Perhaps you would be right. True, she lived in a large city: London, England. True, the only child she had to play with was her brother, Bertram, and he was usually away at boarding school. Beatrix had no school friends, because she didn’t go to school; instead, a governess taught her at home. There were no other children her parents would let her play with in their London neighborhood.
     But Beatrix was not as lonely as you might think. She had the friendship she felt for all the animals and plants she met on her rambles through the countryside. Beatrix’s family took long vacations in Scotland and the Lake District of England. She brought the countryside back to London by taming wild rabbits as pets. She kept country mice in a cage, and also lizards, snakes, and even a pet bat! In the countryside, Beatrix loved to spend hours out of doors. She drew detailed pictures of the plants and the animals she found. She wanted to know everything about the natural world. She planned to be a scientist when she grew up.
     But Beatrix was young more than a hundred years ago. It wasn’t considered proper for a middle-class girl to have a job, particularly as a scientist. Beatrix’s parents were very concerned that she grow up to be a proper young lady. No one encouraged her to draw animals and plants, but Beatrix kept studying her friends in the natural world on her own. The drawings and paintings she made were greatly respected by scientists who wanted to learn more about animals and plants and appreciated a close and careful look at nature. Beatrix was especially interested in mushrooms and mosses. By observing these plants, she discovered that the lichen that grows on rocks and trees is actually a combination of a moss and a fungus.
     Her scientific sketches of nature, even though they helped make discoveries, were not the same as having a real job as a scientist. But when Beatrix was grown up, her loving attention to the natural world earned her a different success than she had ever imagined. In 1893, Beatrix sat down to write a letter to five-year-old Noel, who had been sick in bed for a long time. She started her letter, “I don’t know what to write to you, so I shall tell you a story about four little rabbits whose names are Flopsy, Mopsy, Cotton-tail, and Peter.” Have you ever heard of these little rabbits? Well, Beatrix Potter made them up, based on rabbits she had watched closely, and on her imagination. She drew Noel a picture of the four young rabbits and their mother. So began the tale of Peter Rabbit, which you may know, and children have been enjoying for more than a hundred years.
     Beatrix wrote and illustrated twenty-two more books, all about the animals that had been her friends in the English countryside: hedgehogs, frogs, ducks, house mice and field mice, and squirrels. She knew them very well from spending time among them and observing their ways.
     Beatrix earned enough money from her books to buy a farm in the English Lake District, a place she had always loved. She raised sheep on her farm. Over time she bought more country land, to keep it as a natural home for animals and plants and not used for factories and houses. When Beatrix Potter died in 1943, she gave four thousand acres to the National Trust, an English organization that protects and preserves beautiful, natural lands. If you travel to England today, you can visit Beatrix Potter’s farmhouse. You can walk in the countryside, just as she did so many years ago when she was a young child. Yet you need only to open one of her books to meet the animals and plants she loved. By observing, loving, and drawing her friends, she preserved her connection with the world of nature for children like all of you, and all of us, to share.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session14/beatrix-potter 

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

3.10: Why Death Is Like the Banana Tree (472 words)
Based on a folk tale from Madagascar. Other versions appear in The Moon in the Well by Erica Helm Meade; African Myths and Tales, edited by Susan Feldmann; and The New King by Doreen Rappaport.
     Long, long ago when God made the first man and the first woman and prepared to put them on the Earth, God asked them if they would rather die like the moon or like the banana tree.
     The man and the woman did not understand. They did not know how to answer God’s question. They wondered what it was to die. What would it be like to die like a banana tree? What would it be like to die like the moon? They asked God these questions.
     God explained, “The moon dies every month. It slowly but surely gets smaller and smaller in the sky until it is only a tiny silver sliver. But then it is reborn and grows bigger every day until it is round and full in the sky. Every month it is the same—the moon grows smaller and then bigger in exactly the same way over and over again forever.”
     The man and the woman thought about this. They weren’t sure they liked the idea of getting smaller and smaller until they died, but it was reassuring to think they would always be born again.
     “What would it be like to die like the banana tree?” the woman asked.
     God answered, “The banana tree must die. It will never come back. But first it puts out green shoots that grow up to be a new banana tree. Before dying the banana tree helps to create a new life. Which one will you choose?” God asked.
     The man and woman considered this for a very long time. Which should they choose?
(Leader: Pause here and ask participants what they would choose. After a brief discussion, return to the story.)
     They talked about it all night long, looking into the sky to watch the moon, which was beautiful and full. If they chose the moon they would never die—but life might get boring and lonely. They would only ever have each other for company. There would be no one else. If they chose the banana tree they would have children to love, but, in time, they would grow old and die.
     Finally, they decided. They would rather experience the joy and miracle of bringing new life into the world—even if it meant they would not be reborn like the moon. They told God they would rather die like the banana tree. And so it was that the first man and the first woman chose love. They had many children together, and their children had many children. Their children filled their hearts and lives with love and joy for all of the days of their lives. Finally, when they were very old, the time came for the first man and the first woman to return to the Earth, never to come back, just as the banana tree does when it dies. Since that time, all humans must die and make room for new life to grow.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session6/168654.shtml 

3.11: The Cat (625 words)
(C) Uma Krishnaswami, 2006 in The Broken Tusk: Stories of the Hindu God Ganesha (Little Rock: August House, 1996). Reprinted by permission of the author.
     When Ganesha was a small child, he often amused himself by playing on the forested slopes of Mount Kailasa. Sometimes he would invent games, pretending to be a great king and leading imaginary warriors into battle. Once, having nothing to do, he said to his mother Parvati, “I have nothing to do.”
     Parvati looked surprised. “Nothing to do, with the mountains for your playground?” she remarked. “When my spirit is unsettled, or when my soul needs new vision, I sometimes go where the wild creatures go, to see the world though their eyes.”
     “I’ll go out now,” decided Ganehsa, “but I will go hunting.”
     Ganesha looked around outside the hut. He picked up a stout stick and a large flat rock with sharp edges. He tied the two together with lengths of vine. Brandishing his make-believe axe, he ran off, leaping down the mountain trails, shouting with glee, “I am the greatest hunter of all! Wild animals, run for your lives!”
     Ganesha stopped and looked about him. “But what shall I hunt?” he said. “I need an animal to hunt.”
     Suddenly a cat darted out from behind a rock and ran off down the trail.
     “Aha!” cried Ganesha. “I’m going to pretend you’re a tiger, and I’m going to hunt you!” And he raced off after the cat.
     The cat ran down the mountain, mewing with fright. But Ganesha was too caught up with his game to notice her fear. He had convinced himself she was a ferocious tiger, and he was determined to hunt her down.
     When he caught up with her, he grabbed her by the tail and pinned her to the ground, shouting, “Now I’ve got you, you evil tiger!”
     The poor cat was too afraid to do anything but lie very still. She could not even meow. She shivered and quaked, and all of a sudden Ganesha noticed that his fearsome prey appeared to have surrendered completely.
     Sulkily, he let go of the cat’s tail, and she ran off as fast as she could.
     “That was no fun at all,” muttered Ganesha, as he picked himself up and went back home. When he got there, he was surprised to find that his mother Parvati was covered with scratches and bruises, as if rocks and boulders had cut her skin and thorns had pierced her cheeks.
     “Amma, what happened to you?” asked Ganesha, forgetting the disappointments of his own day.
     “You did this to me, child,” said Parvati to Ganesha. “Don’t you remember?”
     “I did?” Ganesha was horrified. “No, I didn’t. I would never hurt you like that.”
     Parvati said, “Think back. Did you hurt a living creature, only a little while ago?”
     Ganesha was about to deny this terrible accusation completely, but then he remembered the cat. He looked at the ground in shame. He hung his head lower and lower until his big ears drooped down to his chest and his trunk slumped on the earth.
     “I was that cat,” said Parvati. “Remember this for all your life. When you hurt any living creature, you hurt me.”
     Ganesha hugged his mother sadly. “Forgive me, my mother,” he said. “I did not mean to hurt you.”
     “Ah, but did you mean to hurt the cat?” asked Parvati.
     “No,” said Ganesha. “Yes—I mean no, no, I didn’t. It was only a game.”
     “For you, perhaps,” said Parvati. “But as you can tell, it was no game for me. Take care that in your play you do not injure others or cause them grief and fear.”
     “Yes, Amma,” promised Ganesha. After that he took special care to be gentle to the wild creatures of the forests and streams, as you must, too, for any one of them could be Parvati in disguise.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session10/168832.shtml 

3.12: The Rebirth of the Sun (697 words)
From CIRCLE ROUND by Starhawk and Diane Baker and Anne Hill, copyright (C) 2000 by Miriam Simas, Anne Hill and Diane Baker. Used by permission of Batman Books, a division of Random House, Inc.
     Circle round, and I’ll tell you a story about when the sun was born again ...
     It was the middle of winter, and the sun had grown very old.
     All year long the sun had worked very hard, rising and setting day after day. All year long the sun had fed everybody on earth, shining and shining, giving energy to the trees and the flowers and the grasses so they could grow and feed the animals and birds and insects and people.
     All year the sun’s gravity held tight to the spinning ball of the earth and the twirling ball of the moon and the eight other whirling planets as they traveled around and around and around, until the poor sun was dizzy watching it all.
     Now the poor tired sun could barely make it up in the morning, and after a very short time, needed to sleep again. So, the days grew shorter, and the nights grew longer, until the day was so short it was hardly worth getting up for.
     Night felt sorry for the sun.
     “Come to my arms and rest, child,” she said. “After all, I am your mother. You were born out of my darkness, billions of years ago, and you will return to me when all things end. Let me cradle you now, as I shelter every galaxy and star in the universe.”
     So, Night wrapped her great arms around the sun, and the night was very long indeed.
     “Why does the dark go on so long?” asked children all over the earth. “Won’t the sun ever come back again?”
     “The sun is very tired,” the old ones said. “But maybe, if you children say thank you for all the things the sun does for us, the light may return in the morning.”
     The children sang songs to the sun. They thought about all the things the sun gave them.
(Leader: Ask participants what they think the children might have thanked the sun for. Allow some responses. Then, resume the story.)
     “Thank you for growing the lettuces and the corn and the rice and the wheat,” they said. “Thank you for growing the trees of the forests and the seaweed in the oceans and the krill that feeds the whales. Thank you for stirring the air and making winds that bring the rain.”
     Every time a child said thank you, the sun began to feel a little warmer, a little brighter. Wrapped safely in the arms of Night, the sun grew younger and younger.
     At last the children had to go to bed. “We will stay up and wait for the sun to rise again” the old ones said.
     “Can’t we stay up, too?” the children asked.
     “You can try, but you will get too sleepy,” the old ones said. “But you can each light a candle, because all fire is a spark of the sun’s fire. Put your candle in a very safe place, and let it keep vigil for you as you sleep and dream of sunrise.”
      So, the children lit their candles and put them in very safe places, and each flame was a little spark of the sun’s fire. And the sun peeped out from between the arms of Night, and saw all the little fires, and began to feel warmer and brighter and younger still.
     Early in the morning, the old ones woke the children. Together they climbed a high hill and faced to the east, the direction of sunrise. They sang songs to the sun and ran around trying to keep warm. They waited and waited to see what dawn would bring.
     The sky began to turn from black to indigo to blue. Slowly the sky grew light. A golden glow crept over the horizon. Night opened her great arms, and in a burst of brightness, the sun appeared, new and strong and shining.
     For in the long night the sun had rested well and grown young from the songs and the thanks of the children, young as a brand-new baby, born out of Night once more.
Everybody cheered, and the children jumped up and down.
     “The sun has returned! The sun is reborn!” the people cried. And they danced and sang to celebrate the birth of a new day, and then went home to breakfast.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session11/168878.shtml 

3.13: Hannah Dedicates Samuel to the Lord (340 words)
From the Hebrew Scriptures, 1 Samuel 1:10-17, 20, New Revised Standard Version of the Bible.
     Hannah was a very religious woman. She spent her days praying and trying to serve God by being a good woman and good wife. She wanted to be a good mother, too, but she did not have children. This made her sad.
     One day, she went to the temple, her house of worship, to pray to God for a son. She sat outside the temple, crying and praying. She prayed to God, reminding God that she was God’s servant and wanted but one thing only. Then she made a promise. She said: “Oh, God Almighty, if you will only see my misery and remember me by giving me a son, then I will give my son to serve you, God, for all the days of his life.”
     A priest at the temple, Eli, saw her sitting outside. Because she was behaving strangely, he thought she was a vagrant. “Why are you hanging around the temple?” he asked. Hannah replied, “I am a woman who is deeply troubled. I have been praying here out of my great anguish and grief, asking God to grant my prayer.” Eli was moved by how earnestly she was praying and said, “Go in peace, and may the God of Israel grant you what you have asked of him.”
     Several months later, Hannah gave birth to a son. She named him Samuel, saying, “Because I asked the Lord for him.”
     Baby Samuel lived with his family and they loved him very much. But when Samuel was old enough, Hannah made good on her promise to dedicate him to God. She took Samuel to the temple to live with the priests and Eli promised to take good care of him. Every year, Hannah and Samuel’s father visited him at the temple. Samuel did not want his mother to be lonely, so he blessed her and prayed for her. She had more children, and was a good mother to them. Samuel, who had been dedicated to God, became a prophet of his people and a leader of Israel.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session5/hannah-dedicates 

3.14: The Story of Easter by Sophia Lyon Fahs (681 words)
Adapted from Jesus, The Carpenter’s Son (Boston: Beacon Press, 1945).
     Jesus was a great teacher long, long ago who preached God’s love. Jesus taught that we should care for the poor and forgive people who hurt us. In his lifetime, Jesus influenced many people to love one another as they loved God. Twelve of those people were called the disciples of Jesus. They traveled with Jesus and listened to him preach day after day.
     In Jesus’ time, the Roman leaders and the Jewish leaders did not like him. They were afraid he would lead a rebellion and upset the way things were. As Jesus became more popular, the leaders planned to kill him. One of Jesus’ disciples, named Judas, betrayed Jesus and helped the leaders with their plan.
     The night before Jesus died, he was celebrating the Jewish holiday of Passover. He celebrated at a Seder with the twelve disciples. The next day, Jesus was arrested, and then he was killed.
     What happened after Jesus died began the religion we know as Christianity. Many Christians believe that after Jesus was killed, he rose from the dead and went to heaven.
     Many Unitarian Universalists see this story differently. Many years ago, a religious educator named Sophia Fahs, explains in a UU way what happened after Jesus died. Here is how Reverend Fahs told it:
     The people who followed Jesus were brokenhearted after he died. They struggled to understand why God had allowed their teacher to be killed. Surely someone so connected to God, so overflowing in goodness, did not deserve the punishment of a criminal or rebel. As these men and women gathered day after day in each other’s homes, they began to recall the wonderful experiences they had had with Jesus. They told one another of times when Jesus was wise, and times when Jesus was kind. The very tone of Jesus’ voice and the look on his face would come back to them so vividly that it seemed, sometimes, as though Jesus were again right there with them.
     Some of the people had dreams in which Jesus seemed so real that the dreamers could not tell whether they had been asleep or awake when they saw him. Some declared positively that they had seen Jesus again. He had talked with them! The rumor spread that Jesus had actually come out of his coffin, that two of his disciples had seen him, and that several of the women had talked with him; they would see him only for a few moments, and then he would mysteriously disappear again.
     Finally, several of them dreamed they saw Jesus rise up from the earth—higher and higher—until he disappeared entirely. They believed he had gone to heaven to be with God. And after that, their dreams of seeing him and talking with him stopped.
     People who had these experiences believed that Jesus was different from other people. Some believed that Jesus was so holy and great that he would come back to earth and save the world. That is one reason Christians call Jesus “the Savior.”
     The years passed by. The people who knew Jesus died. Their children and their children’s children also died. But Jesus did not come back. It has been over two thousand years and Jesus has still not come back. There are those who still hope he will come back to life again.
     Others, including Unitarian Universalists, believe that this Jesus will never again live on earth. His body is not coming back. But, his spirit never needs to die. His spirit is in his words and deeds which still give us wisdom today. For example, when he was alive, Jesus taught The Golden Rule: Treat others the way you want to be treated. Jesus gave the Sermon on the Mount, where he said that people who are poor, hurt, and struggling are loved by God and therefore, we must love them, too.
     When someone’s physical body dies, the people around them who loved and valued them will keep their memory alive—just like the followers of Jesus have remembered his teachings and his spirit, long after his death.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session8/easter 

3.15: Creation (874 words)
This story is based on the first of two versions of the creation story found in Hebrew scripture in the Book of Genesis, Chapters 1 and 2. It comes from Stories in Faith: Exploring Our Unitarian Universalist Principles and Sources Through Wisdom Tales by Gail Forsyth-Vail (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association of Congregations, 2007).
     Designate volunteers to take the roles of “Appreciating Voice” and “Bible Voice.” Have adult co-leaders read aloud the respective roles, or invite participant volunteers who are strong readers to do it. Allow volunteers an opportunity to read the text ahead of time, so they will be comfortable reading it aloud.
     Before beginning the story, you may like to paraphrase or read aloud for the group the introductory matter that precedes the first piece spoken by the “Appreciating Voice.”
     To make this story more interactive, and to give the children an experience of speaking biblical words, you might instruct the listeners to repeat back the last sentence, each time “Bible Voice” speaks.
     In this version, man and woman are created together, both in the image of God. The seven-day creation story, while not scientifically accurate, contains ancient wisdom. It is a hymn of praise to all of creation, poetry that names and lingers over all the wonders of the world. It is presented here as a reading in two voices: a “Bible voice” that is the text itself, and an “Appreciating Voice” that lingers in gratitude and praise over the wonders enumerated in the text.
     In this well-known passage of scripture, God “talks the world into being.” His or her actions bring order out of chaos. He or she divides, differentiates, and categorizes, bringing about the order of night and day, sea and sky, plants and animals. By naming things God identifies each as separate and different from one another. In turn each is given meaning. The God of Genesis blesses each creature. This gesture acknowledges, rather than confers, the sacredness of all living things. It invites us also to name and bless all of the wonders of our world.
     Appreciating Voice: Sometimes, when I look up at the stars, or feel the rain on my face, or hear the buzzing of a bee, I wonder where it all comes from. How did we begin? I know the wisdom that comes from science, which says that microscopic one-celled creatures evolved over millions of years into countless complicated forms of life. But sometimes, when I behold the wonder of it all, I love to hear the words spoken long ago by the ancient Hebrews about how the earth and the sky and all things living were called into being and blessed by the Spirit of Life we sometimes call God.
     Bible Voice: In the beginning, when God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void and darkness. A wind from God swept over the face of the waters. Then God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light. God called the light Day, and the darkness Night. And there was evening and there was morning, the first day.
     Appreciating Voice: From the beginning, light and darkness, activity and rest, day and night.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let there be a dome in the midst of the waters, and let it separate the waters from the waters.” God called the dome Sky. And there was evening and there was morning, the second day.
     Appreciating Voice: From the mountaintop, the treetop, the airplane, or our own backyards, we see the daytime clouds and nighttime stars that reach further than we can even imagine. From the canoe, the rocky bluff, or the sandy shore, we see the vastness of the sea, deeper and wider than we can fully understand. In the presence of sky or of sea, we feel connected to the mystery of life.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let the waters under the sky be gathered together into one place and let the dry land appear.” And it was so. God called the dry land Earth, and the waters that were called together Seas. And God saw that it was good. Then God said, “Let the earth put forth vegetation: plants yielding seed, and fruit trees of every kind on earth that bear fruit with the seed in it.” And it was so. And there was evening and there was morning, the third day.
     Appreciating Voice: Chestnuts, acorns, dandelions, and beans—each carries the beginning of a brand-new plant. We plant apple seeds and peach pits, wheat, peas, and corn. We watch day by day for the avocado seed in a glass to sprout or the bean to split and put down roots. We are grateful for the plants and the trees that bring us beauty, joy, and good food—and for those plants that protect themselves with thorns, poison leaves, and tall, winding branches.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let there be lights in the dome of the sky to separate the day from the night; and let them be for signs and for seasons and for days and years.” God made the two great lights—the greater light to rule the day and the lesser light to rule the night—and the stars. And there was evening, and there was morning, the fourth day.
     Appreciating Voice: We give thanks for the orbit of our earth around its sun. It brings the seasons: times for planting and for harvest, time to enjoy the warmth of the sun, and time to pull closer to the fire for warmth. We give thanks also for our earth’s moon, which causes the tidal coming and going of the oceans.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let the waters bring forth swarms of living creatures, and let birds fly above the earth across the dome of the sky.” So God created the great sea monsters and every living creature that moves, of every kind, with which the waters swarm, and every winged bird of every kind. And God saw that it was good. God blessed them, saying, “Be fruitful and multiply and fill the waters in the seas, and let the birds multiply on the earth.” And there was evening and there was morning, the fifth day.
     Appreciating Voice: Blessing all the creatures of the earth, the sea, and the sky, God acknowledged that each is sacred.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let the earth bring forth living creatures of every kind: cattle and creeping things and wild animals, and everything that creeps upon the ground.” And God saw that it was good.
     Then God said, “Let us make humankind in our image.”
     So, God created humankind in his image,
     In the image of God he created them
     Male and female he created them.
     God blessed them and said, “Be fruitful and multiply and fill the earth.”
     And there was evening, and there was morning, the sixth day.
     Appreciating Voice: We, too, can bless the animals of every kind on the face of the earth. We can recognize the divine, the Creative Spirit, the Spirit of Life in each of them and in each of us. We rejoice in the blessing of being alive and sharing the gift of life with the creatures of this, our planet home.
     Bible Voice: Thus, the heavens and the earth were finished, and all their multitude. And on the seventh day God finished the work. And on that day God rested. So, God blessed the seventh day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session9/109722.shtml 

3.16: Miriam Sister, Prophet, Dancer (1,099 words)
This story is based on references to Miriam in Hebrew scripture.
Read or tell the story.
     It is said that for many years, the Hebrew people were slaves in Egypt. A slave works hard for no pay. A slave is not allowed to say or do what they want. A slave is a person, owned by someone else.
     In Egypt, a young Hebrew girl named Miriam was a slave. Her mother, father, and brother were all slaves, too. The Hebrews were not happy being slaves, but they did not have a plan to change their situation. It did not seem possible. But, escaping from slavery was possible. It would happen soon, and Miriam’s family would be right in the middle of it.
     The Egyptian king, the Pharoah, was getting worried about the Hebrew slaves. He needed their hard work as builders and farmers, to do things for the Egyptian people, working for free. He was afraid the Hebrews might try to escape. He was especially worried about the young Hebrew boys. Soon enough, they would grow up to be strong men who could fight for their people’s freedom.
     The Pharoah made a rule that the Hebrew boy babies must be killed. He sent Egyptian soldiers to the slaves’ small homes near the river, to take their boy babies away from them.
     Around this time, Miriam’s mother gave birth to a baby boy. Miriam’s mother was very frightened, and of course she wanted to protect her son. She wove a basket out of some grasses, placed the baby carefully inside it, and sent the basket floating down the river. Maybe someone kind, an Egyptian, would find the basket, discover the baby, and take him into their home where he would be safe. It was hard to let her little baby go, but it seemed like the only way to save his life.
     Miriam was frightened, too, seeing her mother do this. She watched as her little baby brother floated along, his basket hidden by the long reeds that poked above the water. Miriam tried to act as if nothing was wrong, nothing strange. If an Egyptian soldier walked by and glanced at her, she just looked down and kept silent, as a slave girl was supposed to do.
     Miriam saw some women in the water, up ahead, washing their clothes. Her brother’s basket was floating right toward them. Miriam crept closer. She saw it was Pharoah’s daughter, with her maids. Miriam held her breath in fear, as the women noticed the basket.
     “Look, a baby!”
     “How lovingly someone has wrapped the baby!”
     “This must be a little Hebrew boy!”
     Miriam was sure Pharoah’s daughter would pick up her brother and deliver him to the Egyptian soldiers to be killed. But, that is not what happened.
     “What a beautiful baby!” Pharoah’s daughter cried. Her voice was full of compassion, and defiance. “I’ll raise him myself, as a prince of Egypt.”
     “Your father will be angry,” one of her maids said.
     “All the Hebrew baby boys are supposed to be killed,” said another.
     “I don’t care,” said Pharoah’s daughter, and she picked up Miriam’s brother and held him in her arms.
     Miriam had a brave idea. She stepped toward the Egyptian women. “I can find a Hebrew woman to take care of this baby for you,” she said. Of course, she was thinking of her own mother!
     Pharoah’s daughter thought Miriam’s idea was a good one. She sent Miriam to get a Hebrew nursemaid for the baby, and Miriam ran to get her own mother. That is how Miriam’s brother survived Pharoah’s terrible rule, and got to live with his own family, at least for a little while.
     When Miriam’s brother was beginning to walk and talk, Pharoah’s daughter took him back again. She named him Moses and he grew up in Pharoah’s palace, as an Egyptian prince. Miriam, too was growing up. She would see her brother, from time to time. She believed he remembered her. She believed he knew he was really a Hebrew, but she was not really sure.
     Miriam’s family lost track of Moses for some years. Moses had killed an Egyptian who was beating a Hebrew slave. Then he ran away from Egypt, became a sheepherder, and got married. One day Moses saw a bush on fire, which he understood to bring a message from the God of the Hebrew people. The message let Moses know that he was not an Egyptian prince, but a Hebrew whose family were all slaves. A Hebrew with a special duty to return to Egypt, and lead the Hebrew people out of slavery, to a new land where they would be free.
     Moses returned to Egypt. His adopted grandfather, the old Pharoah, had died. Moses asked the new Pharoah for the Hebrews’ freedom, but the Pharoah refused. Moses asked again and again, and the Pharoah still refused. Then a series of disasters occurred. A disease killed the Egyptians’ cattle. Frogs rained down from the sky. Swarms of locusts ate the Egyptian’s crops. Finally, Pharoah changed his mind. He wanted the Hebrews gone.
     Miriam and her family rushed to pack. They hurried to leave before the Pharoah changed his mind again. Sure enough, as they gathered their belongings, the Pharoah did change his mind. The Hebrews left Egypt, the children, the women and the men, with the Egyptian soldiers in pursuit.
     Miriam had helped to rescue her brother when he was a baby. Now, with her brothers Moses and Aaron, she would help to rescue the Hebrew people and other slaves from their hard life in Egypt. At this moment of great fear, she had faith that the Hebrews would escape. With Moses and Aaron, she led the others, keeping steps ahead of the Egyptians. When they came to a large sea, the Red Sea, the Hebrews bravely crossed the water, finding to their great surprise a dry path through it. As the Egyptians came after them, the dry path became covered in water, and the Egyptians could not reach the Hebrews on the other side.
     Miriam’s people would face many hard years of wandering before they found a land where they could settle down and build their community in freedom. There would be more challenges ahead. But, they kept believing that they would find a new home, and from each disaster, they bounced back.
     After the Hebrews crossed the Red Sea, leaving Egypt and slavery forever, Miriam lifted a tambourine high in the air and led the people in a song and a dance. Yes, an uncertain road lay ahead, and terrible things behind. But there was great joy to feel now, and deep gratitude to express.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session16/miriam-sister 

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

3.18: Creation from the Dreamtime (476 words)
Adapted from an Aboriginal creation story from Australia.
     When the earth was new-born, it was plain and without any features or life. There were no rivers or mountains, no trees, no grasses, only flat red earth as far as the eye could see—except that there were no eyes for seeing. Waking time and sleeping time were the same. There were only hollows on the surface of the Earth which, one day, would become waterholes. Around the waterholes were the ingredients of life.
    Underneath the crust of the earth were the stars and the sky, the sun and the moon, as well as all the forms of life, all sleeping. All the tiniest details of life were present, yet not awake or alive: the head feathers of a cockatoo, the thump of a kangaroo’s tail, the gleam of an insect’s wing, the rustle of eucalyptus leaves in the wind.
     A time came when time itself split apart and sleeping time separated from waking time. This moment was called the Dreamtime. At this moment everything started to burst into life.
     The sun rose through the surface of the Earth and shone warm rays onto the hollows, melting ice which became waterholes. Under each waterhole lay an Ancestor, an ancient man or woman who had been asleep through the ages. The sun filled the bodies of each Ancestor with light and life, and the Ancestors began to give birth to children. Their children were all the living things of the world, from the tiniest grub wriggling on a leaf to the broadest-winged eagle soaring in the blue sky.
     Rising from the waterholes, the Ancestors stood up with mud falling from their bodies. As the mud slipped away, the sun opened the Ancestors’ eyelids. They saw the creatures they had made from their own bodies. Each Ancestor gazed at their creation in pride and wonderment. Each Ancestor sang out with joy: “I am!” One Ancestor sang “I am kangaroo!” Another sang “I am Cockatoo!” The next sang “I am Honey-Ant!” and the next sang “I am Lizard!”
     As they sang, naming their own creations, they began to walk. Their footsteps and their music became one, calling all living things into being and weaving them into life with song. The ancestors sang their way all around the world. They sang the rivers to the valleys and the sand into dunes, the trees into leaf and the mountains to rise above the plain. As they walked, they left a trail of music.
     Then they were exhausted. They had shown all living things how to live, and they returned into the Earth itself to sleep. We don’t see them, but they are still present in every sacred place, and their music still hums through the world. In honor of their Ancestors, the Aborigines still go Walkabout, retracing the steps and singing the songs, connecting this waking time to the Dreamtime.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session1/220266.shtml 

3.19: Where I’m From by George Ella Lyons (152 words)
Jo Carson is a Southern writer with deep roots—in her case to the town and even the house in East Tennessee where her grandparents lived before her. Her sense of place and roots led her to write a book of poems based on conversations she overheard around her. Jo Carson’s friend George Ella Lyons was inspired by one of these poems. She jotted down her own images of where she came from, and then made the poem “Where I’m From.” Since then, the poem has been used around the world as a writing prompt, helping both adults and children write poems made up of images of where they are from.
     Here is the poem “Where I’m From:”
I am from clothespins,
from Clorox and carbon-tetrachloride.
I am from the dirt under the back porch.
(Black, glistening,
it tasted like beets.)
I am from the forsythia bush
the Dutch elm
whose long-gone limbs I remember
as if they were my own.
I’m from fudge and eyeglasses,
from Imogene and Alafair.
I’m from the know-it-alls
and the pass-it-ons,
from Perk up! and Pipe down!
I’m from He restoreth my soul
with a cottonball lamb
and ten verses I can say myself.
I’m from Artemus and Billie’s Branch,
fried corn and strong coffee.
From the finger my grandfather lost
to the auger,
the eye my father shut to keep his sight.
Under my bed was a dress box
spilling old pictures,
a sift of lost faces
to drift beneath my dreams.
I am from those moments —
snapped before I budded
leaf-fall from the family tree.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session2/where-im-from 

3.20: Putting Dreams into Action (586 words)
     In early 2008, Mark Covington was out of a job—a very common problem in his native city of Detroit, where unemployment rates are some of the highest in the country. Large sections of many neighborhoods have been abandoned as people have fled Detroit, looking for jobs and a better life somewhere else. Lots of people have just given up on Detroit, but Mark has a different way of looking at life. As he hung out in the neighborhood surrounding his grandmother’s house, Mark couldn’t help but notice the mess filling the three vacant lots at the end of his block. But he did more than notice. Looking to do something productive with his time, Covington started clearing out rubbish, where locals had beaten a diagonal path over to the low-quality groceries and liquor stores along Harper. At first, he only intended to take on the lot’s litter and garbage. But as he cleared away the corner, bigger dreams began to form in his head, and in his heart. Mark became inspired to make a community garden.
     Fast forward just a couple of years, and the path through the garbage and broken glass is now green and growing, filled with vegetables and flowers. And it doesn’t stop there. The abandoned store on the corner is now a community center and library where kids can be with their friends in a safe environment. Adult mentors work with neighborhood kids to tend the garden, building relationships as well as providing fresh food in a place where grocery stores rarely sell fresh produce. Events at the garden and center provide everything from backpacks full of school supplies for neighborhood kids to hosting free community dinners where people can get to know one another better as well as enjoy bounty from the garden.
     It was hard at first. In Mark Covington’s words: “I was preaching to the neighborhood. It was hard to get people to come out. They were used to a lot of people talking about things, but nothing being done. I just thought, ‘I’ll start doing it.’” Given the condition of the lots, early predictions for the project were grim. Some locals, Covington says, thought “people would steal from it, that we’d need a big fence. But we don’t need a fence. I just strung a rope around it. Nobody takes anything, and we leave tables and chairs out there. Now if you put up a fence and try to control something, people would want to fight that.”
     Indeed, nobody took so much as a bean from the garden, and in December, Covington hosted a neighborhood dinner. That night, Georgia Street attracted 80 people. Not only did they eat much of the harvest, they brought so much food they had plenty left over to donate to Detroit Rescue Mission Ministries.
     The project keeps growing. The garden now includes five lots on Georgia Street, including a fruit orchard with apples, plums, cherries, peaches and pears, as well as raspberries and strawberries.
     But fruits and vegetables aren’t the only things that are growing in this Detroit neighborhood. Friendships are growing as children and adults from the neighborhood work and play with each other, and with volunteers who come from surrounding cities to work in the garden. Respect is growing, as people see what they can accomplish together. Hope is growing, not just on Georgia Street, but around Detroit as others like Mark Covington imagine and create a new Detroit full of urban farms, rather than urban desolation and abandonment.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session3/220350.shtml 

3.21: The Power of Water (493 words)
     Imagine that you are in a glider, soaring over the Grand Canyon. You see layers of rock, red and yellow, brown and black. You see a deep gorge, as if someone has cut a trench a mile deep out of the layers of rock. Some places the cut is narrow, the walls steep, and some places the canyon widens out so that the walls stretch wide apart. And at the bottom, through the 277 miles of the canyon, runs the Colorado River.
     Mostly, the river looks rather calm and quiet from above, oozing along the bottom of the great channel. But it’s not quite right to think of the canyon as being the route that the river follows. In fact, the river is what carved the canyon.
     Hundreds of millions of years ago, changes in the earth’s climate brought changes to the environment where the Grand Canyon is now. At different times, deserts, swamps, and inland seas covered the area, alternately, for hundreds of thousands, if not millions, of years apiece.
     With each new environment a new layer of sediment was deposited on top of the previous one. The weight from each new layer pressed and compacted the ones below, cementing each layer into rock.
     Tectonic plates, blocks of the Earth’s crust, shifted these layers of rock around. When the Kula and Farallon plates slid under the North American plate 75 million years ago the movement forced the land to push up, creating the mountains we now call the Rocky Mountain range. A similar movement 60 million years later formed the flat rise of land we call the Colorado Plateau.
     The first uplift created the path of the Colorado River. And as the river ran through the layered rock, the water began to erode the relatively soft sandstone. As the river flowed along, bits of rock moved along with it, carried to the river’s end at the Gulf of Mexico. The second uplift increased the Colorado’s already steep slope, causing the river to flow faster and erode the rock more quickly. But it wasn’t until the Ice Ages, a little more than 2 million years ago, that the Colorado River did most of its work. During this period of the Earth’s history the Colorado ran high from snow and rain, carrying more rock and soil than ever before. Boulders as big as trucks went crashing down the river’s length, as the power of the water cut the canyon deeper and deeper.
     There’s a dam across the Colorado River now, and the river flows more slowly. But still, gradually, the Grand Canyon continues to be carved deeper and deeper. So, you might want to ask yourself this: Which is stronger, rock or water? If you pour water on a rock, the water will flow away, while the rock stands firm. But given enough time (lots and lots of time!) it is the power of water that carved the Grand Canyon out of the rock.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session13/230622.shtml 

3.22: A Garden Is Born Evolution (422 words)
     Where previously there had been nothing, now there was something.
     Within a black hole, a “singularity” developed.
What’s a “singularity?” It’s an area in a black hole where the density is so great the pressure squeezes bits of finite matter into a piece of infinite matter. Do you understand that?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     I don’t either! Riddle and mystery.
     But some mathematicians support this theory of how the universe began. They call the birth of the universe the Big Bang, but there wasn’t really a bang because it didn’t happen instantaneously.
     The singularity began to cool off and as that happened, it expanded to become the entire universe we know today. It’s still cooling, expanding, and changing as we speak. Today, it’s 156 billion light years wide. Can you imagine how big that is?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     I can’t either! Riddle and mystery. Cosmogony, the study of the origins of the universe, says this appears to be true.
     Atoms became molecules. Molecules of different elements clustered together to form galaxies. Gaseous clouds of molecules formed into suns. Other gases became rock particles. Bunches of rock particles collided and stuck together and became the Earth. Earth has a non-living atmosphere of carbon, hydrogen, and oxygen. Somehow, these elements managed to form themselves into living creatures. Planetary processes brought these elements together to form amino acids and nucleic acids—the building blocks of life—and they created single-celled organisms that grow and reproduce.
      How did these non-living elements become life?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     Many theories exist, but no one knows for sure. Riddle and mystery. Yet, we know that those single-celled organisms, like bacteria, changed over time. Changes in a living organism overtime is called “evolution.”
     As organisms evolved, they became more complex. Single-celled creatures, probably living in the sea, evolved into life forms with trillions of cells, which live now in the sea, in the air and on land.
     Life became more plentiful. The barren rock became a garden. Since all life has a common ancestor, all life is linked. Since all life has requirements to stay healthy and alive, we have a responsibility. It isn’t just that my survival might depend on your survival. My survival depends on the survival of trees and plants that create oxygen and the survival of particular bacteria which live in my intestines. Do you think it a far stretch to imagine that my survival might depend upon the survival of a rainforest ecosystem in South America?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     I don’t either! All life is connected and dependent upon other life forms. Riddle and mystery.
     Riddled.
     Mysterious.
     Beautiful.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session5/157169.shtml 

3.23: Reflections by Forrest Church (734 words)
Based on excerpts, adapted with permission, from Love and Death: My Journey through the Valley of the Shadow by Forrest Church (Beacon Press, 2008).
     Reverend Forrest Church is a minister of a very large Unitarian Universalist church in New York City. Rev. Church has cancer. The cancer is serious and cannot be cured. Rev. Church knows it will take his life.
     Rev. Church is sad that his life will end before he can finish doing all he wants to do and before he can meet the grandchildren he expects will be born some day. But he is not afraid of dying. He is comfortable with the fact that his turn has come, and he must soon say goodbye.
     When he learned he had cancer, Reverend Church wrote a book about what was happening. The title is Love and Death: My Journey Through the Valley of the Shadow. The title refers to a verse in Hebrew scripture known as the 23rd Psalm. The verse talks about walking “through the valley of the shadow of death.”
     In his book, Rev. Church has a lot to say about death to his family, to friends, to members of his congregation, to anybody else who reads the book and to you. Death is sad, he says, especially for the people who are left behind. However, death is not scary. Death is the natural end of life.
     We know all of us will die, and because we know that, we have religion. Religion helps us think about big questions, like “What will happen when I die?” “Where did I come from?” “Does God exist?” and “What is life’s purpose?”
     We do not know what will happen when we die. That is a mystery. Maybe there is a heaven. If there is a heaven, it might have angels, harps and puffy clouds... or, it might not. In any case, Rev. Church believes, people who die will all know peace.
     God is a mystery, too, a mysterious connecting force that makes everything one, a force you can call “Divine” or “Holy” or whatever you want. God is the name many people use for the highest power we know, but God is not a “puppet master” pulling strings and deciding just who dies when.
     Knowing that we will die, what should we do? We should live, we should laugh, and we should love, says Rev. Church.
     The minister writes that he learned something about living from his own children. One day, when they were young, he was walking them to school. On a busy New York City Street, a car swerved around a corner and almost killed them all. Forrest Church was angry. But, he remembers, “my kids just laughed, romping blithely down the sidewalk, jumping from tree to tree as they always did, trying to touch the leaves.” The kids were celebrating the joy of life, and they “had the right idea. Why didn’t I think to jump and touch the leaves?”
     Laughing, really living, and loving all require more courage than dying does. Dying comes naturally, yet we have to work at laughing, really living, and loving. To love is especially difficult, because we may lose what we love. But love is super important, important enough to use along with “death” in a book title. Why? Because love survives us when we die. Love is the one thing death cannot take away. Our love goes on and on and on after we die. That much we do know about what happens at death.
     What does “really living” mean? How should we live? In three special ways, according to Reverend Church. These three ways are his “mantra,” he tells us. A mantra is something a person says over and over again in order to remember and do what the mantra says. This is Forrest Church’s mantra: “Want what you have. Do what you can. Be who you are.”
     Think about those three things. Does doing them sound easy? It is not. Try to want what you have. Try to do what you can. Try to be who you are. You will see it is difficult. You will also find it is very worthwhile.
    Rev. Church, who knows he will die soon, says: We should laugh, really live, and love. We should want what we have, do what we can, and be who we are.
     Forrest Church and his book may help other people—maybe you, maybe me—to accept those challenges of life. That is one way Rev. Church’s love will live on after he dies.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session6/157217.shtml 

3.24: Why? A Playlet with Four Scenelets (921 words)
Characters
Scenelet One: Narrator, Parent, Little Kid
Scenelet Two: Narrator, Pediatrician, Parent, Little Kid
Scenelet Three: Narrator, Adult, UU Minister
Scenelet Four: Narrator, Old Scientist, Old Scientist’s Young Friend
     SCENELET ONE
     Narrator: A Parent and a Little Kid were at the beach on a nice summer day.
     Parent: Look at the sky! It’s just as blue as can be! It’s a perfect day.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because we won’t get wet.
     Little Kid: Are we going to swim?
     Parent: Sure. That’s why we’re here.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it’s such a hot day. It will feel good to get wet.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it will!
     Parent: Goodness, the sky is getting dark. I think we’d better go.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it’s going to rain. We might get all wet and yucky. Come on, let’s go.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because.
     Little Kid: Because why?
     Parent: BECAUSE I SAID SO!
     Narrator: So, the Parent and the Little Kid went home.
     SCENELET TWO
     Narrator: The Little Kid kept asking so many questions that the Parent was getting very flustered. The Parent made an immediate appointment with the Little Kid’s Pediatrician.
     Pediatrician: (to Parent) Good morning. What can I do for you?
     Parent: The Little Kid never seems to say anything except why and what and when and who and where. I don’t think that’s normal and it’s getting really aggravating! And I’m concerned!
     Pediatrician: Well, let’s have a look. (To Little Kid.) Hi, there, Little Kid. What’s the story here? What seems to be going on?
     Little Kid: When?
     Pediatrician: Anytime. Does anything feel strange? Hurt?
     Little Kid: Where?
     Pediatrician: Anywhere.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Narrator: At this point the Pediatrician turned to the Parent and smiled.
     Pediatrician: I think everything is just fine. Young children ask a lot of questions, that’s all.
     Parent: Why?
     Pediatrician: One reason is that they are curious. The world is new to them, and they want to know how it works. Also, questions are a child’s way of making conversation. They don’t have a whole lot to say, but they want to keep talking because that is what other people do. So, they ask a lot of questions. I’m sure things will begin to change very soon. Then the Little Kid will say a lot more, and some of it may be harder to hear than the questions.
     Parent: Why?
     Pediatrician: Kids grow up, that’s all.
     Parent: When?
     Pediatrician: I can’t tell you that. It differs from kid to kid.
     Parent: How?
     Pediatrician: Oh-oh. I think the Little Kid’s questions may be contagious.
     Parent and Little Kid (together): Why?
     Narrator: That’s enough for now.
     SCENELET THREE
     Narrator: The Pediatrician was right. The Little Kid did grow up, and eventually became both an adult and a scientist. One day the Adult who used to be the Little Kid went to talk with a Unitarian Universalist minister.
     Minister: Hi, there, Adult. What’s on your mind today?
     Adult: Questions. All the time I have questions. At work. At home. In worship. On vacation. Questions.
     Minister: Any particular kind of questions?
     Adult: Big questions. Like why do I exist? Why did my friend have to die at such a young age? Why doesn’t my UU congregation have all the answers?
     Minister: Because we cannot know for sure the answers to big questions like the ones you just asked.
     Adult: So why come here, if you aren’t going to give me answers?
     Minister: UU congregations and ministers don’t have all the answers to big questions. But we do have responses.
     Adult: Responses? I don’t get it.
     Minister: Responses are ideas about the big questions that help us understand life and its meaning. UU responses help us all to think about the mysteries of life and death, the mysteries of everything.
     Adult: To think about the mysteries but not to solve them?
     Minister: That’s right. And that’s okay with me. I think the mystery is what makes life life. I think it is wonderful. There will always be big questions and there will always be mystery.
     Adult: Maybe you are right. But I have to go to work now. Thanks for your time.
     Minister: You are very welcome. Merry mystery and happy questioning.
     Narrator: So, the Adult went off to work.
     SCENELET FOUR
     Narrator: The Adult who used to be the Little Kid went off to work. In fact, the Adult who used to be the Little Kid went off to work in a science laboratory over and over again, for many, many years. After a few decades, the Adult turned into the Old Scientist, and the Old Scientist kept right on working. Sometimes the Old Scientist’s Young Friend worried about that.
     Young Friend: How come you keep working, Old Scientist? You are old and deserve some rest.
     Old Scientist: Because I have been trying to answer the same question for decades, and I cannot rest until I find the answer.
     Old Scientist: The question is: What happens when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Young Friend. Oh. Well, good luck with that.
     Narrator: Then one day, success!
     Old Scientist: Eureka! I did it! Problem solved! End of puzzle! Mystery revealed!
     Young Friend: Congratulations, Old Scientist! So, tell me! What happens when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Old Scientist: You get a fummagaroochit!
     Young Friend: Wow! That’s great to know. It is also great to know that now you can stop working and get some rest.
     Old Scientist: Oh no. Not yet.
     Young Friend: Why?
     Old Scientist: Because a fummagaroochit is not the only thing you get when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig.
     Young Friend: What do you get besides a fummagaroochit when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Old Scientist: You get a whole bunch of new questions!
     Young Friend: What are they?
     Old Scientist: That’s the first one right there. What are the questions? Another question is: What does a fummagaroochit do? I am just beginning to write down all the new questions. So, pardon me while I run back to the lab.
     Narrator: So, the Old Scientist who used to be the Adult who used to be the Little Kid ran back to the lab. And that’s where you will find the Old Scientist today, still answering questions and creating more, still moving deeper into mystery.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session14/157532.shtml 

3.25: The Grumpy Gecko (993 words)
Adapted from “The Grumpy Gecko” in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     In a shady glade, the chief of the jungle slept. Until, GECK-O! GECK-O! GECK-O!
     Tiger woke up with a snort. He opened one yellow eye. “Gecko,” he growled. “What do you want? It’s the middle of the night.”
     “I’ve come to complain...”
     What could Gecko the lizard have to complain about? He spent most of his time lazing around, just sleeping and eating. Even when he was hungry, all he had to do was flick out his sticky tongue and lick up a mosquito.
     “What’s troubling you?” Tiger asked.
     “It’s the fireflies!” said Gecko. “All night long they fly around, flashing their lights in my eyes, keeping me awake... flashing and flickering... I haven’t slept for days. It’s making me very grumpy. You’re the chief of the jungle. Make them stop.”
     Tiger stifled a gigantic yawn. “I’ll talk to the fireflies,” he promised Gecko.
     Tiger sighed and set off to find the fireflies.
     Wading through wet paddy fields, the night vibrated with the chirps and croaks of frogs and the trills of a million insects.
     Above the paddies, the fireflies flickered and flashed.
     “Fireflies,” Tiger called, “Gecko says you have been disturbing his sleep, flashing and flickering all night long. Is this true?”
     “Well, we do flash our lights all night,” replied the fireflies, “but we don’t want to disturb anyone! We’re just passing on Woodpecker’s message. We heard him drumming out a warning.”
     “I see,” said Tiger. “Then I’ll talk to Woodpecker.”
     At the edge of the paddies, Tiger found Woodpecker drumming against a coconut palm. Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat.
     “Woodpecker!” Tiger winced. “The fireflies say you have been rapping and tapping, tapping and rapping, drumming out a warning. Is this true?”
     “Of course,” said Woodpecker, puffing up his feathers. “I provide a great service. Clearly, my efforts are not appreciated.” He looked down his long beak at Tiger. “Beetle rolls manure right across the path. I warn the jungle animals so that no one steps in it. Without my drumming, who knows what a mess you’d all be in?”
     “Oh,” said Tiger. “Well, that’s very helpful. Thank you.”
Tiger licked his nose thoughtfully. “I’ll go speak to Beetle.”
     It was easy to spot Beetle on the jungle path. In the moonlight, his back gleamed like polished metal.
     “What’s all this?” Tiger asked. “Woodpecker says you’re rolling filthy mess all over the place?”
     “Yes, yes, can’t stop,” Beetle replied, rolling a ball of dung right up to Tiger’s paw. “Water Buffalo drops piles of it all over the path. If I don’t move some away, there’ll be muck everywhere! ‘Scuse me... “
     Tiger lifted his paw and Beetle bustled past.
     “OK,” said Tiger, suppressing a sigh. “Thank you, Beetle. I’ll go and see Buffalo.”
     Tiger found Buffalo asleep in a pool of mud.
     “Buffalo,” Tiger roared.
     “Beetle says you have been leaving your manure all over the path. Is this true?”
     “Oh yes, Sir,” said Buffalo, lowering his head. “I leave manure all over the path, Sir. But you see, Sir, it’s helpful, Sir. Rain washes holes in the path every afternoon. I leave manure only to fill up the holes, so that no one trips or falls. If I didn’t, Sir, someone could get hurt.”
     “I see,” said Tiger. “Well, that’s very thoughtful of you, Buffalo.”
     Tiger’s tail twitched. He was beginning to lose patience. He sighed. “I’ll go ahead and hear what Rain has to say.”
     Tiger set off for Mount Agung, the highest peak on the island, and the home of Rain.
     Tiger climbed and he climbed and he climbed.
     He climbed through jungle, woodland and scrub and then he climbed some more.
     At last, his claws clattered onto the smooth grass of the mountain peak. He stopped to catch his breath. He looked down the mountain.
     The sun was rising. Tiger stared.
     Jungle spread out for miles around, flamboyant with flowers. Wild orchids and climbing lilies, trumpets of violet-blue and starbursts of brilliant flame-red.
     Tiger sniffed. He smelt jasmine, ylang-ylang, frangipani.
     He swiveled his ears. He heard newborn streams trickling and tinkling.
     And below the jungle, on the green-gold steps of the paddy fields, he could just make out the faint flicker and flash of the fireflies.
     “No need to ask why Rain rains,” Tiger smiled.
     He cooled his paws in a stream and watched for a while. He watched the water journey from mountain to sea, sustaining every living thing on its way, even the tiniest mosquito.
     Tiger plunged his muzzle into the clear fresh water and drank.
     Then he began the long journey down the mountain and through the forests and jungles and paddies to find Gecko.
     It was dusk by the time Tiger found the lizard again.
     “Well?’ Gecko demanded. “Did you talk to the fireflies? They’re still flashing and flickering, on and on. Did you tell them to stop?”
     “Gecko,” said Tiger. He sat down on his haunches and spoke very slowly. “Listen carefully. The fireflies flash to pass on Woodpecker’s warning. Woodpecker warns everyone not to step in beetle’s dung. Beetle clears up the excess dung left by Buffalo. Buffalo leaves manure on the path to fill up the holes made by rain. Rain makes holes in the path as he creates streams and lakes and puddles—puddles where mosquitoes live.”
     “Oh,” said Gecko.
     “Gecko, what do you eat?”
     “Mosquitoes,” said Gecko.
     “So...” said Tiger.
     “So...” repeated Gecko slowly.
     “Yes...”
     “If Rain stopped raining... “
     “Yes... “
     “Buffalo could stop filling holes... “
     “Uh-huh... “
     “And beetle could stop rolling dung... “
     “Yes... “
     “And Woodpecker could stop drumming... “
     “Mmm...”
     “And the fireflies could stop flashing... “
     “Yes, Gecko... “
     “But... I would have nothing to eat.”
     “Exactly,” said Tiger. “Gecko, everything in this world is connected. Go and live in peace with the fireflies.”
     So, Gecko stuck himself upside down, underneath the branch of a tree. He closed his eyes. He went to sleep.
     The fireflies flickered and flashed.
     Tiger snored.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session1/grumpy-gecko 

3.26: Swimming Home by Janeen Grohsmeyer (919 words)
     In the warm salty waters of the great blue sea, little orange and white fish called clown fish played their favorite game: chasing each other round and round, swimming as fast as they could go. Yet always they stayed close to their sea anemone home. Their sea anemone had thousands of soft white tendrils all over her body, and the tendrils were just perfect to hide in.
     Aliq was following his brother Twyl. His bright orange and white stripes, outlined with black, flashed as he swam through the forest of tendrils. The sea anemone’s tendrils tickled when they touched Aliq. He liked watching the tendrils sway back and forth as the water moved.
     “Look,” Twyl called suddenly. His side fins were going in little circles, holding him steady in one place. “Here come Mother Fish and Father Fish!”
     Aliq and Twyl and their other brothers watched as Mother Fish and Father Fish slowly glided by. Their side fins touched each other as they swam.
     Suddenly, Mother Fish flicked her tail and zipped on past. Father Fish went, too. A yellow striped fish with a pointy mouth was eating a tendril of the sea anemone, taking big bites. Mother and Father Fish headed right at that strange fish and started biting at it. The yellow fish swam away, and Mother and Father swam after it.
     “What’s happening?” Aliq asked.
     Zorn, one of his older brothers, answered. “They’re protecting our sea anemone. They’ll be back soon.”
      When Mother and Father came home, a shrimp was following them and swam into the anemone. As soon as it touched the tendrils, the shrimp went still.
     “What happened?” Twyl asked.
     “Our sea anemone killed the shrimp with the poison on her tendrils,” Zorn said.
     “But we swim in her tendrils every day,” Aliq said. “The poison doesn’t kill us.”
     “That’s because we’re her friends,” Zorn said. “We have a special covering on our scales that keeps us safe. Now watch!”
     The soft white tendrils shimmered and waved. The shrimp was tossed to the middle of the sea anemone, right to the circle of her open mouth. The sea anemone swallowed the shrimp whole.
     “She was hungry,” Zorn said then swam away. Mother and Father Fish began gliding again. Their tails brushed against the sea anemone’s tendrils, soft and gentle on their skin.
     “Mother and Father Fish are so big and so brave!” Aliq said.
     “I can’t wait until I’m big like them, but right now, I’m hungry!” Twyl said.
     They began nibbling the tiny bits of plants that clung to their sea anemone’s tendrils. Twyl found a crunchy isopod, and Aliq found another shrimp. But that was all, and they were still hungry. “We could leave our sea anemone,” Aliq said.
     Twyl and Aliq looked out into the great blue sea. Sting rays lived out there. Sharks did too. Huge dark fish with double rows of teeth lurked in the deep water. But there were also tasty things to eat.
     “Come on!” Aliq said to Twyl. “Let’s explore!” With a flick of his tail he was off, swimming away from their sea anemone home. Twyl followed him, and they swam side by side, their side fins touching each other as they glided along.
     Farther and farther they went, away from their family, and away from their sea anemone home. Aliq and Twyl had never left the forest of tendrils before. They had never swum without the soft touch of their sea anemone on their fins. But Aliq found another shrimp to eat, small and tasty. Twyl found plankton, little bits of green floating by. Aliq and Twyl kept eating and swimming and eating some more.
     Then Aliq stopped swimming. He looked around. Far off in the water, a dark shadow appeared. “Twyl,” Aliq whispered. “What’s that?”
     Twyl stopped eating and looked at the shadow. It was coming closer, weaving slowly back and forth. “Shark!” Twyl yelled. “Swim! Go back home!”
     Aliq and Twyl turned around and flicked their tails, zipping through the water as fast as they could go, heading for their sea anemone home. Aliq didn’t want to look behind him. He didn’t want to know how close the shark was. But he could feel the rippling of the water. He could hear the shark getting near. Aliq twitched his tail faster. Beside him, Twyl was swimming just as hard.
     The tendrils of their sea anemone shimmered ahead of them, soft and white and warm. They were almost home.
     “Swim, swim, swim,” Aliq chanted to himself. “Swim! Swim! SWIM!” The water swirled around them; it smelled and tasted like shark—oily and dark and cold. Aliq and Twyl flicked their tails extra hard.
     Finally! Aliq and Twyl reached their sea anemone home just in time, hiding in the soft white tendrils. The water exploded around them in bubbles as the shark turned to go. The poison of the sea anemone was keeping it away.
     Twyl and Aliq peeked between the tendrils to look at each other. Both of them were still scared. Both of them were very glad to be home, safe with Mother Fish and Father Fish and all their brothers. Both of them were very, very glad they had a sea anemone to protect them and to be their home. And both of them knew it was their job as clown fish to take care of her. They would chase away any fish that tried to eat her tendrils. They would bring her food. And she would take care of them.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session2/swimming-home 

3.27: Amrita’s Tree (1,137 words)
Adapted from “Amrita’s Tree” in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     Amrita leaned back against her favorite tree and rested. After the glare of the desert sun, it was cool and green in the forest grove. Sometimes, Amrita climbed her tree. Sometimes the wind swayed her and she was a forest queen. Sometimes she talked to her tree, sharing her daydreams and her secrets, but today was so peaceful that she sat in silence.
     Amrita closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure.
     CAAWK! She heard un unearthly shriek, the shrill alarm call of the peacock, echoing through the forest. A shiver shot down Amrita’s spine and she scrambled to her feet.
     With a flick of their tails, the gazelles were gone. The rabbits scattered. Now Amrita heard the tramp of many heavy boots, the crack of branches snapping. Through the trees she saw men marching, each one carrying something. Amrita strained to see. Bright edges! Sharp flashes! They were carrying axes.
     “Cut down every tree you can,” she heard the chief woodcutter say. “The Maharajahs need plenty of wood.” Amrita drew in her breath. They couldn’t cut down the forest! Without these trees there’d be no fruit to eat, no leaves to feed the cows, no shelter from the sun.
     Above her, watching over her, Amrita’s own tree stirred in the breeze. “I won’t let them hurt you,” she said out loud. “I promise I’ll protect you. I don’t know how, but I will!”
     Quick as a blackbuck, she ran to the village. Amrita found her mother. “Amma, Amma,” she panted, pushing wind-swept hair out of her eyes, “I saw men in the forest, men with axes, and they are going to cut down the trees!”
     Amrita’s mother rushed around the village, calling the women away from their work. “We must save the trees!” she urged. “Come on!”
     They arrived to find the woodcutters sharpening their axes. Amrita’s mother greeted the men politely, pressing her hands together and bowing her head: “Namaste. We do not want trouble, but we cannot let you cut down these trees.”
     The chief woodcutter cast his eyes over the straggle of women before him and snorted. “You do not own these trees. We have orders from the Maharajah.”
     “Sir, these trees are our life,” Amrita’s mother implored. “Their roots hold the soil together; they keep the land from sliding away during the monsoon rains. Without them our fields and homes will be washed away.”
     “Never mind your mud huts,” the chief replied with a sweep of his hand. “With this timber the Maharajah will have the finest palace in all of India!”
     “Please!” begged Amrita’s mother. “These roots soak up rain, so the earth can give us spring water. Can’t you see? We need these trees to survive.”
     “Enough!” barked the chief. “Now, out of my way and let me work. Now!” He turned to the woodcutters and ordered, “Cut down the trees!” A burly woodcutter shouldered his axe and strolled over to an ancient khejari. With a swift swoop his iron blade bit deep into the bark.
     With a terrible groan the mighty tree came crashing to the ground. Amrita’s mother covered her mouth with her hands. Amrita stared in disbelief.
     The woodcutters began to chop at another tree, and another. Soon the grove was a graveyard of trees. Broken limbs scattered the floor. Leaves dropped like tears.
     A woodcutter brushed past Amrita, toward her own special tree. “No! No! Please don’t!” she cried, tears springing to her eyes. “Please don’t cut down my tree.” The woodcutter advanced.
     Amrita stepped in front of him, blocking his path. Her voice shook as she spoke: “I will not let anyone harm my tree.”
     The woodcutter laughed out loud. “Little girl, there’s nothing you can do to stop us.” Amrita thought of her beloved tree lying dead on the forest floor and she ran from the woodcutter toward her tree.
     Amrita flung her arms around her tree, pressing herself against it. “If you want to cut the tree, you will have to cut me first!” The man and his axe were behind her. She could hear the sound of her own breathing, hard and loud and fast. The man raised his sharp blade.
     “Swing your axe!” commanded the chief. Amrita clenched her teeth and clung onto her old friend, so that the bumpy bark was pressing into her cheek and arms. She felt the strength of the tree coursing through her. And she knew with a fierce bright certainty that she was doing the right thing.
     “Swing your axe!” the chief shouted again.
    “I...” the woodcutter faltered. He looked down at the girl—this mere sapling of a girl—her eyes squeezed shut, her thin arms hugging so tight, her tearstained cheeks pale with fright. “I... I cannot.”
     Amrita opened one eye, then another, to see the woodcutter’s head bowed, his axe at his feet. All around her, people were hugging trees. Women and children, wives and daughters, grandmothers and toddlers all hugged the trees. Some ancient trees had trunks so broad that generations of women were joining hands to embrace them.
     The axes lay on the forest floor. The men huddled together and talked in low voices. Then, without a word, the laborers picked up their axes and walked out of the wood.
     Amrita’s mother called to her. “What were you thinking of? I was so afraid.”
     “So was I,” said Amrita. Her mother sat down beside her on the forest floor and stroked her hair. “You know the woodcutters will tell the Maharajah what happened,” she said gently. “They will come back, or the Maharajah himself will come... “
     The next morning, the women were distracted at their work. Their hands were busy, but their eyes strayed to the horizon. Would the woodcutters return? Or the Maharajah? Would he punish those who had defied his orders?
     That afternoon, in a thunder of hooves and a cloud of dust, the Maharajah arrived.
     The women joined hands and pulled their children close. But Amrita rose to greet the Maharajah with all the dignity of a forest queen.
      She was surprised to see that he carried not an axe but a bright bundle. He climbed down from his horse. Amrita watched in wonder as he unwrapped the silken cloth. “I present this royal decree to you, Amrita,” said the Maharajah, “and to the women of your village, in honor of your courage and your wisdom. I promise that, from this day on, no tree in this forest will ever be cut down.”
     Hundreds of years later, folk songs of the people who hugged the trees still echo through the villages of India. Amrita’s courage has inspired people across the land to stand together to protect forests. Thousands of trees have been saved, and a million more planted.
     And in one sacred grove, Amrita’s tree still grows.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session3/amritas-tree 

3.28: Why the Sky Is Far Away (1,008 words)
Adapted from “Why the Sky is Far Away” in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     In the beginning, they sky was close to the earth. So close you could reach up and touch it. And you could eat it! In those days, people always had enough to eat, without ever having to work for it. Men and women did not have to plow the fields and sow the seeds and gather the crops. Children did not have to fetch sticks for the fire. Whenever anybody was hungry, they just reached up and tore off a piece of the sky.
     But people grew careless with the sky’s gifts. They broke off more than they needed. After all, the sky was so big; there would always be enough for everybody. Who cared about a little wasted sky?
     But the sky cared. Soon the sky’s sorrow turned to resentment, and its resentment grew to anger. “I offer myself every day to these people,” the sky brooded, “and they throw me away, half eaten, like garbage.”
     “People of Earth!” The sky’s eyes flashed light lightning. Clouds bubbled and boiled. “You have not treated me with respect. You have wasted my gifts. I warn you. If you are greedy, I will leave. I will move far away.”
     The people listened and promised to be more careful.
     After that, no one broke off more than they could eat. And they always remembered to thank the sky.
     But then the time came for the greatest festival of the year, in honor of the chief of the kingdom. The night rang with music. Bells clanged and drums banged. People stamped and clapped and laughed.
     The tables were heaped with dishes of specially prepared sky. Sky in every flavor, from custard apple to coco plum. There was plenty for everyone, for the sky was generous. It trusted the people to take only what they needed.
     But there was one woman who was never satisfied. Osato always wanted more. Her arms were heavy with brass bracelets. But brass wasn’t good enough for her—she wanted coral beads. And most of all, she loved to eat.
     First, she helped herself to a handful of noon-yellow sky that tasted like pineapple. Chunk after chunk disappeared into her mouth. Then she ladled out some sky stew, spicy and warm. She lifted the dish to her lips, draining it, dumplings and all. Soon her stomach was stuffed. She loosened her robe. What next? Delicate slices of morning sky, pink and glistening. With a swift movement, she scooped them up and slurped them down all at once.
     At last, the tables were empty. And Osato was full. She waddled home.
     She was full to bursting, but her eyes kept wandering up to the sky. What would it taste like right now? Citrus storms? Her taste buds tingled. Luscious mango? Her mouth watered. Honey sunsets? She licked her lips.
     Her fingers began to pull out her spoon — the one she kept tucked in her headscarf — just in case. She stopped herself just in time. Osato knew that the sky offered itself only because no one ever took more than they needed. And she knew she didn’t need any more. But oh, how she wanted some! Just one more spoonful.
     “The sky is so huge,” Osato said to herself. “It can’t hurt just to have a little bit more.”
     She pulled out her spoon and plunged it in. She savored a mouthful of sky. And another. She threw down her spoon and scooped with her hands, sucking the delicious sky from her fingertips.
     Finally, without another thought, Osato pulled down a great slab of sky. Enough to feed a family for weeks.
     She licked all around the edges, chewing more slowly now. She stared up at the huge hole above her. She stared down at the enormous mound of sky. And she knew she had taken more than even she could eat. Above her head, there were rumblings. “What have I done?” Osato gasped. “I cannot waste this sky. What shall I do?”
     She called to her husband to help, but he had been feasting too and was slumped in his chair, too full even to move. Still, he managed a few mouthfuls.
     She called to her children to help, but they too were full from the wonderful feast. Still, they forced down a few fingerfuls.
     She called to her neighbors to help, but they had been at the festival too and at the sight of more food, they held their stomachs and groaned. But they ate as much as they could, with worried frowns on their faces and anxious glances above their heads.
     But even with the help of the entire village, they could not eat that last piece of sky. Osato had taken too much. “What does it matter?” Osato told herself at last. “Just a bit of waste.” But the feeling in the pit of her stomach told her otherwise. No one slept well that night.
      The next morning, the sky did not offer his food to the people. Parents had nothing for breakfast. Children cried, hungry. Osato knelt on the ground, rocking and sobbing. “I’m so sorry... “
     But the sky just sighed. With a great rush of air, it lifted itself up. High as the treetops. High as the mountaintops.
     High above the earth rose the sky, far beyond the reach of humans. “I gave you all you needed,” its voice floated down to Osato, “but still you took more. I cannot stand such greed. I must leave. I will not return.”
     “But how will we live?” wept Osato. “What will we eat?”
     There was silence.
     Osato’s tears fell to the Earth. And the Earth spoke. “Dry your tears,” it said gently. “I can feed you. But you will have to work for your living. You will have to learn to plow fields and sow seeds and harvest crops. And remember what you have learned today. Take only what you need. And I will give it gladly.”
     “Oh, I will,” promised Osato through her tears. “I’ll never take more than I need—ever, ever again.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session4/276450.shtml 

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

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

3.31: And It Is Good by Janeen Grohsmeyer (875 words)
A Lamp in Every Corner (Boston: Skinner House, 2004).
     On a day not so very long ago, in a place not so very far away, a grass seed lay waiting. All through the cold, dark days of winter the seed waited, covered by a blanket of earth. In the spring, when the air was warmed by the sun and the land was watered by the rain, the seed began to grow. It grew roots deep into the earth. It grew a delicate pale green shoot up into the air. As the days went by, the shoot grew into a firm stalk, which waved in the hot summer breeze. It grew bright green leaves that opened to the sunshine, and then grew darker green as more days went by.
     It grew and grew and grew, until the seed was a tall stem of grass and was ready to make seeds of its own. In the fall, when the nights turned cool and the leaves on the trees flamed red and orange and gold, the grass plant knew it would soon be dying, and so it set free its seeds. They traveled on the wind, above field and stream and hill. Some of them slowly settled to the ground in a meadow, where they lay waiting, covered by a blanket of earth. And it was good.
     Now in that place not so very far away, a small field mouse was looking for food. Winter was coming, and the mouse was hungry. He went here and he went there, sniffing his way through the meadow, ears perked, eyes open, whiskers quivering, careful and cautious always, for there are many creatures that will eat a mouse. And as he sniffed and nibbled and then sniffed some more, he found a few of those grass seeds that lay covered by the blanket of earth. So he dug them up—scritch scratch!—and he ate them. And it was good.
     Now in that place not so very far away, a snake was hunting. Winter was coming, and she was hungry. She went here and she went there, gliding through the faded fallen leaves from the trees, and tasting the air with flickerings of her forked tongue. She tasted the scent of mouse, and followed the scent to the meadow. After a while, she found him. So she caught him—quick, snap!—in her jaws, and she ate him. And it was good.
     Now in the sky, high above that place not so very far away, a hawk was searching. Winter was coming, and the hawk was hungry. He went here and he went there, soaring on the wind with outstretched wings, looking down to the earth far below. And at the edge of the meadow, he saw the snake gliding through the faded fallen leaves. So he folded his wings and he plummeted, straight down to the ground, and he caught that snake—snatch, catch!—in his fiercely curved claws, and he ate her. And it was good.
     The days went by in that place no so very far away. The sun no longer warmed the air. Instead of rain, snow fell. The last of the leaves fell from the trees. The grass froze, and died. Winter had come.
     The hawk soared on outstretched wings, lifted high by the winter winds, hunting. But he was an old hawk. His wings did not beat so strongly as they used to. His eyes did not see so clearly. His hunts did not go well. One day, he plummeted to earth for the last time, and he died. And it was good.
     The body of the hawk lay on the ground all winter long, covered by snow. When spring came, the sun warmed the air, and the rain watered the land. Flies buzzed in the air. Ants scurried over the ground. Spring was here, and they were hungry. The ants and the flies found the body of the hawk. The flies laid their eggs in it, and the eggs hatched into maggots. The days went by, and the body of the hawk slowly disappeared, the flesh and feathers eaten by ants and maggots, the bones chewed on by small animals, and whatever was left provided food for bacteria and mold. In just a few weeks, the body of the hawk had completely melted back into the earth. And it was good.
      Now in the earth where the hawk had melted, a seed lay waiting. As spring turned into summer, and as the sun warmed the air and the rain watered the land, the seed began to grow. It shot a pale shoot up into the air. It pushed roots deep into the earth, which was made up of the body of the hawk, who had eaten the snake, who had eaten the mouse, who had eaten the seeds. And it was good.
     So, remember, in that place not so very far away, and in all the places all around, there is sun and there is rain. There are seeds and mice and snakes and hawks. There are ants and maggots and bacteria and mold. There are crocodiles and humans and plankton and daffodils and mushrooms. They all eat from each other. They all live, and they all die. And it is all good.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session7/and-it-is-good 

3.32: Growing Green by Janeen Grohsmeyer (909 words)
Holding up an apple (or other fruit) as you begin telling this story provides a focus. If no one responds to your questions, or if the group is too big, you can give your own answers. If appropriate, slice the fruit and hand out pieces to students.
     Have you ever eaten an apple?
     Do you like to have them sliced up? Or do you like to bite into a whole apple with your own teeth and have it go crunch? Do you like red apples? Green? Maybe golden?
     After you’ve eaten the apple, what do you do with the core, the part with the seeds and the stem?
[Hold it up if you have a real apple.]
     At home? At school? Here?
     Someday, this apple core will rot. It will get mushy and brown. It will fall apart into smaller and smaller pieces. After a long while, those little pieces of apple core will be part of the dirt. That’s called composting, when pieces of plants turn into dirt.
     The apple seeds can grow in that dirt. The seeds can grow into apple trees. Those apple trees will make more apples. Those apples will have apple cores. And those apples cores will make more dirt, for more seeds, for more trees, for more apples.
     That’s the circle of life. Things change and turn into other things, and everything works together to create something new.
     Here is a story about people in a Unitarian Universalist congregation, who changed how they did things. They decided to work together and create something new.
     First, they decided they wanted to have a Green Sanctuary. A sanctuary is a sacred place, a place where you can be safe. The room where we have worship services is a sacred place, and that room is called a sanctuary.
      Now, having a green sanctuary doesn’t mean you have to paint the walls of that room green. Being green means you help things grow, like plants. They’re green.
     Being green means being part of the circle of life. Being green means taking care of the Earth, and treating the Earth like a sacred place. The Earth isn’t just our home. The Earth is our sanctuary.
     The Earth is too big for one person, or even one group, to take care of. So we all work together, and each of us takes care of the part where we are.
     To help the Earth, the people in the congregation decided to make a garden and grow food. To have a garden, you need good dirt. To get good dirt, you need compost.
     So, whenever the RE class has snacks on Sundays, they collect all the apple cores. Of course, they don’t always eat apples. Some days they collect orange peels, or watermelon rinds, or the green leaves off strawberries. Banana peels, celery leaves, carrot tops, cherry pits... All of those plants can become compost.
     They need a place to put all the plant pieces, so the plants can have time to turn into dirt.
     The older kids got hammers and nails and wood. They built a big, sturdy box, called a compost bin. Some grownups helped.
     That compost bin sits outside near the garden. And every Sunday, all the leftover plant pieces from all the RE classes go into the compost bin. The apple cores and the banana peels and the carrot tops and everything else get brown and mushy, then fall apart bit by bit. People put leaves and grass in there, too. It takes a while, but finally, all the plants compost and turn into good brown dirt.
     The people in this congregation have Garden days. Everybody gets shovels and rakes. They take the compost, that good brown dirt, and they mix it in with the dirt that’s already there.
     In the spring, they plant seeds—tomatoes, cucumbers, strawberries, all kinds of good things to eat. Some flowers, too.
     All through the summer on Sundays, some of the kids in the RE classes go out and water the plants. Some kids pull out weeds. Some mix in more compost. Parents and teachers help, too. There’s always a lot to do in a garden.
     But sometimes, it’s nice to just sit and look at a garden. A lot of people do that. They watch the birds that come. They watch the butterflies. They touch the plants and sniff their flowers and listen to the humming of the bees.
     Gardens are good places to be.
     Especially when the food is ready to eat. You can pull a little red tomato off its green stem and pop it right into your mouth. You can eat a strawberry that’s still warm from the sun. You can split open pea pods and eat the tiny green peas, one by one by one.
     Yes, gardens are good places to be.
     But not everyone has a garden. Not everyone has enough food to eat. So, the people in this congregation decided to share what they had grown. Some days, they pick the tomatoes and the cucumbers and the peas. They put them in bags and they take them to a food pantry, a place where anybody who’s hungry can get something to eat. Sometimes the grownups and the older kids stay and help to cook food there. They make sandwiches and soup.
     And if there’s any food left over, any apple cores or carrot tops or celery leaves, they bring those plant pieces back to their garden and put them in the compost bin. There, the plant pieces will turn into good brown dirt, and the compost will help the garden grow again.
     And so, the circle of life goes on, around and around, and in the green sanctuary that is the Earth, people work together and help make things new.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session15/growing-green 

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

3.34: You’re Saved by Something Green by Charlene Brotman (400 words)
From The Kids’ Book of Awesome Stuff (Brotman-Marshfield Curriculum, June 2004). Used with permission.
     Take a deep breath. The air you just breathed in is different from the air you just breathed out. The air you breathed out is a gas that can suffocate you if too much of it gets in the air. That gas is carbon dioxide.
     The oxygen you breathed in makes energy for you from the food you eat. But when your cells use the oxygen, they end up with something your body doesn’t want: carbon dioxide. So, your blood goes around to all your cells like a trash hauler, collecting the carbon dioxide and taking it to your lungs. You breathe it out.
     All night, all day, every creature on earth breathes out carbon dioxide. Over and over. That’s a lot of suffocating gas! A little carbon dioxide in the air is normal and safe. But if the air around you filled up completely with carbon dioxide (or even just halfway), you would suffocate.
     So . . . with all the breathing out that goes on in the world, what keeps you from smothering under a thick cloud of carbon dioxide? What saves you?
     You are saved by something green.
     All over the planet, green plants on the land and in the ocean pull carbon dioxide gas out of the air by breathing it in themselves! The very same gas that can kill you is exactly what a green plant must have to live.
     Plants don’t breathe with lungs like yours, of course. Instead, they breathe in the carbon dioxide through millions of invisible holes on the underside of their leaves and on their stems. The tiny openings can close and open.
     Every time a leaf breathes in carbon dioxide, it also breathes out an equal amount of pure oxygen. The leaf is getting rid of oxygen it doesn’t want.
     The same oxygen that leaves breathe out is exactly what you need to breathe in. You can’t live without it. You breathe in what leaves breathe out. So do slugs. So do crows, crocodiles, and crickets . . .
     Oxygen from plants travels on wind currents from far-away continents and oceans. It reaches you even when the trees around you have lost their leaves, or if you live in a place with no leaves at all. Right this minute, you may be breathing oxygen from a rain forest in Costa Rica, or a field of red poppies in Turkey.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop2/something-green 

3.35: Trout Are Made of Trees (181 words)
Trout Are Made of Trees by April Pulley Sayre, text copyright 2008. Used with permission by Charlesbridge Publishing, Inc.
Read the story dramatically and have fun with the sound effects!
Trout are made of trees.
In fall, trees let go of leaves, which swirl and twirl and slip into streams.
They ride in a rush above rocks and over rapids.
They snag and settle soggily down.
Bacteria feed on the leaves.
Algae grow, softening surfaces.
Next the shredders move in:
Crane flies, caddisflies,
Shrimp, and stoneflies shred leaves.
Rip and snip!
They eat the algae-covered leaves,
which become part of them.
Meanwhile predators are swimming and stalking . . .
Crunch—there go the caddisflies!
Munch—there go the stoneflies!
Now the leaves have become part of the predators.
Trout join in. Swim and snap!
Fins flick. Rush. Zap!
They eat dragonflies, caddisflies, stoneflies, and minnows.
The leaves have now become part of the trout.
Tree shade keeps the stream cool for spawning. Female trout gather over gravel and lay eggs.
The males fertilize the eggs.
Here come the hatchlings!
They grow up in a stream
—Crack! Kersplash!—
shaped by fallen branches.
Trout are made of trees.
So are the bears
and the people
who catch the trout and eat them.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop3/288667.shtml 

3.36: Trees for Kenya (543 words)
     When Wangari Maathai was a little girl growing up in central Kenya in Africa, the land was green, the streams full, and the trees grew thick and lush. To help her family with meals, Wangari gathered firewood from the trees around her village.
     On her first day gathering, her mother told her “Don’t collect any firewood from a fig tree.” Wangari asked “Why not?” Her mother answered, “That is a tree of God. We don’t cut it, we don’t burn it, we don’t use it all.” And so Wangari was careful, along with the rest of the village, to let the fig trees live a good long time. She didn’t know it then, but the roots of the strong tree helped water come to the surface from deep below the earth. Until they fell to the ground naturally of old age, the fig trees helped the Kenyan soil stay rich and alive.
     Wangari was a smart girl and worked hard in school. When she grew up, she went to America to study biology in college.
     But when Wangari returned six years later, Kenya had changed. Many trees had been cut to make way for new buildings and large coffee and tea plantations. In some places, the land was bare and the streams had dried up. Even the fig trees had been cut. And no one had thought to put in new trees. Kenya was becoming a desert. That was hard for the birds, insects, and many other animals.
     It was also hard for the people. Soon Wangari was hearing from the women of Kenya that many people did not have enough to eat. Clean water was hard to find and so was firewood for cooking. Wangari listened to the women who spoke to her, and she began to get an idea.
     Wangari’s idea to help everything was to plant trees. She planted small seedling trees in her own back yard, right in the city. When she saw the trees grow strong and green, she taught the women in her village to plant trees and gave them seedlings to plant. When other women saw the village turn green again, they wanted to plant trees too. Soon Wangari started a nursery and gave tree seedlings to women all over Kenya. She paid them money for each tree planted and kept alive, which helped them to buy food.
     Some people laughed and said that women could not plant trees, but more and more women planted trees. And dried, brown land in Kenya turned soft and green again. But the cutting of trees continued. Wangari tried to protect the trees and told the tree cutters to stop. She did not believe so much building was needed. But powerful people disagreed. Wangari was arrested and went to jail for what she believed in. But others continued to plant trees and protect those that were still alive. Eventually, Wangari was released from jail.
     As more trees were planted, the desert was pushed away and the land came back to life. Streams flowed once more. The soil became rich and healthy again. More and more people helped plant trees. By 2004, when Wangari won the Nobel Peace Prize, more than 30 million trees had been planted. Kenya was green again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop8/288840.shtml 

3.37: Snail Girl, a Navajo Story (1,527 words)
     Long ago, it is said, there was a mighty flood, and the People left their world, the Fourth World, the Underworld, and came up into the Fifth World, the world we live in today. They found themselves on the shore of a great ocean.
     The People broke into groups by clan and went out to find new homes. But at the end of four days, they came back to the place by the ocean.
     “There’s no fresh water to drink in this world,” they said. They stood by the biggest body of water they had ever seen, but it was salty and they couldn’t drink it without getting sick. “What are we going to do?” they asked.
     First Woman stood in front of the People and spoke. “Someone will have to go back down to the old world below, back through the hole from which we emerged, to find some fresh water. If I could have just a little water, I could sing my water song and make many streams and rivers grow.”
     First Woman was the first human being ever made. She was tall with strong arms and hands and a gentle, kind face. Her eyes shone with wisdom and strength. She looked at the People, and her eyes fell on the group that was the Water Clan.
     “One of you should go,” she said. “You should have brought the water with you when we left the old world.”
     Then First Woman made a beautiful water bottle out of sea shells. She put a stopper made of red coral in the opening and she wove some rainbow into a loop to carry it. When she finished, she held it up in front of her and faced the Water Clan.
     “So, who will go?” she asked.
     Out of the group came two Animal People, Otter and Beaver. Long, long ago, before the world was finished, they say there were Animal People. Otter and Beaver walked upright on two legs, but they had wide tails like paddles, just like the tails they wear today, and they were great warriors.
     Otter said, “We’re from the Water Clan. We’re the best swimmers, and we should be the ones to go.”
     First Woman smiled at them proudly. She hung the water bottle around Otter’s neck. Together, Otter and Beaver jumped into the water. They went down, down, down until they reached the bottom and walked along the ocean floor.
     Soon they came to a valley of water lilies. There were lilies of every color. It was so beautiful that Otter and Beaver decided to stop.
     Beaver said, “We should take some of these flowers and plant them in our new world!”
     “Good idea,” Otter agreed.
     So, Otter put down the bottle, and soon they were both covered from head to toe in water lilies, roots, and vines. When they had gathered all they could, they journeyed back to the world above.
     When they came out of the water, the People waiting on the beach were amazed. Otter and Beaver looked like two trees coming out of the ocean.
     “It’s us!” Otter yelled.
     The people cried, “Otter and Beaver have come back!” Everyone was excited.
     “Look what we found!” Beaver said. “We’re going to plant these here in our new home!”
     First Woman anxiously waited for the water bottle.
     Otter pulled and tugged at the roots and vines. “I’ve got it,” he said. “It’s here somewhere.” But he looked and looked and couldn’t find it.
     “You have it, cousin Beaver,” Otter said. Together they pulled and tugged on the vines and flowers, but they didn’t find the bottle.
     “Oh, no!” Otter cried. “I think we forgot it... down there....” Otter’s voice got smaller as he realized what they had done.
     First Woman’s eyes narrowed. “This won’t do at all. You two go away from here. I don’t want to see you for a while.”
     So Beaver and Otter waddled away, dragging their tails between their legs, to plant their vines and flowers. Today we know that Otter and Beaver still surround themselves with water lilies and roots and vines.
     Next, First Woman sent Frog and Turtle to get water. They brought the water bottle back when they returned, but it was filled with salt water. So First Woman sent them away, too.
     First Woman was growing weary of the Water Clan’s mistakes. She was not used to being this upset. “We still don’t have any fresh water,” she said.
     Someone tugged on her dress. First Woman looked down and saw a thin little girl with long, raven-black hair.
     “I am Snail,” the child said in a small, squeaky voice. “I’m from the Water Clan, and I’d like to help my people. I want to go get the water.”
     First Woman looked at the People and the People looked at each other. Everyone knew that Snail was the slowest swimmer of the Water Clan. Nobody thought she would make it, but nobody else wanted to go. First Woman nodded. “You are very brave, Snail,” she said. And she tied the bottle to Snail Girl’s back. Snail slowly slipped into the great waters. She went down, down, down to the land at the bottom, her long black hair flowing behind her.
     Snail Girl went past the valley of water lilies, past the place where Turtle and Frog had gone. Finally, Snail came to a hole in the sand with bubbles coming out of it. She went into the darkness of this hole, deeper and deeper, back to the Fourth World.
     There she found some pure water. She tasted it, and it was delicious and fresh. There was just enough to fill up the water bottle. She carefully placed the coral stopper tightly in the bottle. She went back up through the hole and made her journey home.
     The full moon was shining when Snail Girl came out of the water. She had been gone for such a long time that no one waited for her at the seashore.
     Slowly, Snail Girl walked up the hill where she made her home. She was so tired that she didn’t feel the rainbow loop coming loose and the water bottle falling off her back. She was so worn out that she didn’t hear the bottle dragging in the dirt and rocks. She was so sleepy that she didn’t notice the water trickling out.
     Snail Girl went to her home and took the bottle off her back. She looked at it and couldn’t believe her eyes. There was a hole in the bottom of the bottle.
     “Oh no! It’s empty!” she cried.
     She was so exhausted that she couldn’t even cry. She fell to the ground fast asleep.
     First Woman woke up from a dream. “I dreamed Snail has returned!” she whispered. First Woman believed in the power of dreams.
     She ran down to the ocean’s edge. She followed Snail Girl’s trail up the hill. Halfway up she saw something shining at her feet in the moonlight. She stopped and reached down to touch it. It was wet. She tasted it. “Fresh water!” she said, and she breathed a sigh of relief. “Snail did it!”
     Long ago, they say, everyone had a magic song. First Woman began to sing her magic song, and the small drops of pure water began to grow. They turned into a trickle at first, then a stream, then a river. The river got longer and wider and deeper and faster, and soon the biggest river anybody had ever seen rushed into the ocean.
     First Woman looked at the river and smiled, and then she remembered Snail.
     First Woman ran to Snail Girl’s home and woke her up. Snail opened her weary eyes and saw it was First Woman, and she said, “All the water is gone. Look at the bottle. There’s a hole in it.” She began to cry.
     But First Woman’s eyes lit up. “Come with me, Snail,” she said, and they went outside. A beautiful river ran down the hill to the ocean.
     “You did it, Snail,” First Woman said. “You carried the water all the way back from the old world, and even though a hole wore through the bottle as you walked up the hill, I got here in time to take a seed of water and make it grow.” Snail smiled.
     Snail Girl and First Woman stood together near the top of the hill and watched the sun rise over the river. As the People awoke and came out of their homes, they were amazed at what they saw. They whooped and hollered with joy and happiness.
     The people held a giving thanks ceremony. Everyone sat in a circle and Snail was the Honored One.
     First Woman spoke. “Snail, you are very brave, and we thank you. From this day on, you will carry the water bottle on your back as a symbol of your great journey. You will leave a trail of moisture behind you every place you travel. This will be a message to everyone that our pure water is precious and we must take care of it.”
     And so, it was from that day on.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop1/149426.shtml 

3.38: The Teachings of the Rain God (525 words)
Adapted from a version on the 2003 International Year of FreshWater website.
     One day a long time ago, the elephant acted like a bully. He challenged the Rain God.
     “You covered the Earth in green,” the elephant said, “and I’ll bet you feel pretty good about yourself. But guess what! If I tear up the grass and the trees and the bushes, the green will all be gone. What then?”
     “What then?” answered the Rain God. “I’ll stop sending rain. No more green will grow, and you won’t have anything to drink or eat. That’s what!”
     But a few words weren’t going to stop the elephant. He ripped up all the trees, the bushes, and the grass with his trunk. All the green disappeared from Earth.
     That made the Rain God mad. He stopped the rain. Deserts began appearing everywhere.
     Soon the elephant was dying of hunger and thirst. He tried digging where the rivers used to be, but he didn’t find a drop of water. So the elephant changed his tune. He praised the Rain God and apologized.
     “I’m sorry,” the elephant said. “I was too proud, and I misbehaved. But now I’ve learned my lesson. I repent, so please make it rain!”
     But the Rain God said nothing. Every day the world dried up more.
     The elephant knew the rooster was loud, so he asked the rooster to praise the Rain God.
     After looking all over the place, the rooster found the Rain God hidden behind a cloud. The rooster praised the Rain God with such fine words that the Rain God relented. A little rain fell and made a small pool very close to the elephant’s home.
     The same day, the elephant decided to go into the woods and look for food. He ordered the tortoise to protect the pool.
     “Don’t let anybody drink here,” the elephant said. “Tell them the water is mine and nobody else’s.”
The tortoise tried to obey, and turned some small animals away. But then the lion came, and the lion wasn’t impressed. He growled at the tortoise and drank all he wanted.
     When the elephant returned, he grew very angry at the tortoise.
     “Sir,” said the tortoise, “what could I do? The lion was big and had sharp claws. And all the other animals were mad at me, so I got out of the way.”
     “I’ll show you mad,” the elephant said. He raised one foot and stamped on the tortoise to crush her.
      The tortoise was very strong, and the elephant did not kill her. But he flattened her out, and the tortoise has remained flat ever since.
     Suddenly the Rain God spoke. His loud voice filled the sky, and he warned the animals not to follow the elephant’s example.
     “If you want more rain, don’t be like the elephant,” the Rain God said. “Don’t challenge powerful gods or anything more powerful than you. Don’t wreck the things you need. Don’t make weaker animals protect your property, and don’t punish animals that are trying to help you. Most of all, don’t be too proud and don’t try to have everything for yourself. If you are lucky and have a lot, share it with others who need it.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop2/teachings-rain-god 

3.39: One Flower in a Field (1,252 words)
Adapted from “One Flower in a Field” by Joshua Searle-White, in Magic Wanda’s Travel Emporium: Tales of Love, Hate and Things in Between (Boston: Skinner House, 2007).
     Once upon a time there was a field. It had dry grass, brambles and thistles, and high places and low places, and rocks scattered around, and a stream that passed alongside. And scattered around, here, there and everywhere, were flowers. Buttercups and tulips, coneflowers and lupines, all kinds of bright, beautiful flowers growing up out of the dry grass.
     Now, you may ask, how could these flowers grow when the field was so dry? The answer is that next to each flower was a hole in the ground. And in each hole lived an animal whose job it was to tend that flower.
     Most were rabbits, but there were hedgehogs and field mice and even a badger or two. Every morning, each animal would come out of its hole, hop or scurry down to the stream, and use a leaf to scoop up some water. Then they would each carry their leaf back and water their flower.
     In a little gully in this field, next to a tall sunflower, lived a rabbit. Every day she would go down to the stream and get some water for her sunflower. She loved that flower. It was tall and bright, strong and healthy, and she took very good care of it.
     One afternoon, the rabbit decided to hop up to the top of a little hill alongside her gully. When she got to the top, she saw something she had never seen before. Down a ways, she saw a flower. It might have been a daisy, but it was hard to tell. This flower looked in bad shape.
     Now, why had she never seen that flower before? It’s not that big a mystery. She had just never climbed that particular little hill to look in that direction. Of course, she knew the field was full of flowers. She may have heard some were not doing quite as well as her sunflower. But she’d never actually seen one that looked as bad as this.
     She hopped down the hill to take a closer look, and then, she began to understand. This flower needed water. Its stem was bent. Its petals were wilting in the heat. The ground around it was parched and dry. The rabbit felt bad that a flower could be so neglected. And then she did... nothing.
     Even though the flower looked terrible, it was just one flower in a field, after all. The field had plenty of other flowers that were doing fine. The rabbit had enough work to do, watering her own flower. So, she went home and got on with her business, getting up every morning, going to the stream, watering her sunflower and hopping around all afternoon.
     But the other flower didn’t go away. At least once a day, the rabbit couldn’t help but hop up to the top of the hill and take a quick look. Every day, the other flower looked a little worse.
     It started to get to her. The rabbit thought about that flower at night while she was trying to sleep. She thought about it in the morning when she hopped to the stream for water. She couldn’t even enjoy her own flower so much, knowing the other flower was wilting more and more every day.
     Now, you may wonder: Why didn’t that rabbit didn’t just go over and water the flower? After all, it was not far away, just on the other side of the hill. The stream had plenty of water. And the rabbit had plenty of time.
     Well, that’s a good question. The rabbit thought about it all the time. She’d think about making an extra trip to the stream, to get some water for that flower. But then she’d think, “Well, you don’t just march into someone’s front yard and water their flower without asking, do you? What if that flower is someone else’s to water? They might yell at me or something.” Or she’d think, “What if the flower likes being dried-up and droopy? That’s possible, isn’t it?” Or she’d think, “Aren’t there animals who are supposed to go around and help out flowers whose animals don’t water them? I should leave it to them... Right?”
     With all these questions swirling in her head, the rabbit went about her business, taking care of her sunflower every day and trying not to think about the other flower. But it kept bothering her, especially at night. It was kind of irritating, actually. Sometimes she wished the flower would just get better by itself, or die. But every time she sneaked a peek, there it was, looking more dry, more wilted and more droopy.
     Finally, the rabbit could stand it no longer. One morning, hopping from the stream with a leaf full of water for her sunflower, she suddenly thought, “It’s just not right. Flowers are not supposed to wilt like that. Flowers should be healthy and colorful and bright and beautiful.” And she found herself hopping over the hill toward the other flower, taking the water there instead.
     At the top of the hill, the rabbit got a bit nervous. Her nose twitched as she sniffed the air. It might be dangerous over there. She shouldn’t be watering other animals’ flowers. But then she said, “It’s just not right,” and kept going, over the hill and down the other side.
     The rabbit hopped close to the dry flower, closer than she had been before. Suddenly, a hedgehog suddenly popped out of a hole in the ground. The hedgehog yelled, “Hey! What are you doing?”
     “I’m going to water this flower,” the rabbit said. “It’s too dry, and if I don’t water it, it will die!”
     The hedgehog said, “What business is it of yours whether this flower dies? This is my flower. I’ll take care of it how I want. Go home and take care of your own flower!”
     But the rabbit answered, “I’m sorry, but I tried that. Flowers are supposed to be bright and beautiful, not wilting and droopy. So I’m going to water this flower.” She watered that dry, wilted, drooping daisy, right in front of the hedgehog, though he fussed and mumbled and gave her mean looks. And she turned around and hopped back over the hill.
     The next day, she came back with a leaf full of water, and watered it again.
     And the day after that, she watered it again.
     And then another day, and another, and another. The hedgehog continued to fuss and mumble and give the rabbit mean looks. But the flower started to look better. First the petals perked up. Then the stem began to stand up a little straighter. Then its leaves started to fill out and get bigger. The flower even grew a little taller.
     Strangely enough, as this flower got brighter and healthier and taller and more beautiful, so did the rabbit’s own flower. And so did every other flower, all the flowers in the field, even ones she never watered—flowers she had never even noticed before. The whole field began to brighten as the colors of every flower became more vivid and the flowers stretched taller. It was almost as if there was more water everywhere.
     How could that be? Were other rabbits and hedgehogs and field mice and even badgers sneaking around and watering other animals’ flowers, too? Or was it because when someone waters a wilting flower somewhere, all flowers everywhere grow a little brighter?
     Who knows? Maybe we’ll just have to try it and see.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop3/149496.shtml 

3.40: Mabouya, Chief of the Well, adapted from a Haitian tale (545 words)
     To whom does the water belong?
     There was once a drought in the country. The streams dried up and the wells went dry. God saw there was no place for the animals to drink. God provided a well with the condition that it must be taken care of so all may use it. God said, “You’ll have to take good care of my well. One of you will have to be caretaker. The caretaker will stay by the well at all times to see that no one abuses it or makes it dirty.”
     Mabouya, the lizard spoke up saying, “I will be the caretaker.”
     God looked at all the animals. He said at last, “Mabouya, the lizard, will be the caretaker. The well is over there in the mango grove.”
     The others animals went away. Mabouya went directly to the well. When the other animals began to come back for water, Mabouya challenged them. First the cow came to drink. The lizard sang out in a big voice:
     “Who is it? Who is it? Who is walking in my grove?”
     The cow replied: “It is I, the cow, I am coming for water.”
     Mabouya called back: “Go away! This is God’s grove, and the well is dry.”
     So, the cow went away and suffered from thirst.
     Then the horse came and Mabouya challenged him, saying: “Who is walking in my grove?”
     The horse answered: “I am the horse and, I am coming for water.”
     And Mabouya called back:” Go away! This is God’s grove, And the well is dry.”
     So, the horse went away and he too suffered from thirst.
     Other animals came to the well and the lizard challenged all of them in the same way, saying: “Go away! This is God’s grove, and the well is dry.”
     So, the animals went away and suffered much because they had no water to drink.
     God saw all the suffering going on and said, “I gave the animals a well to drink from, but they are all dying of thirst. What is the matter?” And God went to the well.
     When the lizard heard footsteps, she called out: “Who is it? Who is it? Who is walking in my grove?”
     God answered: “It is I, Papa God. I am coming for water.”
     And Mabouya said: “Go away, Papa God. The well is dry.”
     God was very angry. He said once more: “It is I, Papa God. I am coming for water.”
     And the lizard called back again: “Go away, Papa God. The well is dry.”
     God said no more to the lizard. He sent for the animals to come to the well. He said, “You came to me because you were thirsty and I gave you a well. I made Mabouya the caretaker. But she gave no thought to the suffering creatures all around her. If one has a banana tree in their garden, it is theirs. If one has a cotton tree in their garden, it is theirs. But if one has a well in their garden, only the hole in the ground belongs to that one. The water is God’s and belongs to all creatures.”
     And it is a saying among the people: “The hole in the ground is yours, the water is God’s.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop5/149579.shtml 

      Youth
3.41: Sun Mother Walks the Earth, based on a story of indigenous people of Australia/New Zealand (574 words)
     There was a time when everything was still. All the spirits of the Earth were asleep—or almost all. The great Sun Mother was awake, and as she opened her eyes a warm ray of light spread out toward the sleeping Earth.
     “Ah!” the Sun Mother said, “I have work to do! I must go to the Earth, awaken the sleeping spirits, and give them forms.”
     The Sun Mother glided down to Earth, which was bare. She began to walk in all directions and everywhere she walked plants grew. After returning to the field where she had begun her work, the Sun Mother rested, well pleased with herself. When she was rested, the Sun Mother went forth again.
     This time she ventured into the dark caves on the mountainsides. The bright light that radiated from her awoke the spirits, and after she left the caves, insects of all kinds flew out into the sunlight. The Sun Mother sat down and watched the glorious sight of her insects mingling with her flowers. Once again, however, she did not rest for long.
     The Sun Mother ventured into a very deep cave, spreading her light around her. Her heat melted the ice, and the rivers and streams of the world were created. Then she created fish and small snakes, lizards, and frogs. Next she awoke the spirits of the birds and animals and they burst into the sunshine in a glorious array of colors. Seeing this, the Sun Mother was pleased with her work.
     She called all her creatures to her and instructed them to enjoy the wealth of the Earth and to live peacefully with one another. Then she rose into the sky and became the Sun.
     The living creatures watched in awe as the Sun Mother crept across the sky toward the West. However, when she finally sunk beneath the horizon, they were panic-stricken, thinking she had deserted them. All night they stood frozen in their places, thinking that the end of time had come. After what seemed to them a lifetime, the Sun Mother peeked above the horizon in the East. The Earth’s children were so relieved they danced for joy. Soon they learned to expect her coming and going and were no longer afraid.
     At first, the children lived together peacefully, but eventually envy crept into their hearts. They began to argue. The Sun Mother was forced to come down from her home in the sky to mediate their bickering. She gave each creature the power to change its form to whatever it chose. However, she was not pleased with the end result. The rats she had made had changed into bats; there were giant lizards and fish with blue tongues and feet. However, the oddest of the new animals had a bill like a duck, teeth for chewing, a tail like a beaver’s, and the ability to lay eggs! It was called the platypus.
     The Sun Mother looked down upon the Earth and decided that she must create new creatures, wiser than these. She gave birth to two children, a god and a goddess. The god was the Morning Star and the goddess was the Moon. Two children were born to them, and these, her grandchildren, she sent to live on Earth. They became our ancestors. The Sun Mother was satisfied. They were superior to the animals because they had part of her mind, and would never want to change their shape.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop3/183345.shtml 

3.42: The Goddess and the God (738 words)
The Catanna website published by Catresea Ann Canivan was a source for this story and offers deep information about Paganism.
     Come with me on a journey—a journey that is as old as time itself. Repeated so often, the earth knows the rhythm and follows it, like a cosmic dance.
     First steps of the dance take us to October 31, Samhain (“SAH-wan”), or Hallowe’en. Why does the dance start here? Because here are both of the greatest events in any individual’s life. Here lies Death—the great God dies. But here also lies the potential for new life: the Goddess sleeps, pregnant with the unborn new god. Death is not a bad thing: if the god did not die, he could not be reborn. The great God’s spirit is not the only one that is turned loose tonight. The lines between the living and the dead are thin and spirits may walk the earth. See how people carve scary faces on pumpkins to frighten the spirits away.
     One small turn of the wheel, one twirl of the dance, brings us to Yule, the winter solstice (on or near December 21) the shortest day of the year. On the longest, darkest night of the year, the Goddess becomes the Great Mother and gives birth to the young Sun God. “Celebrate fertility and the perseverance of life with evergreens, holly, mistletoe and pine trees,” instructs the Goddess. “Light yule logs and bonfires and sit with me throughout the night as you witness my labor to bring the sun back to the earth.”
     Imbolc (“IM-bulk”), February 2, comes next, a slow slide toward the light. “Imbolc” means “in the milk;” this is the time in Europe when sheep and cows begin to lactate to feed their young. Now the Goddess is Mother, nursing the young Sun God. The Mother is honored when we cherish springs, wells, all underground sources of water that thaw as the days grow warmer. This is a day of purification: out with the old to make room for the new!
     Add a spring to your step as you dance towards Ostara, or the Spring Equinox, on or near March 21. Here we find the young God comes to power. The Goddess has rested and returned as the Maiden, and brings her minions, the rabbits. Rabbits become “mad as March hares” as part of their mating season. Celebrate new life, spring forth like young spring lambs, by coloring eggs for Eoastra, the Goddess of Spring.
     Lovely Beltane, May 1, promenades onto the scene. Young girls, dancing around the May pole, wear garlands in their hair. So, too, the young Goddess. She is in full bloom, just as the earth. No wonder the God discovers his love for her.
     Turn the wheel to Litha—that is, Midsummer/Summer Solstice—on or near June 21, when the God ascends to his highest power in sky and the Goddess prepares to bring forth bounty on earth. Celebrate the longest day of the year with bonfires. Sit around the bonfire, telling stories, and see if you can stay awake all night. Why? Because the veil between the worlds is thin again and you might see a fairy, like Puck, Titania, or Oberon from Shakespeare’s A Midsummer’s Night Dream. But be careful! These fey are the trickster kind. Any plants gathered today are especially potent.
     Now the wheel brings us three harvest festivals. The first is Lammas or Lughnasadh (“loo-nah-SAHD), on August 1. In our story, the God, having peaked at the height of Midsummer, knows it is time to rest and is voluntarily sacrificed to make the earth—and the Goddess—fertile again. The Goddess as Crone oversees the ceremony. Bake John Barleycorn men and bread, and make cornhusks dolls.
     A Pagan time of thanksgiving comes next in the form of Mabon or Harvest Home, on or near September 21. This is no surprise: it is the Autumn Equinox and civilizations have been celebrating the harvest around this time since farming first began. Decorate your home with signs of the harvest. Slice harvested apples crosswise to reveal the pentagram inside. Plant bulbs for spring as you consider what changes you hope the next year will bring.
     But where are our God and Goddess?
     The wheel returns to Samhain. The Goddess carries the sleeping God. Her fertility and the God’s death have brought forth the good harvest. The God that will be reborn rests within the earth until it is time for him to be born and for the eternal wheel to turn again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop21/goddess-god 

4.0: Children’s Books
[bookmark: _Hlk101546476]4.1: The Circles All Around Us by Brad Montague (Author & Illustrator) and Kristi Montague (Illustrator) (2021)
[image: The Circles All Around Us - Kindle edition by Montague, Brad, Montague, Brad,  Montague, Kristi. Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]     “This is the story of a circle. When we’re first born, our circle is very small, but as we grow and build relationships, our circle keeps getting bigger and bigger to include family, friends, neighbors, community, and beyond.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kp7viQaaUOg (3:01) 

4.2: Circle Unbroken by Margot Theis Raven (Author) and E. B. Lewis (Illustrator) (2007)
[image: Circle Unbroken: Raven, Margot Theis, Lewis, E. B.: 9780312376031: Books:  Amazon.com]     “As she teaches her granddaughter to sew a traditional sweetgrass basket, a grandmother weaves a story, going back generations to her grandfather’s village in faraway Africa. There, as a boy, he learned to make baskets so tightly woven they could hold the rain. Even after being stolen away to a slave ship bound for America, he remembers what he learned and passes these memories on to his children - as they do theirs.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fFWu9QKbzFc (8:36)




[image: Pond Circle: Franco, Betsy, Vitale, Stefano: 9781416940210: Books]4.3: Pond Circle by Betsy Franco (Author) and Stefano Vitale (Illustrator) (2009)
     “On a summer night by a small pond, all seems still. But a closer look reveals a world of activity—mayflies dart, beetles dive, frogs spring, skunks shuffle, and owls swoop. As a young girl watches, the circle of life unfolds. Betsy Franco’s rhythmic, cumulative text makes this a lively read-aloud, and rich, luminous paintings by Stefano Vitale capture the bold beauty of nature. Young readers will be inspired to journey into their own backyards and discover the wonder of the living, breathing world around them.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gWh_ZK03lBU (3:05)

4.4: The Circle of Caring and Sharing by Theresa “Corky” Larsen-Jonasson (Author) and Jessika von Innerebner (Illustrator) (2019)
[image: The Circle of Caring and Sharing by Theresa "corky" Larsen-Jonasson /  Birchbark Books & Native Arts]     “When two red foxes have an argument that breaks apart their community, a gentle buffalo takes a braid of sweetgrass to a local Elder and asks her to help with a sharing circle for all the animals.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CO4sJ0t3AWY (4:23)

4.5: Pumpkin Circle: The Story of a Garden by George Levenson (Author) and Shmuel Thaler (Illustrator) (1999)
[image: Amazon - Pumpkin Circle: The Story of a Garden: Levenson, George, Thaler,  Shmuel: 9781582460789: Books]     “We can be sure of this: It’s a circle without end. It’s pumpkin seeds to pumpkins, to pumpkin seeds again! This treat of a picture book comes cloaked in the colors of fall. Bouncy verse and glowing photographs show a backyard pumpkin patch move through its natural cycle—a bug’s eye and a bird’s high view of seeds sprouting, flowers blooming, bees buzzing, pumpkins growing …and then going back to earth. An author’s note explains how to grow your own pumpkin.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CigvU4cU3_4 
(6:11)

4.6: Carl and the Meaning of Life by Deborah Freedman (2019)
[image: Carl and the Meaning of Life - Kindle edition by Freedman, Deborah.  Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]     “Carl is an earthworm. He spends his days happily tunneling in the soil until a field mouse asks him a simple question that stops him short: ‘Why?’ Carl’s quest takes him on an adventure to meet all the animals of the forest, each of whom seems to know exactly what they were put on this earth to do, unlike the curious Carl. But it’s not until the world around him has changed that Carl begins to realize everyone, no matter how small, makes a big difference just by being themselves.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DmJMKz6WE-k (6:16)




4.7: Hurry and the Monarch by Antoine O Flatharta (Author) and Meilo So (Illustrator) (2005)
[image: Hurry and the Monarch - Kindle edition by Flatharta, Antoine O, So, Meilo.  Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]     “When the beautiful orange Monarch on her fall migration route from Canada to Mexico stops to rest at Wichita Falls, Texas, she makes friends with an old tortoise called Hurry. She tells him, “Maybe one day you’ll break out of that shell, grow wings, and fly away,” and then she is off again with millions of other Monarchs. In the spring, she stops again at Hurry’s garden just long enough to lay her eggs and head north to Canada. Embedded in this lyrical and tender fictional presentation are the fascinating facts about the amazing 2,000-mile migration and the life cycle of butterflies. An afterword provides additional scientific data.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DktYHoRbNNI (5:21)

4.8: Hey, Little Ant by Phillip M. Hoose & Hannah Hoose (Authors) and Debbie Tilley (Illustrator) (1998)
[image: By Phillip Hoose Hey, Little Ant (1st First Edition) [Staple Bound]: Phillip  Hoose, Hannah Hoose: Books - Amazon]     “What would you do if the ant you were about to step on looked up and started talking? Would you stop and listen?
     “That’s what happens in this funny, thought-provoking book. Originally a song by a father-daughter team, this surprising conversation between a tiny ant and a boy is bound to inspire important discussions about caring, kindness and respect for both animals and humans.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R6-RY8L_EjY (4:07)

[image: Junebug: No Life Too Small - Kindle edition by Daniels, Nicole, Sondra,  Addy Rivera. Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]4.9: Junebug: No Life Too Small by Nicole Daniels (Author) and Addy Rivera Sonda (Illustrator) (2020)
     “In this charming story about respecting the smallest forms of life, June helps her friends see that we should not harm those who have a right to be here just as we do, no matter how tiny they are. She demonstrates actions we can take to keep bugs and little critters out of harm’s way. The inspiration for Junebug came from things that author Nicole Daniels did as a child to save bugs.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=01dvZI9L04U (4:43)

4.10: One Earth by Eileen Spinelli (Author) and Rogério Coelho (Illustrator) (2020)
[image: One Earth: Spinelli, Eileen, Coelho, Rogério: 9781546015390: Books:  Amazon.com]     “Kids can count reasons to love the planet and ways to protect it in the pages of this conservation-themed book. Gentle verse reminds the reader of Earth’s beauties--starting with ‘one wide sweeping sky, two honey bees’ and continuing all the way to ‘ten fields to plow.’ The text then starts counting backwards, listing simple ways children can help, such as reducing waste and reusing items. The conclusion takes us back to number one with the book’s key message: ‘One Earth so beautiful. Remember—only one.’ At once celebration and challenge, this book will encourage children to take better care of the planet.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1hACmpIcMwU (2:00)

4.11: The Hugging Tree: A Story About Resilience by Jill Neimark (Author) and Nicole Wong (Illustrator) (2015)
[image: The Hugging Tree: A Story About Resilience - Kindle edition by Neimark, Jill,  Wong, Nicole. Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]     “The Hugging Tree follows tells the story of a little tree growing all alone on a cliff, by a vast and mighty sea. Through thundering storms, and the cold of winter, the tree holds fast. Sustained by the natural world and the kindness and compassion of one little boy, eventually the tree grows until it can hold and shelter others.
     The resilience of the Hugging Tree calls to mind the potential in all of us: to thrive, despite times of struggle and difficulty. To nurture the little spark of hope and resolve. To dream and to grow, just where we are.
     Psychologists use the term resilience to describe an individual’s ability to adapt successfully to challenging events. Reading this book with your child can be a way to teach resiliency, self-confidence, and self-control and help you discuss common challenges your child may be facing at home or at school.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CCZY_TIwhDU (4:29)

4.12: A Tree for All Seasons by Robin Bernard (2001)
[image: A Tree for All Seasons (Rise and Shine): Robin Bernard: 9780792266747: Books]     “Observing a maple tree over time, children get a clear picture of what trees do and how seasons change.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ntikM8ZDK8w&t=72s (3:36)



[image: A Map into the World: Yang, Kao Kalia, Kim, Seo: 9781541538368: Books -  Amazon]4.13: A Map into the World by Kao Kalia Yang (Author), Seo Kim (Illustrator) (2019)
    A young girl from a Hmong family tells the story of her experience of the circle of life.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hRgnN6hTMF0 (7:16)



4.14: The Story of Life: A First Book about Evolution by Catherine Barr & Steve Williams (Authors) and Amy Husband (Illustrator) (2015)
[image: ]     “At first, nothing lived on Earth. It was a noisy, hot, scary place. Choking gas exploded from volcanoes and oceans of lava bubbled around the globe...Then in the deep, dark ocean, something amazing happened.  Find out how the first living cell was created, and how the cells multiply and create jellyfish and worms, and then fish with bendy necks, which drag themselves out of the water into swampy forests.
     “Discover the story of the biggest creatures that have ever walked on land – the dinosaurs. Long after that, hairy creatures who have babies, not eggs, take over, stand on two legs and spread around the world, some of them living through cataclysmic events such as ice ages and volcanic eruptions.
     “Everyone living today is related to these survivors- including you! This is the perfect first book about evolution for young readers.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U3631jPQ-iE (9:59)

4.15: Our Family Tree: An Evolution Story by Lisa Westberg Peters (Author) and Lauren Stringer (Illustrator) (2003)
[image: Our Family Tree: An Evolution Story by Lisa Westberg Peters Lauren  Stringer(2010-09-02): Amazon.com: Books]     “All of us are part of an old, old family. The roots of our family tree reach back millions of years to the beginning of life on earth. Open this family album and embark on an amazing journey. You’ll meet some of our oldest relatives--from both the land and the sea--and discover what we inherited from each of them along the many steps of our wondrous past.
     “Complete with an illustrated timeline and glossary, here is the story of human evolution as it’s never been told before.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BTXmSDmq5tI (5:53)

4.16: Moth: A story of evolution by Isabel Thomas (Author) and Daniel Egnéus (Illustrator) (2019)
[image: Moth: Thomas, Isabel, Egnéus, Daniel: 9781547600205: Books - Amazon]     … “Moth is the remarkable evolution story that captures the struggle of animal survival against the background of an evolving human world in a unique and atmospheric introduction to Darwin’s theory of Natural Selection.
     “Against a lush backdrop of lichen-covered trees, the peppered moth lies hidden. Until the world begins to change...
     “Along come people with their magnificent machines which stain the land with soot. In a beautiful landscape changed by humans how will one little moth survive?
     “A clever picture book text about the extraordinary way in which animals have evolved, intertwined with the complication of human intervention. This remarkable retelling of the story of the peppered moth is the perfect introduction to natural selection and evolution for children.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=W-Mer5Av80E (6:19)

4.17: The Reasons for Seasons (New & Updated Edition) by Gail Gibbons (2019) 
[image: The Reasons for Seasons (New & Updated Edition): Gibbons, Gail:  9780823442737: Books]     “Why is there winter in the Southern Hemisphere at the same time there is summer in the Northern Hemisphere? In summertime, why is it still light out in the evening? With simple language appropriate for young readers, non-fiction master Gail Gibbons introduces young readers to the four seasons and explains why they change throughout the year.
     “Newly revised and vetted by experts, this updated edition of The Reasons for Seasons introduces the solstices, the equinoxes, and the tilt in Earth’s axis that causes them, and gives examples of what each season is like across the globe from pole to pole. Clear, simple diagrams of the earth’s orbit are labeled with important vocabulary, explained and reinforced with accessible explanations.
     “Fascinating and easy to understand, this is a perfect introduction to seasons, earth’s orbit, and axial tilt. Different effects on different parts of the world are included, illustrating the difference in climate between the equator, the northern and southern hemispheres, and the polar regions.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sJWFxuzPEe8 (8:39)

4.18: The Street Beneath My Feet by Charlotte Guillain (Author) and Yuval Zommer (Illustrator) (2017)
[image: The Street Beneath My Feet (Look Closer): 9781682971369: Guillain,  Charlotte, Zommer, Yuval: Libros - Amazon.com]     “When you’re out walking around, whether on the city streets or a country trail, there’s always so much to see and hear. But do you ever stop and look down? Have you ever wondered what’s going on deep in the ground under your feet?
     “There are so many amazing sights to see! One side of the foldout shows the ground beneath the city, while the reverse side shows the ground beneath the countryside. The underground scenes include tunnels and pipes, creatures’ burrows, layers of rock, and the planet’s molten core, each running seamlessly into the next.
     “Mixing urban and rural settings, covering subjects such as geology, archaeology, and natural history, The Street Beneath My Feet offers children the opportunity to explore their world through a detailed learning experience.”
Video link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eZvZYc9hX4w (14:17)

[image: Wild: Hughes, Emily: 9783737351218: Amazon.com: Books]4.19: Wild by Emily Hughes (2013)
     “In this beautiful picture book by Emily Hughes, we meet a little girl who has known nothing but nature from birth—she was taught to talk by birds, to eat by bears, and to play by foxes. She is unashamedly, irrefutably, irrepressibly wild. That is, until she is snared by some very strange animals that look oddly like her, but they don’t talk right, eat right, or play correctly. She’s puzzled by their behavior and their insistence on living in these strange concrete structures: there’s no green here, no animals, no trees, no rivers. Now she lives in the comfort of civilization. But will civilization get comfortable with her?”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0MsiO-NGlak (2:42)




4.20: Ostara’s Hare by Tara Waddle (Author) and Terrye Bell (Illustrator) (2020)
[image: Ostara's Hare by Tara Waddle, Terrye Bell, Paperback | Barnes & Noble®]     “When the Goddess of Spring decided not to come the world is left cold and frozen. Find out what happens when she returns and learn about a friendship that begins unexpectedly and lasts forever!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=64zy22hTnas (2:27)


4.21: How The Stars Fell Into The Sky: A Navajo Legend by Jerrie Oughton (Author) and Lisa Desimini (Illustrator) (1996)
[image: How the Stars Fell Into the Sky - A Navaho Legend: Oughton, Jerrie,  Desimini, Lisa: Amazon.com: Books]     “This retelling of a Navajo folktale explains how First Woman tried to write the laws of the land using stars in the sky, only to be thwarted by the trickster Coyote.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gemJ1x6-J6s (6:01)



4.22: The Legend of the Indian Paintbrush by Tomie dePaola (1988)
[image: The Legend of the Indian Paintbrush: dePaola, Tomie: 9780698113602: Books]     “In spring, the hills and meadows of Texas and Wyoming are ablaze with the reds, oranges, and yellows of the Indian Paintbrush. How this striking plant received its name is told in an old Indian legend.
     “Many years ago, when the People traveled the Plains, a young Indian boy had a Dream-Vision in which it was revealed that one day he would create a painting that was as pure as the colors of the evening sky at sunset. The boy grew up to become the painter of the tribe, but although he found a pure white buckskin for a canvas and made paints from the brightest flowers and the reddest berries, he could not capture the sunset.
     “How the young Indian artist finally fulfills his Dream-Vision is lovingly told and illustrated by Tomie dePaola, in words and pictures that capture the spirit and beauty of this dramatic legend.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_NiPBHIkfFs (6:44)

4.23: Stolen Words by Melanie Florence (Author) and Gabrielle Grimard (Illustrator) (2017)
[image: Stolen Words: Florence, Melanie, Grimard, Gabrielle: 9781772600377: Books:  Amazon.com]     “The story of the beautiful relationship between a little girl and her grandfather. When she asks her grandfather how to say something in his language – Cree – he admits that his language was stolen from him when he was a boy. The little girl then sets out to help her grandfather find his language again. This sensitive and warmly illustrated picture book explores the intergenerational impact of the residential school system that separated young Indigenous children from their families. The story recognizes the pain of those whose culture and language were taken from them, how that pain is passed down, and how healing can also be shared.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GJxpzyVRc7w (6:34)

4.24: Come On, Rain! by Karen Hesse (Author) and Jon J Muth (Illustrator) (1999)
[image: ]     “Come on, rain!” Tess pleads to the sky as listless vines and parched plants droop in the endless heat. Up and down the block, cats pant while heat wavers off tar patches in the broiling alleyway. More than anything, Tess hopes for rain. And when it comes, she and her friends are ready for a surprising joyous celebration.... Through exquisite language and acute   observation, Newbery medalist Karen Hesse recreates the glorious experience of a quenching rainstorm on a sweltering summer day. Jon J Muth’s masterful and lyrical watercolors perfectly reflect the spirit of the text.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=S62PoA2qCEg (8:55)

4.25: Fox: A Circle of Life Story by Isabel Thomas (Author) and Daniel Egnéus (Illustrator) (2021)
[image: Fox: A Circle of Life Story: Thomas, Isabel: 9781526600776: Books - Amazon]      “In the frost-covered forest of early spring, fox is on a mission to find food for her three cubs. As they grow, she teaches them how to survive in the wild. Until one day, fox dies. Her body goes back to earth and grass.





5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
5.1: The Earth, the Air, the Fire, the Water by Libana (2:49)
Chant about the four elements
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uOyvkGXjRos 

5.2: Carbon Cycle: How humans disrupted a cycle essential to all life by Vox (4:37)
     “How one animal dug up carbon and put it back into the atmosphere at an astounding pace.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jOht6qmuG-k 

5.3: From the Big Bang to Me by SciencePoetry (7:59)
     “This is a story for all ages about how we got here. It’s the scientific perspective on the origins of humanity, starting at the very beginning of time. The story is kid-friendly, and explains the big bang and evolution of the universe to children.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nYkdDniQJyw 

5.4: Circle of Life—Disney by Anicezw (6:25)
     “Hello and welcome to my Disney tribute that will hopefully give you childhood feels, like rewatching all these movies gave me. For this video, I wanted to keep the authentic look and palette of the original movies, so the editing is fairly simple and color adjustments were done only where necessary.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/232521062 

5.5: Life Cycle of a butterfly | Butterflies for Kids by Learn Bright (8:11)
“The life cycle of a butterfly is one of the most amazing things in all of the natural world.  In this video we help kids and students learn about butterflies and the 4 main stages of their life cycles, which are: 
Stage 1 - All butterflies are born from eggs, which are attached to leaves. They only last for up to couple of weeks, or less, depending on the butterfly species. When hatched the first phase of a butterfly is being a caterpillar.
Stage 2 - Once the caterpillar is fully developed, it hatches from the egg. This is also called a larva. The stage lasts about 5 to 10 days. The caterpillar has strong jaws and eats leaves.
Stage 3 - In this Pupa stage, the caterpillar or larva attaches itself to a branch or the underside of a leaf. For a final time, the caterpillar sheds its skin and then begins metamorphosis, changing into a butterfly. It may take between 7 to 10 days for the butterfly to emerge from the pupa. 
Stage 4 - When the full butterfly emerges it will live anywhere from just a week to nearly a year, depending on the species of butterfly. The butterfly’s goal is to reproduce and to lay eggs. The life cycle of the butterfly will begin again.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PWi-dQ-FMB8 (7:44)

6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
[bookmark: _Hlk104572610]6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 15: Babies
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session15 
One understanding of the circle of life begins with the birth of a baby.
“Participants will:
· Learn an important ritual of the congregation, the child dedication ceremony
· Understand that the child dedication ceremony is an expression of love
· Appreciate how much they have grown since they were a baby
· Feel a sense of accomplishment as they see how much they have learned since they were a baby.”
6.1.2: Session 19: The Wonder of Weather
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session19 
The primary component of the weather cycle is the water cycle. It is one of the most important cycles in the circle of life on Earth.
“Participants will:
· Explore wind, rain, storms, and/or snow, as appropriate to location and the season
· Share their wonderings about the natural world with one another
· Connect the story they read in this session with the wonder of weather.”
6.1.3: Session 22: Imagination
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session22 
One important use of imagination is considering the future, which is part of the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Express their imagination through art
· Experience a connection between imagination and creativity
· Understand that people of all ages can use their imagination to wonder and to express feelings.
6.1.4: Session 36: Earth Day
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session36 
Consideration of and care for the earth is fundamental to the circle of life. 
“Participants will:
· Learn about the holiday called Earth Day
· Internalize that part of being a Unitarian Universalist is to take care of the earth
· Make the connection between the animals and plants in nature and the efforts their congregation and families make to care for the earth.”

6.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 9: Our Ancestral Home
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session9 
Important concepts in the circle of life are generations and ancestors.
“Participants will:
· Gain an explanation of the words ‘ancestor’ and ‘legacy’
· Through a story, understand how ancestors can leave a legacy to those they love
· Learn about famous Unitarian Universalists
· Create a special place to honor our faith ancestors
· Learn and try a body prayer”
6.2.2: Session 10: Tango
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session10 
Family is especially important in the nurture of the circle of life, especially n the context of family diversity.
Participants will:
· Play a dancing game in which they choose partners
· Honor diverse families by making badges recognizing family members and their roles
· Through a story about Tango and her family, learn about family diversity
· Identify some of the elements that bond families
· Discuss how we enter faith families
· Affirm their sense of belonging by telling stories about entering and belonging in their faith family …
· Learn that people fill more than one role in a family.
6.2.3: Session 16: Memories of Home
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session16 
Home is a central place where the circle of life unfolds, and it is often enriched by memories of family and home.
“This session will:
· Help each child articulate their unique contributions to their family home and faith home
· Model ways to articulate, honor, and rely upon one’s memories of home with activities that provide closure to the Creating Home “journey”
· Convey that memories of our Unitarian Universalist faith home and our family home can sustain us in our daily lives”

6.3: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 14: Love Surrounds Us in Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session14 
Consideration of and care for the earth is fundamental to the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists believe we must show love to all living things by taking special care of the earth
· Understand the interdependence of all life, through a story in which one tree is important to the survival of many other living things
· Learn about the Amazon Rainforest, an endangered animal habitat.”
6.3.2: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session15 
Consideration of and care for the earth is fundamental to the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists believe we must show love to the earth because it is our only home
· Learn that each and every human, animal, and plant depends on this one small planet for life
· Understand how taking care with our environment benefits everyone and every living thing.”

6.4: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
     This program delves deep into our Unitarian Universalist seventh Principle. It instills respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part and appreciation of its beauty, excitement, and mystery. It is founded on the premise that direct experience in nature is essential to children’s physical, emotional, intellectual, and spiritual development.
     Our 7th principle is deeply connected to the circle of life. Any of the 12 sessions can be used to touch upon the circle of life. Please especially note the following sessions: #1, #2, #4, #5, #6 and #8.
Session 1: The Web of Life
Session 2: Nature’s Partnerships
Session 3: Thanks Be for Trees!
Session 4: Balance in Our Ecosystem
Session 5: Habitats
Session 6: Lifecycles
Session 7: Decomposition
Session 8: Life-Giving Plants
Session 9: Creativity in Nature
Session 10: Joy in Nature: Animal Play
Session 11: Kindness in Nature
Session 12: Beauty in Nature
Session 13: Green Energy
Session 14: Enough Stuff
Session 15: Working Together to Make a Difference
Session 16: Using Our Senses of Wonder

6.5: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.5.1: Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session10 
Consideration of and care for the earth is fundamental to the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Hear a story that demonstrates interconnections in the web of life
· Explore their own physical balance in an interconnected circle
· Make ‘Live in Balance’ posters
· Learn some things that the Earth needs in order to be in balance
· Practice evaluating whether particular actions will help or harm the Earth”
6.5.2: Session 11: Do No Harm
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session11 
The circle of life embraces reverence for life, which abhors violence.
Participants will:
· Hear a story in which the fate of a bird lies in the hands of a boy
· Play a game and name non-violent ways to handle conflict situations
· Make a ‘What Would U.U. Do’ bracelet as a reminder of the importance of making good decisions that reflect Unitarian Universalist values.

6.6: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
6.6.1: Session 14: Honor Life
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session14 
Respect and care for the earth is fundamental to the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Learn about British Unitarian author, biologist and farmer Beatrix Potter
· Understand stewardship of the Earth as faithful action that expresses our seventh Principle
· Use meditation, imagination, games and art to conceptualize an ecosystem and experience being part of the interdependent web
· Explore ways to be in respectful relationship with the nonhuman living beings of the world
· Identify actions they might take that would reflect the signpost “Honor Life”
· Name ways they did or could translate their Unitarian Universalist faith and/or Principles into action.”

6.7: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.7.1: Session 1: Love Is Like a Seed
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session1 
The seed symbolizes the beginning of the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Learn chalice-lighting words and opening and closing songs to use in each session
· Learn about the Sources of our Unitarian Universalist beliefs
· Connect a story about the beginnings of the universe with our higher calling to love. See https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HyCcRmIyCd0 (6:47)
· Portray love unfolding in the universe, by making a seed art project.”
6.7.2: Session 2: Awesome Love
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session2 
The first source refers to “the forces which create and uphold life” upon which the circle of life depends.
“Participants will:
· Articulate the first Source of Unitarian Universalism in their own words
· Experience and express the awe and wonder of nature
· Replicate a soothing sound from nature by creating rain sticks.”
6.7.3: Session 6: Love Is Eternal
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session6 
Death plays a prominent, though difficult role in the cycle of life.
“Participants will:
· Learn the sixth Unitarian Universalist Source—in children’s language, ‘The harmony of nature and the sacred circle of life’
· Understand death’s role in the cycle of human life, through a Malagasy story
· Explore ways people stay with us after they die through our memories and their loving acts
· Experience Unitarian Universalist ways to mark the loss of a loved one and honor them after death, through a craft activity and a ritual of love and remembrance.”
6.7.4: Session 10: Love for All Creatures
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session10 
The circle of life embraces reverence for life, which abhors violence. Ahimsa, the Hindu concept of non-harm as another aspect of reverence for life.
“Participants will:
· Learn the third Unitarian Universalist Source, in child-friendly language, ‘the ethical and spiritual wisdom of the world’s religions
· Learn about the Hindu religion through a story about the god Ganesha and exploration of the concept of ‘ahimsa’ (non-harm)
· Understand how wisdom from another religion, Hinduism, can guide Unitarian Universalists, with love, into right relation with animals
· Develop understanding of animal communication and deepen empathy toward animals.”
6.7.5: Session 11: Love and Gratitude
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session11 
Gratitude is a thoughtful response to the circle of life in which we have our being, as well as the gifts we receive from nature.
“This session will:
· Present a lesson about gratitude based in the sixth Unitarian Universalist Source, ‘the harmony of nature and the sacred circle of life’
· Demonstrate our connections to the rhythms of nature through a story about the winter solstice
· Cultivate in children an ‘attitude of gratitude’ and provide opportunities to express thanksgiving
· Foster an ethic of caring for the Earth by promoting awareness of and gratitude for the gifts we receive from nature
· Teach a way to express gratitude so it is personalized, specific, and meaningful.”

6.8: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
6.8.1: Session 5: We Revere Life
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session5 
The focus on birth and reverence for life are central to the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Appreciate the miracle of birth and new beginnings
· Learn UU ways to express reverence for life
· Learn how the congregation and the families in it celebrate births and beginnings
· Understand what it means to ‘dedicate.’”
6.8.2: Session 8: Memorial Rituals
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session8 
Death is a part of the circle of life, and memorial services lift up the meaning and value of life.
“Participants will:
· Create a memorial ritual
· Understand that death is a part of life
· Understand that while Unitarian Universalist memorial rituals vary, all share the goals of helping us (1) acknowledge our loss and (2) celebrate the loved one’s life—indeed, all life—as sacred
· Discover rituals and signs their UU congregation uses when someone dies
· Explore the concept of a person living on after their physical death in other people’s remembered experiences of them, through a story of Jesus.”

6.9: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 9: Spirit of Life (Canteen)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session9 
Water moves through its own cycle and is crucial to the existence of the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Explore the qualities of water through discussion and hands-on experiences
· Make a symbolic connection between the fluidity and pervasiveness of water and the fluidity and pervasiveness of the Spirit of Life
· Develop a personal sense of the Spirit of Life, by reaching into our Jewish and Christian heritage, our Unitarian Universalist love of reason, and our willingness to seek the divine in everything
· Reenact the water communion through visualization and emphasize how all water is connected, just as all things are connected by the Spirit of Life
· Learn the Unitarian Universalist hymn, ‘Spirit of Life’
· Focus on one of the sources of the Unitarian Universalist Living Tradition, “the direct experience of that transcending mystery and wonder, affirmed in all cultures, which moves us to a renewal of the spirit and an openness to the forces which create and uphold life”
6.9.2: Session 16: Resiliency (Hard Hat)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session16 
One of the key characteristics of the circle of life is resiliency.
“Participants will:
· Learn to define resiliency as bouncing back from problems
· Hear the biblical story of a prophetic woman — Miriam, sister of Moses and Aaron —whose resiliency helped her lead her people from slavery
· Explore the structure and language of the Bible by searching for chapters and verses in a variety of versions
· Experience a Jewish dance and song as embodiment of the joy that Miriam felt upon the release from slavery
· Reflect on their own experiences of resiliency, including opportunities and strategies for being resilient in their own lives
· Engage in the spiritual practices of chalice lighting, voicing of joys and concerns, and intentional discussion.

6.10: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.10.1: Session 5: The Blessing of Imperfection
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session5 
A feature of the circle of life is its ability to accept imperfection.
“Participants will:
· Hear a story in which an imperfection was also a special gift that could be shared
· Express, in an art project, their own imperfections in terms of gifts of blessings they can share
· Learn about useful inventions that came about by mistakes or accidents
· Learn that, as Unitarian Universalists, we value the very imperfections that make each individual unique.”

6.11: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
6.11.1: Session 1: The Power of Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session1 
The four elements are fundamental aspects of the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Learn the Sing to the Power theme song and Opening and Closing rituals
· Discover ways everyone is grounded in their own life and location
· Discover connections that tie people together
· Understand the four elements (earth, air, fire, and water) by creating a graphic representation
· Articulate that power has many forms, and that each of us can choose to exercise many kinds of power.”
6.11.2: Session 2: The Power of Roots
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session2 
Roots are important literally and symbolically in the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Consider the ways their roots and heritage ground them and shape who they are
· Describe where they are from—the places, stories, and people that have shaped them—and create poems using these images
· Express, in words and pictures, meaningful events that took place in their homes
· Consider how their roots and heritage may, and may not, shape their future.”
6.11.3: Session 3: The Power of Growth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session3 
Growth is a fundamental feature of the circle of life, especially as illustrated of the seed becoming a plant.
“Participants will:
· Respond to a story about a man who is transforming his economically depressed Detroit neighborhood with a community garden
· Explore the sources of their own food and consider the impact of locally versus globally produced food
· Experience tangible connection to earth, through planting herb seeds in clay pots
· Appreciate how their gifts can connect them to others
· Understand that there are many kinds of growth, from the literal growth of plants to the growth of one’s identity as a leader and the growth of community through joint action.”
6.11.4: Session 13: The Power of Water
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session13 
Water, which exercises power in a number of ways, is crucial to the existence of the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Discover how solutions to problems can often be found using indirect routes and flexibility, two attributes of water power
· Consider the scientific story of how the Grand Canyon was formed by the action of the Colorado River
· Explore processes of working cooperatively for mutually beneficial solutions as a form of water power.”

6.12: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.12.1: Session 5: Out of Nothing
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session5 
Considering the beginning of life leads to more questions about the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Play detective, tracing cause through effect
· Experience a scientific explanation of life’s beginnings
· Weigh the relative value of humanistic teachings (science, reason) and other UU Sources in seeking the ultimate beginning of life
· Take a stand on questions relating to first causes
· Articulate and reflect on their own ideas concerning the beginning of life”
6.12.2: Session 6: Thinking of Death
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session6 
Death is a part of the circle of life, and is important to consider to understand the deeper meanings of the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Compare and contrast death beliefs of various religions
· Learn the perspective of a contemporary Unitarian Universalist theologian
· Consider the concept that we live on, after death, through our actions in life and in the love and memories of others
· Reflect on their own ideas about death
· Plan and/or experience a ritual to recognize the deaths of individuals in their congregation, family or community.”
6.12.3: Session 14: Life as Mystery
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session14 
While we understand so much about life and the circle of life, they are still wrapped in so much mystery.
“Participants will:
· Understand mystery as natural and compelling to humans, and an experience celebrated in our faith
· Refresh their thoughts about Big Questions previously posed
· Hear Unitarian Universalist ideas about the nature and importance of questioning
· Identify the Big Questions most important to their lives
· Grow in comfort with questioning, accepting that questions sometimes produce ambiguous, contradictory answers
· Celebrate mystery.

6.14: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.14.1: Session 9: Spirituality and Me
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session9 
Exploring the nature of soul and conscience takes us deeper into understandings of life and the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Consider the nature of soul and conscience
· Experience a spiritual moment based in music
· Consider the relative importance of possible spiritual and moral advisors.”

6.15: Miracles: A Multigenerational Program on Living in Awe and Wonder
6.15.1: Session 3: The Miracle of Transformation
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-3 
The circle of life can be considered a miracle, as can some of the transformations in the circle of life that we observe or experience.
“Participants will:
· Practice discernment as to what they believe is a “miracle” as they share their own experiences of “miracle moments”
· Create and observe changes of state (gas, liquid, solid) through a number of experiments
· Identify and consider the variety of transformations—some magical, some natural, and some by human agency—in a folk tale from Korea
· Appreciate the miracle of transformation and life cycles in the natural, physical world”

6.16: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
Circle of Trees is a multigenerational program of eight workshops that nurture deep connection with trees, nature, and all of earth’s living creatures. Our 7th principle is deeply connected to the circle of life, which undergirds this program. Any of the 8 sessions can be used to touch upon the circle of life.
Workshop 1: Come Into the Circle
Workshop 2: Trees: Providers of Life
Workshop 3: Trees: Connected to All Life
Workshop 4: Trees: Sanctuary for the Spirit
Workshop 5: Trees: From Peril to Progress
Workshop 6: Council Among the Trees, Part 1
Workshop 7: Council Among the Trees, Part 2
Workshop 8: Come Be With Trees

6.17: Gather the Spirit: A Multigenerational Program about Stewardship
     Gather the Spirit is an eight-session, multigenerational program that teaches stewardship with a focus on water. …Perhaps, today, there is no more compelling focus for our stewardship than the clean, drinkable water all life on Earth requires. Through a lens both scientific and religious, …this program addresses the importance of water, the inequity of access to clean water, and actions we can take as Unitarian Universalist stewards. It asks: Can water sources be owned? Why is clean water scarce in parts of the world? If clean water is abundant where I live, what difference does it make if I conserve it? What can I do to promote global water equity? 
     Water is a fundamental part of the circle of life and the justice focus around clean water is compelling. Any of the 8 sessions can be used to touch upon the circle of life.
Workshop 1: Gather the Spirit
Workshop 2: Gather in Sympathy
Workshop 3: Separate Fires, Kindle One Flame
Workshop 4: Conscience Refined
Workshop 5: Chorus of Life Resounding as One
Workshop 6: Hope, Compassion and Strength
Workshop 7: Gather in Thanks
Workshop 8: Gather to Celebrate

6.18: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
6.18.1: Workshop 3: Indigenous Religions: The Earth Speaks
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop3 
For indigenous peoples, the circle of life is central to their worldview. The aboriginal creation story contains elements of the circle of life.
“Participants will:
· Deepen their understanding of the purposes of religion
· Become familiar with and able to discuss universal features of indigenous religions
· Hear and discuss an aboriginal Australian Dreamtime story
· Experience some strengths of oral tradition through sharing personal accounts
· Build appreciation for world views different from their own.”

Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: There is a circle, Hopi poem (60 words)
[bookmark: _Hlk104806163]There is a circle here . . .
There is a web
A network
Strands connecting
Those who share the vision
Who feel the hope
Who sense the mystery
We touch life
We hear the planet’s pulse
We work quietly
Together
And alone
Each task
Each piece
Each a part of wholeness
There is a circle here . . .
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/25758 

7.2: Seasons of the Self (255 words)
     Life seems to be linear as we move through time. We are born and add one year after another in our individual chain of being. Although, at some point our life will end, time will continue, and so we assume a never-ending straight line. But, in truth, our lives are lived in cycles of circles. Each morning we wake and begin again. As one day circles into the next, we are not engaged in the single, daily and seemingly meaningless task of Sisyphus rolling a boulder up a hill. Rather, we are held in a web of habits and rituals and relationships and tasks through which we make meaning. One of our ongoing tasks is to tend to the circle of life. 
     Our days give way to seasons that arrive with anticipation or some dread depending on where they fall on our continuum from love to hate, or at least dislike. Some of us are spring people, or winter, or summer, or autumn people. Each season this far north is unique whether by virtue of aspen gold and honking geese or sweet corn and watermelon and other unique markers including holidays and holy days. In a way, all of our summer’s eventually become one summer that has been crammed with our living. The same is true of the other seasons, as well as the “seasons of the self” as Unitarian Universalist minister Max Coots called them, writing, “I sometimes sense some stronger seasons in myself, where time is rearranged as something clocks could never tell.” 
Source: Touchstones

7.3: Peony Hugging by Gunilla Norris (251 words)
     Peony hugging, I think to myself as I move from clump to clump. Each place I become more aware of the hard and heavy buds. Their weight has already begun to bend the stems toward the ground. In a few days the blossoms will open, and they will be huge. The whole plant will groan.
     I think of human blossoming and how much it, too, needs to be staked and supported. We need a circle of friends to hold us if we are going to open like peony buds and let out the beauty that is in us.
     How many of us have keeled over just in the time of blooming for lack of support and encouragement? How many of us have not dared to reveal our true selves because we fear being cut, we fear the dying afterward? How many of us say to life, “This is a mistake. I can’t do it. It takes more than I’ve got?”
     It does take everything we’ve got. I walk around the bed. It is a cradle. The plants reach my navel now. Some have only one bud. Some have two, and some have as many as six blossoms. Their peony natures have said ‘yes’ and have opened. The petals radiate out — white with pink — pink with white. I want to find the nature in me that will say “yes” like this. And I want to support others in their blooming …to be a stake, a circle of twine, an encouragement, a witness.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/16132 

7.4: The Beginning is not the Beginning (260 words)
     As we consider the circle of life, it is important to remember that the beginning is not the beginning and the end is not the end. Our life does not work that way. We are born into the ongoing stream of life. A river of life flows through us, and we flow through that river. 
     The beginning is not the beginning. We are born into the middle of a story, into the ongoing cycle of life. Beloved parents, Beloved grandparents. Beloveds—flowing backward in time for generations. Even with our birth, there is memory of loss by those who love us. They bring forward with them all of that and it becomes part of our story, even if we do not realize it. It is in this way that so much that came before is alive in us. And all of this and so much more will become our legacy when the end that is not the end comes. 
     Our life is never our life alone. We share it with the beloveds: parents and grandparents, brothers and sisters, friends and lovers, partners with whom we share our life, our children and grandchildren, valued friends, coworkers and neighbors and others who are all part of the unfolding of our story in time. 
     The beginning is not the beginning. Rather it is a time of momentary pause when we were welcomed into the world, invited into the story to create our part with no idea of what part we would play over a lifetime of living and loving and laughing and losing. 
Source: Touchstones

7.5: To Honor All of Creation by Richard Wagamese (195 words)
     Respect is not something you earn. It’s not something you aspire to or ask of others. It isn’t your right or what you should expect of people. Respect, in the Ojibway world, is the ability to honor all of Creation. It is something that you offer and something that you carry within you. The spiritual blessing of respect is harmony and the spiritual byproduct is community. When you choose to honor all Creation and, in turn, allow yourself to express it in your actions, you live respectfully, and because all things move in a circle, you will become respected. But it starts with the giving. It starts with the recognition that all things exist on the Sacred Breath of Creation and that because of that we are all related, all kin, all essential to the ongoing energy, the eternal heartbeat, the one song on the one drum that is the story of our time here. When you choose to allow yourself to carry respect for all your relations, you choose to allow yourself to honor Creation and you allow yourself to live honorably. Once you accomplish that, your life itself will have become a ceremony.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28698 

7.6: The Poignancy of Loss (213 words)
     Losing. In the magnificence of life, there is loss. Loved ones now gone from our sight, but not gone. The end is not the end. They live in our heart. We tell their stories. We take courage from their example. They remain a part of the circle. 
     But for a moment, let us recall and reflect on our story. The love we shared. The beauty that we created. The good works that we pursued. A story filled with so many beloveds. Photographs and memories. 
     A life can hold so much, and what it is and what it holds continues beyond the end that is not the end. How could this not be true? For the beloveds will continue to love us. Their tears will bless us. When they tell stories about us, they will smile and laugh. So, we are not gone. The essence with which we were born continues, held now in other vessels that we may call mother and father, husband and wife, sister and brother, aunt and uncle, son and daughter, grandson and granddaughter, friend and friend, in-laws, and even some outlaws. 
     The beginning is not the beginning and the end is not the end. And this brings comfort beyond all knowing and being—because we loved and were loved. 
Source: Touchstones

7.7: To All My Relations (or Aho Mitakuye Oyasin in the Sioux language) traditional Lakota prayer (230 words)
     All my relations. I honor you in this circle of life with me today.
     I am grateful for this opportunity to acknowledge you in this prayer. . . .
     To the Creator, for the ultimate gift of life, I thank you.
     To the mineral nation that has built and maintained my bones and all foundations of life experience, I thank you.
     To the plant nation that sustains my organs and body and gives me healing herbs for sickness, I thank you.
     To the animal nation that feeds me from your own flesh and offers your loyal companionship in this walk of life, I thank you.
     To the human nation that shares my path as a soul upon the sacred wheel of Earthly life, I thank you.
     To the Spirit nation that guides me invisibly through the ups and downs of life and for carrying the torch of light through the Ages, I thank you.
     To the Four Winds of Change and Growth, I thank you.
     You are all my relations, my relatives, without whom I would not live. We are in the circle of life together, co-existing, co-dependent, co-creating our destiny. One, not more important than the other. One nation evolving from the other and yet each dependent upon the one above and the one below. All of us a part of the Great Mystery. Thank you for this Life.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/24523 

7.8: Mark the Time (260 words)
We tend the circle of life, in part, through love. We tend it as well by attending to important markers along the way. Unitarian Universalist minister Max Coots wrote, “When love is felt …; when holidays and holy days and such times come; when anniversaries arrive by calendar or consciousness; when seasons come — as seasons do — old and known, but somehow new; when lives are born or people die; when something sacred is sensed in soil or sky; mark the time. Respond with thought or prayer or smile or grief. Let nothing living slip between the fingers of your mind, for all of these are holy things we will not, cannot, find again.” 
In this, tradition is important, whether it is the tradition of a family or a fellowship. In commenting on the flow of generations, the French writer Antoine de St. Exupéry wrote, “…one hands down and another takes up the heritage of mind and heart, laughter and tears, musings and deeds.” He continues, “Love, like a carefully loaded ship, crosses the gulf between the generations” and then he concludes, let us “not neglect the ceremonies of our passage.” 
Think about your own life. What traditions were handed down to you, and what traditions have you handed down? Some of these traditions are like down comforters in which we wrap ourselves. They give meaning to our lives, meaning that is bone-deep, even if we have no words to say what they mean. Without these we lose, wrote St. Exupéry, “all of us that is wordless and full of wonder.” 
Source: Touchstones

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

7.10: Tender Mercies (212 words)
     We tend the circle of life daily in countless ways. Every encounter offers us opportunities to do so: a handshake or warm embrace in greeting, a smile at a passerby, the civility of please and thank you, calling a friend or loved to mind, or just calling them to connect, the thank you note, the sympathy card, the bouquet of flowers, time made for conversation, the visit to the nursing home or hospital, volunteer work, and random kindness and senseless acts of beauty, and so much more. All of these are tender mercies, as we seek to bless and uphold life. 
     The poignancy of the circle of life is often revealed by its bookends, by birth and death. Consider the interval, the celebration of the years, birthday parties to mark the circle of life. For elders, a ritual celebrated many times, a ritual that becomes more poignant with each passing year because it holds all of the experiences and the celebrations that had come before. For the baby, for whom everything is new, the end of the first year arrives, and that first birthday party launches all of the celebrations that will follow. In each celebration, the power and beauty of the circle of life is illuminated for everyone attending. Tender mercies.
Source: Touchstones

7.11: The Root of All Trouble by Joanna Macy (246 words)
     “I am Woompoo Pigeon. I lived in the last pockets of rainforests. I call my song through the giant trees and the cool green light. But I no longer get a reply. Where are my kind? Where have they gone? I hear only the echo of my own call.”
     “I am Mountain. I am ancient, strong, and solid, built to endure. But now I am being dynamited and mined, my forest skin is ripped off me, my topsoil washed away, my streams and rivers choked.”
     One upstart species was at the root of all this trouble—its representatives had better come and hear this council. So, we took turns, a few at a time, putting down our masks and moving to the center of the circle, as humans. There we sat facing outwards, forced to listen only. No chance to divert ourselves with explanations or excuses or analyses of economic necessities.
     When I sat for a spell in the center, a human in the presence of other life-forms, I felt stripped. I wanted to protest. ‘I’m different from the loggers and miners, the multinational CEOs and the consumers they fatten on,’ I wanted to say. ‘I am a sensitive, caring human; I meditate and lead workshops and recycle.’
     …The deep ecology that had so lured me with its affirmation of my interconnectedness with other species now forced me to acknowledge my embeddednesss in my own. …Shared accountability sank in, leaching away any sense of moral immunity.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/11829 

7.12: A song of the earth spirit from the Navajo tradition (97 words)
It is lovely indeed; it is lovely indeed.
I, I am the spirit within the earth,
The feet of the earth are my feet,
The legs of the earth are my legs.
The strength of the earth is my strength,
The thoughts of the earth are my thoughts,
The voice of the earth is my voice.
The feather of the earth is my feather,
All that belongs to the earth belongs to me,
All that surrounds the earth surrounds me.
I, I am the sacred works of the earth.
It is lovely indeed, it is lovely indeed.
Source: https://firstuu.net/sermons/the-sacred-circle-of-life/ 

[bookmark: _Hlk104803990]7.13: Imperfectly Perfect by Lesley Hazleton (100 words)
     A classic Zen exercise is the ensō, the circle hand-drawn in a single fluid brushstroke. It is close to perfect, but never there. If perfection is what you want, you can produce it anytime by using a compass or a computer, but the ensō defies such mechanistic precision; indeed, it is often incomplete, left slightly open as though in invitation to everything beyond it… A perfect circle is uninteresting, a closed system containing nothing, while an imperfect one vibrates with warmth. It invites us into the moment of its creation…It is open, human, fallible—an expression, that is, of soul. 
Source: Agnostic: A Spirited Manifesto by Lesley Hazleton

[bookmark: _Hlk104802303]7.14: Widening Circles by Rainer Maria Rilke (56 words)
     I live my life in widening circles
that reach out across the world.
I may not complete this last one
but I give myself to it.
     I circle around God, around the primordial tower.
I’ve been circling for thousands of years
and I still don’t know: am I a falcon,
a storm, or a great song? 
Translated Joanna Macy
Source: https://onbeing.org/poetry/widening-circles/ 

7.15: Take Your Place in the Circle of Life (195 words)
     Today children may learn about the circle of life by watching the Disney movie, The Lion King, where Mufasa tells Simba, “You must take your place in the Circle of Life,” or by listening to Elton John’s song, Circle of Life. 
     My own introduction to this idea was Buffy St. Marie’s 1967 recording of Joni Mitchell’s song, The Circle Game.In the chorus, Mitchell wrote, “And the seasons they go round and round / And, the painted ponies go up and down / We’re captive on the carousel of time / We can’t return we can only look behind / From where we came / And go round and round and round / In the circle game.” 
    I have often thought that however long life might be, the gift of being a part of the circle of life is so amazing that the length of life is secondary to all of the beauty to behold in each moment. 
     The task before us is to complete our life before death ends it. Given this, let us be good stewards as we tend the circle of life, as we care for ourselves, for others, and for life itself. 
Source: Touchstones

[bookmark: _Hlk104801711]7.16: Belonging by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer (excerpt) (65 words)
Our actions are essential
to the one infinite story of what it is
to be alive. When we feel alone,
we belong to the grand communion
of those who sometimes feel alone—
we are the dust, the dust that hopes,
a rising of dust, a pitch of dust
the dust that dances in the light   
with all other dust, the dust
that makes the world.
Source: https://ahundredfallingveils.com/2021/06/11/belonging-2/ 

[bookmark: _Hlk104801324]7.17: This Earthly City: Hoping without end by William Cleary (92 words)
[bookmark: _Hlk104801294]     It is this earthly city …that we are building. It is here that we are blossoming and becoming our full selves, drawing others into the comforting circle of life, especially those who may otherwise be left outside. Open my heart, Holy Mystery, so I may in turn find someone open to me. Religion starts here in community, in extraordinary diversity, rich in unknowns. Still our hearts are restless with the unexpected, and perhaps that is because we are created full of tomorrow, endlessly hopeful that life, like hope, may be itself endless.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/20282 

7.18: Charles Sumner, excerpt by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (103 words)
Death takes us by surprise, 
And stays our hurrying feet;
The great design unfinished lies,
Our lives are incomplete
But in the dark unknown,
Perfect their circles seem,
Even as a bridge’s arch of stone
Is rounded in the stream.
Alike are life and death,
When life in death survives,
And the uninterrupted breath
Inspires a thousand lives.
Were a star quenched on high,
For ages would its light,
Still traveling downward from the sky,
Shine on our mortal sight.
So when a great man dies,
For years beyond our ken,
The light he leaves behind him lies
Upon the paths of men.
Source: https://www.hwlongfellow.org/poems_poem.php?pid=228 

[bookmark: _Hlk104800765]7.19: The Circle Closed by Scott Russell Sanders (160 words)
     If you belonged to the Ojibwa or some other rooted people, when you returned from a long and perilous journey, your family and neighbors would ask if you learned a new song, met a new animal, come upon a healing herb or a source of food or a holy place. What vision had you brought back for the community? The prime reason for traveling, after all, was to enrich the life at home.
[bookmark: _Hlk104799820]     “What did you find?” my father would ask when I returned from a camping trip or an after-dinner stroll. And I would show him a fossil or feather, tell him how the sun lit up the leaves of a hickory, how a skunk looked me over; I would recall for him the taste of elderberries or the rush of wind in the white pines or the crunch of locust shells underfoot. Only in the sharing of what I had found was the journey completed, the circle closed.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/quotes/quotations/view/7762/spiritual-quotation 

7.20: Everything by C.E. Morgan (126 words)
Everything comes from everything and nothing escapes commonality. I am building a house already built, you are bearing a child already born. Everything comes from everything: a single cell out of another single cell; the cherry tree blossoms from the boughs; the hunter’s aim from his arm; the rivers from tributaries from streams from falls from springs from wells; the Christ thorns out of the honey locust; a word from an ancient word, this book from many books; the tiny black bears out of their durable mothers tumbling from dark lairs; eightieth-generation wild crab abloom again and again and again; your hand out of your father’s; firstborn out of firstborn out of firstborn out of; the weeping willows and the heart leaf, the Carolina, the silky, the upland, the sandbar willows; every tart berry; our work, which disappears; our mothers’ whispers, which disappear; every Thoroughbred; every violet; every kindling twig, bone out of bone; also the heat lightborne, the pollen airborne, the rabbits soft and crickets all angles and the glossy snakes from their slithering, inexhaustible mothers, freshly terrible. When you die, you will contribute your bones like alms.
Source: The Sport of Kings by C.E. Morgan

8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
8.1: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
[bookmark: _Hlk104922186]8.1.1.: Workshop 3: Roots and Wings
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop3 
Roots are an important concept in the circle of life as past generations and our ancestors are considered.
“Participants will:
· Understand that Unitarian Universalism is a living tradition with deep historical and theological roots and an openness to continuous revelation of truths
· Explore the roots of Unitarianism and Universalism
· Identify and explore the significance of ancestors
· Recognize themselves as inheritors and co-creators of a living tradition that calls on all to engage in a ‘free and responsible search for truth and meaning.’”

8.2: Videos to Prompt Discussion
See section 10.0 below 

     Adults
No resources identified 

9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Circle Of Life by Carmen Twillie and Lebo M. (4:06)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GibiNy4d4gc 
9.2: The Circle Game by Joni Mitchell A & Buffy Saint Marie B
Video Link A: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5NEkJhBHh54 (4:55)
Video Link B: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PqjdtUn9lKo (3:02)
9.3: Breaths by Sweet Honey in the Rock (4:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YwLgxyVjwk4 
9.4: Can the circle be unbroken by The Carter Family A & B
Video Link A: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qjHjm5sRqSA (3:07)
Video Link B: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OtmV4Tds1mQ (1:38)
9.5: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ksd0ACUvGdo 
9.6: Crazy Circles by Bad Company (3:35)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=skph_6e42LM 
9.7: 7 Years by Lukas Graham (3:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LHCob76kigA 
9.8: I Wanna Grow Old With You by Westlife (4:08) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0LHmevWVvpc 
9.9: Africa by Peter Mayer (6:23)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3-01F9XWqt4 
9.10: Like a Mountain by Peter Mayer (4:40)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vbuyweye1gU
9.11: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:12)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADl_q5u9dlU 

10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
[bookmark: _Hlk101966832]10.1: This is what was bequeathed us by Gregory Orr – Poetry Film by Taian Lu (1:49)
This poem was originally read in the On Being episode with Gregory Orr, “Shaping Grief With Language”: https://onbeing.org/programs/gregory-...
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v:=BrvMpAavaAw 

10.2: Circle of life by Émilie Grange (2:49)
     “The flower, since antiquity, symbolizes the image of the brevity of life but also its beauty. The video, by a succession of timelapse, shows flowers at different moments of their life. They germinate, hatch and eventually wither. By these three stages, specific to the evolution of each living being, the video Circle of life is an analogy of passing time.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/456235445 

10.3: Zonnatura - circle of life by ljudbilden (0:46)
     Animation of sunflowers growing and propagating.
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/715126 

10.4: Circle of Life: Life & Death by Simon Spear (4:58)
     “Life is an endless circle. This film takes us from the very moments of creation, through the birth, life and ultimately the death of creatures that inhabit our coral Seas and Oceans, and attempts to re-establish our relationship with our water planet by recognizing that perhaps we are not so different after all.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/14500461 (short version)
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/19657911 (full version) (11:27)

10.5: Circle of Life by Milan Zulic (3:31)
     “Circle of life is my old grandma’s lace, which I did unlaced, part by part, and each part of the lace scanned to make them, digitally in a moving line and make from it a new lace, but with a new technology. This is a story of my contact with my ancestors, and the circle of life of each of us. Music: Adrian Portia – Two tribes
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/150488480 

10.6: A Circle of Life by Bente Schoone, Tiest Luijten and Mauritz Seerden (4:25)
A thoughtful take on both life and the circle.
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/152708833 

      Ted Talks
10.7: Living a circular life by Dallas Arcand (17:47)
“This talk was given at a local TEDx event, produced independently of the TED Conferences. Three-time world hoop dancing champion, Dallas Arcand [aka Dancing Buffalo Man of the Cree Nation] explains how dancing in circles has taught him to find a healthy balance in life. His journey of self-discovery inspired his belief in the ability of circles to restore harmony. Dallas also shares his culture and performs a special hoop dance to illustrate the athletic and creative art form that saved his life.”
Source: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=niRs_VIqzYU 
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