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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: So are we bound together by Rev. Elizabeth Lerner Maclay (50 words)
1.2: The Struggle Continues by Rev. Israel Buffardi (62 words)
1.3: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd (95 words)
1.4: To the Four Directions by Joan Goodwin (158 words)
1.5: United by Story and Bound by Love by Andrea Hawkins-Kamper, D.Min. (91 words)
1.6: A Thanksgiving for the Elements by Eric Williams (67 words)
1.7: Committed to Respond by Rev. Lynn Harrison (115 words)
1.8: The Seasons of Life by Rev. Mary Frances Comer (101 words)

1.9: Water! Earth! Air! Fire! by Rev. Peter S. Raible (85 words)

1.10: This Is Our Home, But Not Just Ours by Laura Bogle (187 words)

1.11: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (138 words)

1.12: For Five Thousand Years, Or More by Rev. Matthew Johnson (371 words) 

1.13: Invoking the Past, Present and Future by Rev. Katie Romano Griffin (83 words)

1.14: Welcoming the Ancestors by Rev. Christina Shu and Rev. Tera Little (332 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 For the Web of Life by Rev. Paul Sprecher (41 words)
2.2: Come we now out of the darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)
2.3: Hymn to the Light by Rev. Dr. David Breeden (66 words)
2.4: Together by Rev. Maureen Killoran (252 words)
2.5: Life's Sacred Dance by Rev. Joanne Giannino (39 words)

2.6: Many of the Past Generation and Many of Today... by Sophia Lyon Fahs (84 words)

2.7: This Is the Hour by Rev. Connie Simon (78 words)

2.8: The End Is the Beginning by Katie Gelfand (74 words)

2.9: We Carry The Flame by Rev. Douglas Taylor (176 words)

2.10: We inherit this free faith from the brave and gentle by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (53 words)

2.11: We light this chalice to honor our past by Rev. George Brooks (109 words)

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

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I have Breath

3.2: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines

3.3: SLT #31 Name Unnamed

3.4: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.5: SLT #91 Mother of All
3.6: SLT #112 Do You Hear?
3.7: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life

3.8: SLT #163 For the Earth Forever Turning
3.9: SLT #175 We Celebrate the Web of Life
3.10: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.11: SLT #207 Earth Was Given as a Garden

3.12: SLT #298 Wake, Now, My Senses
3.13: SLT #301 Touch the Earth, Reach the Sky!

3.14: SLT #310 The Earth is Home
3.15: SLT #317 We Are Not Our Own
3.16: SLT #319 Ye Earthborn Children of a Star
3.17: SLT #322 Thanks Be for These

3.18: SLT #323 Break Not the Circle

3.19: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
      Singing the Journey 

3.20: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.21: STJ #1001 Breaths
3.22: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.23: STJ #1007 There’s a River Flowin’ in my Soul
3.24: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing 
3.25: STJ #1011 Return Again
3.26: STJ #1020 Woyaya
3.27: STJ #1037 We Begin Again in Love
3.28: STJ #1051 We Are…

3.29: STJ #1057 Go Lifted Up
3.30: STJ #1059 May Your Life Be As a Song
3.31: STJ #1061 For So the Children Come
3.32: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home
3.33: STJ #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.34: STJ #1069 Ancient Mother
3.35: STJ #1070 Mother I Feel You
3.36: STJ #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother
3.37: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around

     Choral Music 

3.38: Within the Circles of Our Lives by Giselle Wyers
3.39: Circle of Life by Elton John & Tim Rice, arr. Keith Christopher
3.40: Circle of Life by Sheena Phillips 
3.41: Circle by Mary Donnelly and George Strid

3.42: Full Circle by Larry Nickel

3.43: Breaths by Ysaye M. Barnwell

     Popular Music 

3.44: Circle Of Life by Carmen Twillie and Lebo M. (4:06)

3.45: The Circle Game by Joni Mitchell A & Buffy Saint Marie B

3.46: Breaths by Sweet Honey in the Rock (4:08)

3.47: Can the circle be unbroken by The Carter Family A & B

3.48: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)

3.49: Crazy Circles by Bad Company (3:35)

3.50: 7 Years by Lukas Graham (3:59)

3.51: I Wanna Grow Old With You by Westlife (4:08) 

3.52: Africa by Peter Mayer (6:23)

3.53: Like a Mountain by Peter Mayer (4:40)

3.54: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:12)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: A Circle of Life (586 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: All Our Relations by Rev. Gary Kowalski (142 words)
5.2: Sacred Space by MountainHeart (264 words)
5.3: Community Means Strength by Starhawk (115 words)
5.4: May You Never Thirst by Rev. Erica Baron (149 words)
5.5: Earth mother, Star mother by Starhawk (99 words)
5.6: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick (172 words)
5.7: Drops of God by Rev. Tess Baumberger (386 words)
5.8: Garden Prayer by Rev. David M. Horst (387 words)
5.9: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)
5.10: Blessing for Life and the End of Life by Rev. Natalie Fenimore (225 words)
5.11: Humanity’s Psalm by Rev. Cynthia Frado (428 words)
5.12: Meditation on Planting by David Snedden (439 words)
5.13: Meditation on the Four Directions by Rev. Julia Hamilton (686 words)

5.14: They Are with Us Still by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (171 words)

5.15: Immortality by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (251 words)

5.16: Pebble Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (472 words)

6.0: Prayers

6.1: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)
6.2: Prayer of Co-Creation by Rev. Lyn Cox (179 words)
6.3: Who Are We to Bet Against Glory? by Rev. Julia Hamilton (182 words)
6.4: Prayer for the World and the Web by Rev. Claudene (Deane) Oliva (266 words)
6.5: Entwined by Rev. Stephen Shick (114 words)
6.6: Praise to you, the web that connects us to each other by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (218 words)
6.7: Part of a Larger Life by Rev. John Saxon (407 words)
6.8: Prayer in a Time of Awe by Rev. Maureen Killoran (183 words)

6.9: Prayer to Mother Earth by Rev. Lucy Bunch (188 words)

6.10: History's Road by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley and Rev. Clyde Grubbs (396 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #445 The Womb of Stars by Rev. Joy Atkinson

7.2: SLT #517 The End of Desire by Starhawk

7.3: SLT #520 Mother the Earth, Father the Sky from the Tewa Indians

7.4: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Rev. Robert Weston 

7.5: SLT #549 Hymn to Matter by Teilhard de Chardin
7.6: SLT #550 We Belong to the Earth by Chief Noah Sealth

7.7: SLT #551 Earth Teach Me from the Ute Indians

7.8: SLT #552 My Help is in the Mountain by Nancy Wood 

7.9: SLT #558 For Everything a Season from Ecclesiastes 3
7.10: SLT #570 Prayer for the Earth by Barbara Deming

7.11: SLT #606 The Tao by Lao-Tse

7.12: SLT #611 Brahman from the Bhagavad-Gita

7.13: SLT #612 Fearful Joy by Rabindranath Tagore

7.14: SLT #614 The Sacred Hoop by Black Elk

8.0: Readings
8.1: Draw the Circle Wide! by Rev. Nancy Palmer Jones (189 words)
8.2: Thermodynamic Miracles by Alan Moore (231 words)
8.3: There is a time from Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 (147 words)
8.4: The Murky Future by Brigid Gorry-Hines (251 words)
8.5: On Being a Pilgrim by Wendell Berry (257 words) from Jayber Crow
8.6: Nothing is Static by Rev. Manish Mishra-Marzetti (128 words)
8.7: The Pirate Cruise by Rev. Josh Pawelek (219 words)

8.8: Wise Aging: Living With Joy, Resilience, & Spirit by Rachel Cowan and Linda Thal (261 words)
8.9: A letter to the next generations by Arthur Dewey (263 words)
8.10: The Reason for Flowers by Stephen Buchmann (261 words)
8.11: Fail, Fail Again, Fail Better by Pema Chödrön (253 words)
8.12: Water Makes Its Mark by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (217 words)
8.13: The Return of Earth/She by Christopher Sims (394 words)
8:14: Utterance of the Timeless Word by Rev. Angela Herrera (284 words)
8.15: The Stream of Life by Rabindranath Tagore (102 words)
8.16: What Happens When We Stop Living? by Rev. Nathan Walker (202 words)
8.17: Love the gift of your life and do no harm by Rev. Mark Belletini (231 words)
8.18: Communion Circle by Rev. Mark Belletini (167 words)
8.19: Trees by Hermann Hesse, 1918 (275 words)
8.20: In Between by Rev. Victoria Safford (247 words)

8.21: Tangled by Dawn Star Sarahs-Borchelt (231 words)
8.22: Prayers Whispering to Each Other by HP Rivers (376 words)

8.23: Children Widen the Circle of Our Being in Ways That Are Limitless by Rev. Gary Kowalski (158 words)

8.24: It Is That Time and That Place by Rev. Qiyamah Rahman (351 words)

8.25: Origins by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (258 words)

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10.1: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)
10.2: Seasonal Transitions by Rev. Andrew Pakula (56 words)
10.3: Four Element Blessing by Eric Williams (54 words)
10.4: Blessed Is the Sky by Eric Williams (46 words)
10.5: Prayer for a Drop in the Bucket by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (100 words)
10.6: I Send You Out by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (63 words)
10.7: An ending or a beginning? by Rev. Dr. Michael Schuler (93 words)
10.8: As we depart one from another by Rev. James Hobart (96 words)
10.9: Inspired by Our Ancestors by Rev. Leia Durland-Jones (67 words)

10.10: Because of those who came before by Rev. Barbara Pescan (48 words)

10.11: Remembering our spiritual, courageous ancestors by Rev. Rhys Williams

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Keep the Circle Whole: The Challenge of Unitarian Universalist Theology by Rev. Dr. Rebecca Parker (excerpt, full text at https://www.sksm.edu/wp-content/uploads/2014/03/unitariantheol.pdf) (1,266 words)
11.2: The Giving Tree by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland Source: Touchstones (1,201 words)
11.3: The Circle of Life by Rev. Arthur Lavoie (Excerpt, full text at https://docs.wixstatic.com/ugd/876269_f24c04c5705049e88fb1cff429c2d984.pdf) (1,214 words)
11.4: Beyond Tolerance: Being a Christian & Pagan Community by Rev. Dr. Cynthia L. Landrum (Excerpt, full text at http://www.libertyuu.org/sermons/02-17-2008%20-%20Paganism%20&%20Christianity%20-%20Cynthia%20Landrum.pdf) (1,204 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: So are we bound together by Rev. Elizabeth Lerner Maclay (50 words)
As drops of rain that find each other and build to become a track, a rivulet, a stream, a river, a sea, so are we drawn together; so are we fortunate to find each other; so are we bound together, on this shared passage toward an unknown ocean and eternity.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/so-are-we-bound-together 

1.2: The Struggle Continues by Rev. Israel Buffardi (62 words)
     The road that lies ahead of us is a long one, and the pace of progress will sometimes feel glacially slow.

     Never forget that glaciers over time can carve out grand canyons and great lakes.

     Moving tectonic plates can rise up mountains over millennia, or they can explode awe-inspiring volcanoes in milliseconds.

     Our commitment to love and justice can do the same.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/struggle-continues 

1.3: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd (95 words)
Wind that whispers through the willow trees
Sun that sustains us
Water that washes over willing earth and weathered stones
A smile shared and savored
A child’s squeal of delight as she dances in the daisies and daffodils
The quiet joy of gathered community
This, this is the spirit of life and love that we call forth now into this gathering
May this spirit infuse our hearts, fill our souls, and carry us forward like a wave on the ocean
as we enter now into this sacred time and space.
Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/wind-water-sun 

1.4: To the Four Directions by Joan Goodwin (158 words)
     Spirit of the East, Spirit of Air,
of Morning and Springtime
Be with us as the sun rises in times of beginning,
in times of planting.
Inspire us with the fresh breath of courage
as we go forth into new adventures.

     Spirit of the South, Spirit of Fire,
of noontime and Summer.
Be with us through the heat of the day
and help us to be ever growing.
Warm us with strength and energy
for the work that awaits us.

     Spirit of the West, Spirit of Water,
of evening and autumn
Be with us as the sun sets
and help us to enjoy a rich harvest.
Flow through us with a cooling,
healing quietness and bring us peace.

     Spirit of the North, Spirit of Earth,
of nighttime and winter
Be with us in the darkness
in the time of gestation.
Ground us in the wisdom of the changing seasons
as we celebrate the spiraling journey of our lives.

Source: https://www.harvardsquarelibrary.org/poetry-prayers-visual-arts/joan-goodwin-to-the-four-directions/ 

1.5: United by Story and Bound by Love by Andrea Hawkins-Kamper, D.Min. (91 words)
Gather we now into this space, this time when the Wheel turns and the Veil shatters.
Gather we now to remember, to grieve, to prophesy, to complete our harvests before the Long Dark comes.
Gather we now to tell the Old Stories and sing the Old Songs, to be as we have always been —the Voice of our people eternal.
Gather we now to celebrate that which was, that which is, and that which will be.
Gather we now, as we have always done, united by Story and bound by Love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/united-story-and-bound-love 

1.6: A Thanksgiving for the Elements by Eric Williams (67 words)
     The strength of the Earth is the stones
And the same is the source of our bones.

     The Water flows across the ground
And within our blood.  

     The Air blows around the world
And brings us our breath.

     The Fire streams forth from the Sun without ceasing
And sustains our lives.  

     By these elements
We are formed.

     By our voices
The beauty of the Creation is sung.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/united-story-and-bound-love 

1.7: Committed to Respond by Rev. Lynn Harrison (115 words)
Committed to respond to the call of a wounded world…
We join together this day with loving hearts, hands and minds.
Embracing the interconnected web of water, air and earth…
We light a fire of sustaining hope, ever bright with love and justice.
May we bring forth this day new wisdom, strength and courage
To create a new world not of wealth, but well-being.
A world of new peace and abundance for all.
As we give thanks for this earth, our shared and singular home,
May we dedicate ourselves to its ongoing care.
Rising to the calls deep within us, and all around us…
May we respond today and always with courage and with love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/committed-respond 

1.8: The Seasons of Life by Rev. Mary Frances Comer (101 words)

     We are grateful to mark time with seasons,

to celebrate birthdays and anniversaries,

or to gather as family to remember our loved ones.

     In all these seasons, may we give thanks for the breath of life,

ever mindful of the fragile nature of existence.

May we live fully in each moment.

     From summer to fall and winter to spring,

we gather in mystery and in the bonds of beloved community.

     May we radiate love both within and beyond these walls,

this day and all the days to come,

caring for those we love and for those we have yet to meet.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/seasons-life 

1.9: Water! Earth! Air! Fire! by Rev. Peter S. Raible (85 words)

     Water! Earth! Air! Fire!

     Water: nurturer of life, sustainer of growth, basic to every living thing;

     Earth: where every seedling takes root; the ground of our being, our home and point of outlook;

     Air: in every breath we acknowledge the atmosphere wherein we live; the elixir of our existence;

     Fire: thwarter of cold, light against the darkness, symbol of the burning human spirit.

     Water! Earth! Air! Fire!

     These signify the larger unity of all life and the glory of creation wherein our spirits are embraced.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5429.shtml 

1.10: This Is Our Home, But Not Just Ours by Laura Bogle (187 words)

     We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just ours.

This land we live on, this water we drink, this air we breathe;

These old mountains that hold us steady to our ground;

These forests that give us their healing green, these flowers that give us their beauty and fragrance, these fields that give us our daily bread, these stars that show us our place.

The wilderness and the tame backyards, all of it our home.

We remember the ancestors who have lived on this land, and who have shaped it:

[Note: please amend to reflect the indigenous people of your own geographical setting:] 

     The Cherokee, the settlers, the mountaineers, the farmers, the hunters, the immigrants, the artists, the families, the explorers, the business-people, the engineers, the builders, the scientists, the teachers, the workers, the leaders.

     We inherit their choices.

We honor the animals and creatures that have made their home in this land, the ones here now, and the ones that used to be here.

We envision the future generations who will live on this land, and let their voices fill our hearts.

We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just ours.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/our-home-not-just-ours 

1.11: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (138 words)

     Ancestors who spoke with bravest fire,

lend us your senses

that we may know another world

is on her way, breathed into life

with our participation in her creation.

     Forebears who led the way where there was, at first, no way,

lend us your persistence, your temerity, your assurance

that the moral arc of the universe does, indeed, bend towards justice.

     Ones who went before us,

sacrificing for a future not your own,

help us to give of ourselves

that the common stones in our hands today

might be cathedrals of compassion today,

halls of restorative justice tomorrow,

sheltering walls of Beloved Community the day after.

     It is Sunday morning, the day we gather.

Let us be thankful and full of praise

to be in the company of those who came before,

yet are ever in our midst.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/ever-our-midst 

1.12: For Five Thousand Years, Or More by Rev. Matthew Johnson (371 words) 

     For five thousand years, or more,

more than fifteen thousand generations,

human beings have been invoking spiritual power.

My predecessors, and yours,

have gathered together

to make sense of their lives

and their place in the cosmos.

     And they have spoken aloud,

and invited what they conceived as sacred and powerful to be with them.

     They called upon the spirits of air and earth, fire and water.

They called the bear and dear.

They asked for the raven to protect them.

They pleaded for the heroes of old to slay the monsters of their fears.

They sang songs they learned from their grandparents, and moved in the appointed ways, or in ways that were new, but felt like the right thing to do.

     And they imputed power to these spirits, and to the memories of those heroes.

They called them gods.

And they were invoked.

Vishnu and Kali,

Elohim, Odin, and a hundred million others.

Every group of people,

everywhere:

they gathered to make sense of their lives and to make sense of their place in the cosmos, and they called these spirits to be present to them.

     And so do we.

So do we—we gather this morning

to make sense of ourselves and this universe in which we live, as best we are able.

And we call ourselves to worship together, and we invoke the power and wonder of life itself, that to which all those spirits of animals, and memories of heroes pointed the way.

     We invoke that power,

which is, we know, always around, always with us, but which we sometimes forget about.

We forget that we are part of the whole of creation.

We forget that we are stardust.

We forget that we are capable of miracles, first among them, that we can love.

We forget these things,

So, we invoke the power of existence

so that we can remember.

So, we can lift our eyes and open our ears to the true and beautiful.

     For five thousand years, or more,

we have done this.

In many tongues, in many ways,

we have done this.

And so, we continue that ancient tradition, in our way and in our time, and so let us now worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/for-five-thousand-years 

1.13: Invoking the Past, Present and Future by Rev. Katie Romano Griffin (83 words)

Come, let us enter this space of hope and community.

Come, let us enter this space with our sorrows, our joys, our passion and compassion.

Come. let us enter this space with the stories of our ancestors, for their strength and wisdom beats in our hearts.

Come into this space, present to the beloved companions who move beside us.

Come into this space, mindful that together we are building a future for other generations.

Come: come into this space and let us worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/invoking-past-present-and-future 

1.14: Welcoming the Ancestors by Rev. Christina Shu and Rev. Tera Little (332 words)

     The ritual of welcoming and honoring ancestors is an ancient spiritual practice found in many cultures and traditions. Thus, we begin this ceremony with paying tribute and expressing gratitude to our ancestors.

     From our histories our ancestors call to us, asking “whence we come, and how and whither?” We are grateful for their gifts, their lessons, and their challenge; calling us into accountability and responsibility to fulfill their hopes and aspirations, for “What they dreamed be ours to do.”

     We call on and invoke our parents, grandparents, aunties and uncles, our siblings, from across time and place, to be here with us.

     We call on the early Unitarians and Universalists, lay people and ordained ministers, who brought our faith tradition to [State] and [Region].
     We call on ancestors of [Congregation's Name] who built, grew, and dreamed this church and this community into being.

     We call on those who represent peoples of [City]: those who strove to build beloved community, representing diverse cultures and traditions, including the indigenous peoples of different tribes.

     We call upon our activist ancestors – those who struggled for justice, freedom and liberation of all people – who challenge us to “honor the fullness of each and every human being.” We especially lift up those who battled the racism and oppression right here in [City],
which is still alive today; they ask us to join the on-going struggle to make this city whole.

     We call upon and honor the beauty of the earth, this particular part of creation that this church ministers in: the [local mountains, river, or geographical features],
our interconnectedness to nature and to the history of the land itself.

      Now we ask you to call to your mind own particular ancestors—family roots, spiritual mentors and guides. Each one of us brings into the room our own network of people and places.

     … May our ancestors guide us on our way.

May they bless this space and time, and the work we are about to do.

Please everyone join us in saying, “Ancestors, be with us.”

     Ancestors, be with us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/welcoming-ancestors 

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 For the Web of Life by Rev. Paul Sprecher (41 words)
We light this chalice for the web of life which sustains us,
For the sacred circle of life in which we have our being,
For the Earth, the Sky, Above and Below, and
For our Mother Earth, and for the Mystery.

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

2.2: Come we now out of the darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)
     Come we now out of the darkness of our unknowing
    and the dusk of our dreaming;
Come we now from far places.
Come we now into the twilight of our awakening
    and the reflection of our gathering.
Come we now all together.

     We bring, unilluminated, our dark caves of doubting;
We seek, unbedazzled, the clear light of understanding.
May the sparks of our joining kindle our resolve,
    brighten our spirits, reflect our love,
        and unshadow our days.
Come we now; enter the dawning.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/come-we-now 

2.3: Hymn to the Light by Rev. Dr. David Breeden (66 words)
Our light is the light of the sun,
keeper of all we love;

our light is the light of the earth,
provider of sustenance;

our light is the light of all living things,
life precious like our own.

our light is the light of each of us,
bound together in need and hope;

our light is the light of the cosmos,
keeper of all we know.

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

2.4: Together by Rev. Maureen Killoran (252 words)
     In this free church, we come together without creed, focusing instead on the core values of justice, equity and compassion...

      Of mutual acceptance of our diverse ways of being, as we seek to connect ourselves more fully with the unfolding truths of life and of our world.

     We come together in shared conviction that all people deserve a voice in matters that concern them, and that it is up to each of us to protect the rights of all—particularly those who, for whatever reason, have long been held in silence.

     We come together in the stubborn belief that community is possible and that peace is more than a dream.

     We commit together to affirm in our actions as well as our words, the inherent worth and dignity of every human being.

     We come together in awareness of our interdependence with all humanity, and with the wider web of existence, for that too is part of what is meant by “we.”
     In this free church, we come together without creed, believing that the way we live in the world bears testament to the value of our beliefs.

     We light this chalice as a beacon of hope for who have gathered here this day. For all who have ever walked through our doors, for those who may yet find this spiritual home, and for those whose paths will never come our way.

     For all this, and for all those things we dare to hope and dream, we kindle our chalice flame this day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-come-together-without-creed 

2.5: Life's Sacred Dance by Rev. Joanne Giannino (39 words)

We light this chalice in honor of Life’s sacred dance of living and dying.

May its flame remind us of those who have passed …fragments of holiness.

May it remind us that we, too, are participants in the dance.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/lifes-sacred-dance 

2.6: Many of the Past Generation and Many of Today... by Sophia Lyon Fahs (84 words)

Many of the past generation and many of today have found three abiding values in prayer: the quiet meditation on life,

the reaching out toward the universal and the infinite,

and the courageous facing of one's profoundest wishes.

Let parents sense and share with their children the glory and mystery of everyday things.

Let them look with sympathy upon humanity's age-long dilemmas.

Let no questions be taboo.

The next generation can ill afford to have the deeper values deleted from the book of life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/56417.shtml 

2.7: This Is the Hour by Rev. Connie Simon (78 words)

This is the hour. The time has come. Mindful of our responsibilities as leaders of this faith and guardians of the living tradition, we call upon that great cloud of witnesses—those who came before, those who are here now and those who have yet to come. We seek their presence, love and support in this place at this hour. We kindle this flame to light their path and call them near as we undertake this sacred work.

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

2.8: The End Is the Beginning by Katie Gelfand (74 words)

We call forth the life of our faith by igniting our chalice.

This spark of new beginnings invites us into a sacred space

to reflect where we have been and where we are going.

Even knowing that this particular flame will intentionally end

with our ritual extinguishing, we fear not its end…

For we know, with brave hearts,

that from every ending of our lives,

We are sent forth to make a new beginning.

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

2.9: We Carry The Flame by Rev. Douglas Taylor (176 words)

     Voice One, Elder (with chalice):

Across the generations we have carried the flame.

We fought the injustice, sang the songs, spoke for truth, and built something lasting.

We join in the line and we carry the flame forward.

(Pass chalice and mic to next speaker)

     Voice Two, Active Leader (with metal candle lighter/snuffer):

Across the generations we are tending the flame.

Hand in hand together we share in the work of fighting injustice, singing the songs, speaking the truth

And we are here to build something lasting.

We join in the line and we carry the flame forward

(Pass the chalice, candle lighter, and mic to next speaker)

     Voice Three, Young Adult (with candle):

Across the generations we have been nourished by this flame.

We are singing new songs, breaking old barriers, sharing in the work

And as we find our own space in what has been, we are here to make space for the next person as well

We join in the line and we carry the flame forward.

(Set up the chalice and candle on the table, pass the lighting stick and mic to next speaker)

     Voice Four, Family with Young Child (with fire):

Across the generations, this flame comes to us.

We are here for the songs, for the justice, for the community sharing the work

We are here now, too, to build something new and lasting. We are ready for a new day together.

We join in the line and we carry the flame forward.

(Light the chalice)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-carry-flame 

2.10: We inherit this free faith from the brave and gentle by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (53 words)

     This light we kindle

is set in the lamp of our history.

     We inherit this free faith

from the brave and gentle, fierce and outspoken

hearts and minds that have come before us.

     Let us be worthy inheritors of this faith

and through our good works, pass it boldly to a new generation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/light-we-kindle 

2.11: We light this chalice to honor our past by Rev. George Brooks (109 words)

     May we light this chalice to honor our past:

for Jan Hus, burned at the stake

for suggesting that the cup be shared by all;

for our Service Committee's earliest days,

when its logo enabled the persecuted to find a safe haven.

     May we light this chalice to endorse our present:

for our commitment to truth and freedom,

without which right relationships are impossible;

for our commitment to character and honor,

without which our dignity is a sham.

     Let us light this chalice to symbolize our future:

for a brighter future for every person on earth;

for a sustaining faith that carries us through even the darkest of times.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-light-chalice-honor-our-past 

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

     We take time to remember

The ancestor’s journey

Lit by a thousand stars

What the wilderness taught them

“Blessed art thou oh lord”

Trust in the path

Celebrate with joy

     What might the wilderness teach us

Where can we pray to our thousand stars

To feel our own life’s blessings

To know our own journey

Lit from within

We take time to remember

and celebrate with joy

     We light out chalice in honor of this celebration of journey, ancestors and joy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-take-time-remember-0 

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I have Breath

3.2: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines

3.3: SLT #31 Name Unnamed

3.4: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.5: SLT #91 Mother of All
3.6: SLT #112 Do You Hear?
3.7: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life

3.8: SLT #163 For the Earth Forever Turning
3.9: SLT #175 We Celebrate the Web of Life
3.10: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.11: SLT #207 Earth Was Given as a Garden

3.12: SLT #298 Wake, Now, My Senses
3.13: SLT #301 Touch the Earth, Reach the Sky!

3.14: SLT #310 The Earth is Home
3.15: SLT #317 We Are Not Our Own
3.16: SLT #319 Ye Earthborn Children of a Star
3.17: SLT #322 Thanks Be for These

3.18: SLT #323 Break Not the Circle

3.19: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
      Singing the Journey 

3.20: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.21: STJ #1001 Breaths
3.22: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.23: STJ #1007 There’s a River Flowin’ in my Soul
3.24: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing 
3.25: STJ #1011 Return Again
3.26: STJ #1020 Woyaya
3.27: STJ #1037 We Begin Again in Love
3.28: STJ #1051 We Are…

3.29: STJ #1057 Go Lifted Up
3.30: STJ #1059 May Your Life Be As a Song
3.31: STJ #1061 For So the Children Come
3.32: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home
3.33: STJ #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.34: STJ #1069 Ancient Mother
3.35: STJ #1070 Mother I Feel You
3.36: STJ #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother
3.37: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around

     Choral Music 

3.38: Within the Circles of Our Lives by Giselle Wyers
(voicing: SSATB) (level: medium) (length: 4:25) (a cappella)

“The profound text by Wendell Berry offers some possibilities for choirs wishing to add a bit of staging to their performance. The composer, reflecting on the text, uses ascending intervals of the fifth, sixth, and fourth as motives symbolic of a circle. At the conclusion, the sopranos having been together throughout, now divide into two parts, echoing each other to add to the drama of the ending.”

Source: https://sbmp.com/SR2.php?CatalogNumber=1395 

3.39: Circle of Life by Elton John & Tim Rice, arr. Keith Christopher
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 4:48) (various)

“This magnificent song from the Walt Disney animated feature film, "The Lion King," has a magical quality that stirs the emotions of all who hear it.  Keith Christopher's superb arrangement has captured all of the contemporary flavor of Elton John's hit….”

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/1911841.item#.YouQdNrMLIV 

3.40: Circle of Life by Sheena Phillips 
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: ?) (a cappella)

“This five-movement work for SATB choir is based on five different Native American peoples. The sequence starts with ‘Falling,’ a lullaby, and ends with ‘Rising,’ an image of spirits gently swaying on their final journey above. Between these two, lie ‘Waking,’ a celebration of the joy of being alive, ‘Singing,’ which expresses the experience of attending deeply to the natural world, and ‘Leaving,’ in which images of autumn remind us poignantly that we must all one day depart from this earth.”

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Circle-of-Life/10518963.item#.YouTU9rMLIU 

3.41: Circle by Mary Donnelly and George Strid

(voicing: two part) (level: easy) (length: ?) (piano)

“Two-part choral describing life as a circle.” 

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Circle/3193554.item#.YouURNrMLIU 

3.42: Full Circle by Larry Nickel

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:03) (piano)

Based on the poem by Fred Cogswell below, words adapted by Larry Nickel. 

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Circle/3193554.item#.YouURNrMLIU 

Poem by Fred Cogswell

A child holds one end of a string

the other end is tied to a pull toy 

the wheels of the pull toy roll on the grass 

the grass is rooted in the earth 

the earth touches the waters of the sea 

the sunlight warms the water 

the water rises and forms into a cloud 

the cloud breaks

the rain falls

on the child holding the string

3.43: Breaths by Ysaye M. Barnwell

(voicing: SSATB) (level: medium) (length: 4:00) (a cappella)

Based on the poem by Birago Diop at http://quaker.org/legacy/poplar/messages/20150301_Forefathers.pdf  

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/3701445.item#.Youcw9rMLIU 

     Popular Music 

3.44: Circle Of Life by Carmen Twillie and Lebo M. (4:06)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GibiNy4d4gc 

3.45: 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)

3.46: Breaths by Sweet Honey in the Rock (4:08)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YwLgxyVjwk4 
3.47: 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)

3.48: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ksd0ACUvGdo 

3.49: Crazy Circles by Bad Company (3:35)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=skph_6e42LM 

3.50: 7 Years by Lukas Graham (3:59)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LHCob76kigA 

3.51: I Wanna Grow Old With You by Westlife (4:08) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0LHmevWVvpc 

3.52: Africa by Peter Mayer (6:23)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3-01F9XWqt4 

3.53: Like a Mountain by Peter Mayer (4:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vbuyweye1gU
3.54: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:12)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADl_q5u9dlU 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: A Circle of Life (586 words)
     It was early October and the apples were finally ripe. The tree, an Albemarle Pippin, stood by itself in the pasture of the family farm. The Baker farm had been in the family since 1752. It was located just 30 miles east of Monticello in the area of Virginia called the Piedmont. No one knew when the tree had been planted, but it was very old.

     The apples were just plain green, but they tasted so good. Everyone on the farm loved them: the family, cows, rabbits, squirrels, field mice, and cardinals. The Baker children, Susan and Daniel, helped to pick the apples each fall. They kept some of them in the cool basement of the farmhouse where they would last for months. While some farmers used the Pippin to make apple cider, it was best for making apple pies. 

     Susan, who was in eighth grade, did a science project about the Albemarle Pippin. She learned that the apple had been grown by both George Washington and Thomas Jefferson. At Monticello, Jefferson’s plantation, there had once been 50 of these apple trees growing in the south orchard. Susan wondered if that had been where their tree came from as a seedling. She also learned that the Albemarle Pippin tree could live to be between 100 and 150 years old. 

     The next spring, Susan discovered a small seedling about 40 feet north of their apple tree. It must have grown from a seed. To protect the tree, she encircled it with a small fence. Every time Susan was in that part of the pasture, she tended the tree. By the time she left for college, the tree was four feet tall. When she graduated from college, it was eight feet tall. That year was the first time that the tree had apple blossoms. Susan was so excited. Back home and working on the farm, she paid even more attention to the tree. 

     In the fall, she picked all of the apples from the tree. There were just eight apples. She gave two each to her father, mother, and brother. Susan took a bite of one of the remaining apples. It was so delicious. 

     By mid-November all of the leaves on both trees had fallen to the ground. Susan thought the trees looked so beautiful with their bare branches reaching skyward. 

     That was when a terrible thunderstorm came roaring through the valley in the middle of the night. The lighting lit up the nighttime sky and the thunder was so loud it shook the farmhouse. Early the next morning, Susan and her father went out to see if there was any damage. That’s when they saw the old apple tree. It had been hit by lighting and the trunk was split in two. Susan was in shock and began to cry. She couldn’t believe that the tree that she had known all of her life had been destroyed. She looked up at her father and saw tears in his eyes as well. They walked up to the tree and rubbed their hands over the bark of the tree trunk. Such sadness! 

     Susan turned around to see if the young tree had been damaged. It was unharmed. She ran to the tree, surprised by all of the things that she was feeling: grief and gratitude, sorrow and joy, anger and relief. Living on a farm, she knew all about the circle of life. Looking at both trees, however, the circle of life touched her heart in a new way.

Source: Touchstones
5.0: Meditations

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-our-relations 

5.2: Sacred Space by MountainHeart (264 words)
     We have come together to form a community of kindred spirits — to make interconnections with the Earth and all her life — of which we are a part.

     We gather to help heal ourselves from the sickness of separation from Mother Earth — an unnatural separation which makes her sick also. We gather to heal ourselves, our Earth.

     We gather to rediscover our tribal roots and to celebrate the Dance of Life — for we are Dancers who have perhaps forgotten the steps that we knew as children — but we crave the Dance in our Deepest Beings.

     We join together to feel our Hearts beat — to know they are part of the pulse of the Earth.

We gather together to share our Breaths — to breathe the Air that is the Breath of the Earth — the breath of our grandfathers and grandmothers.

     We gather together to share the warmth of the Fire of Life, which burns within us all — to feel the tidal rhythms of the Oceanic blood coursing through our veins.

     We join each other to affirm the goodness — the sacredness — of our bodies and to celebrate our natural, good wildness — to shed our unnatural estrangement from ourselves and from wilderness.

     We come together to nurture each other and our Earth, who nurtures us.

     We join together in a sacred protective circle in which we can let fly the child within. A 

     …Our Circle is Opened but Unbroken, for the Peace of the Goddess, the Strength of the Laughing God, the Nurturing of the Earth Mother and the Light of the Stars can always be found within.

Source: https://www.patheos.com/blogs/naturessacredjourney/2017/06/meditation-1988/ 

5.3: Community Means Strength by Starhawk (115 words)
We are all longing to go home to some place
we have never been—a place half-remembered and half-envisioned
we can only catch glimpses of from time to time.
Community.
Somewhere, there are people to whom we can speak with passion
without having the words catch in our throats.
Somewhere a circle of hands
will open to receive us, eyes will light up as we enter,
voices will celebrate with us whenever we come into our own power.
Community means strength
that joins our strength to do the work that needs to be done.
Arms to hold us when we falter.
A circle of healing.
A circle of friends.
Someplace where we can be free.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/community-means-strength 

5.4: May You Never Thirst by Rev. Erica Baron (149 words)
     May you never thirst. May your body and your spirit always have what they need. When you are in need of refreshment, or new life, may the waters be available to you. May you never know thirst unto death, in your body or in your soul. May you never thirst.

     And may your body and your spirit always thirst enough to stay alive. May you know the dissatisfaction with things as they are that leads to work for justice. May you know the thirst for new knowledge that leads to the quest for truth. May you know the desire for deeper connection that creates new and stronger relationships. May you know the spiritual thirst that keeps the soul searching, and gives the sweetness of new discovery to faithful followers of spiritual paths of all kinds.

    May you never thirst too deeply, but may your thirst never be entirely quenched.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/may-you-never-thirst 

5.5: Earth mother, Star mother by Starhawk (99 words)
Earth mother, star mother,
You who are called by
a thousand names,
May all remember
we are cells in your body
and dance together.
You are the grain
and the loaf
That sustains us each day.
And as you are patient
with our struggles to learn
So shall we be patient
with ourselves and each other.
We are radiant light
and sacred dark
–the balance–
You are the embrace the heartens
And the freedom beyond fear.
Within you we are born
we grow, live, and die–
You bring us around the circle
to rebirth,
Within us you dance
Forever

Source: SLT #524
5.6: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick (172 words)
     Early spring awakens
memories of a deeper cold
and hopes of a warmer

wetness,
sprouting seeds and budding branches.

     Gray trees on gray sky screen eyes
from all that lies

waiting:
the color of a million

flowers,
the feathers of migrating

songbirds,
the blossoming smiles of

friends.

     Soon we will no longer look to the night stars to guide us.
Soon the path

will be lit and our task certain.

     In the warming days we will plant our

future,
uprooting useless skeletons of

last year’s harvest,
breaking the clods

of indifference,
carefully pulling the

weeds of

neglect
so

that roots can stretch.

     Before the harvest moon rises and we wait

again,
images of still distant summer

days
awaken thoughts of a time

when
all is done that can be done.

     Then the harvest.
Then the transformation.
Then the baking.
Then the

bread.

     All we know and love is in this cycle.
All that has been or will be is in

this loaf.
Take it.
Break it.
Give

thanks
and pass it on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/communion-with-earth-sky 

5.7: Drops of God by Rev. Tess Baumberger (386 words)
     God, God is water sleeping
in high-piled clouds.
She is gentle drink of rain,
pooling lake, rounding pond,
angry flooding river.
She is frothy horse-maned geyser.
She is glacier on mountains and polar ice cap,
and breath-taking crystalline ideas of snowflakes.
She is frost-dance on trees.
And we, we are drops of God,
her tears of joy or sorrow,
ice crystals
and raindrops
in the ocean of her.

     God, God is air wallowing
all about us,
She is thin blue atmosphere embracing
our planet, gentle breeze.
She is wind and fiercesome gale
centrifugal force of tornado and hurricane,
flurry of duststorm.
She is breath, spirit, life.
She is thought, intellect, vision and voice.
And we, we are breaths of God,
steady and soft,
changeable and destructive.
We are her laughter and her sighs,
atomic movements,
(sardines schooling)
in the firmament of her.

     God, God is fire burning,
day and night.
She is sting of passion,
blinking candle,
heat that cooks our food.
She is fury forest fire
and flow of lava which destroys and creates, transforms.
She is home fire and house fire.
She is giving light of sun and
solemn mirror-face of moon,
and tiny hopes of stars.
And we, we are little licking flames
flickering in her heart,
in the conflagratory furnace of her.

     God, God is power of earth,
in and under us.
She is steady, staying,
fertile loam, body, matter, tree.
She is crumbling limestone and shifting sand,
multi-colored marble.
She is rugged boulder and water-smoothed agate,
she is gold and diamond, gemstone.
She is tectonic plates and their motion,
mountains rising over us,
rumble-snap of earthquake,
tantrum of volcano.
She is turning of our day,
root of being.
And we, we are pebbles
and sand grains,
and tiny landmarks,
in the endless terrain of her.

     God, God is journal of time marching
through eternity.
She is waking of seasons, phases of moon,
movements of stars.
She is grandmother, mother, daughter.
She is transcending spiral of ages
whose every turn encompasses the rest,
history a mere babe balanced on her hip.
She is spinning of universes
and ancestress of infinence.
She is memory, she is presence, she is dream.
And we, we are brief instants,
intersections, nanoseconds,
flashing gold-hoped moments in the eons of her.

     God, God is.
And we, we are.

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

5.8: Garden Prayer by Rev. David M. Horst (387 words)
     Early in the morning, before the children are awake and while the grass is still dewy, I like to walk in my garden. It’s “my” garden only because it shares the same small plot of land my family and I inhabit. The garden does not really belong to me; I belong to it—at least for the short time I’m here. Today I’m still in my slippers and have my first cup of coffee in hand.

     Much of what grows had been planted two or three homeowners ago, some I’ve planted since our arrival; but, if they belong to anyone or anything, the plants and flowering trees I come to see and smell — viburnum, dogwood, magnolia, and crab apple— belong to the sun and rain and soil. These living things are a beauty not of my making, though surely made of my desire.

     At the moment, the rose bushes are in full burst of red and perfume. The hydrangeas are sure to open their moppy heads as soon as the sun falls upon them. The weedy looking globe thistles are turning lovely blue and spiky. The foxglove, however, rules the garden. Its central stalk is five-feet high and heavy with pink, scoop-shaped blossoms with charming freckles inside. I am awed by the abundance.

     I’d intended to walk the garden simply to observe and wonder. Ah, but there’s a weed that must be pulled, a stray stem the needs to be pruned, a blossom drooping and fading that should be snipped. So I set down my coffee cup on the back porch, grab a small pail, and go to work. I end up with muddy hands, wet slippers, and a pail full of weeds and trimmings. Why can’t I simply observe and wonder? Won’t the beauty of my small garden world survive without me?

     I step back to the porch to retrieve my coffee, now cold, stamp the dew off my slippers, and take one look back at the garden before I return into the house. The garden is no more beautiful now than when I first arrived. My weed pulling, pruning, and snipping haven’t really improved the garden nor made that much of a difference as far as I know.

     It’s like prayer: The words I speak don’t really change anything, but I know they change me.

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

5.9: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)
     If, on a starlit night,
with the moon brightly shimmering,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the evening universe remains a part of life we shall not know.

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

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

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

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

the rush of worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/if-we-do-not-venture-out 

5.10: Blessing for Life and the End of Life by Rev. Natalie Fenimore (225 words)
     We offer blessings for life and the end of life.
Blessings for the dying.
Blessings for the caregiver, holding love and carrying burden.

     Blessed is the Body.
Youth claimed by death.
Elder claimed by death.
Blessed is all creation moving toward one ending in order to begin again.

     Let us
Bless the wake, the gathering, the gathered —shiva
The food bought and cooked and delivered whether eaten or not
Bless the toasts
The drinks crashing down throats
The drinks shared with the ground in remembered friendship
Blessed are the stories told with tears and with loud, loud, loud laughter

     Bless the hair cut short; the hair grown long in mourning

     Blessed is the black for mourning
Blessed is the white worn for mourning
Blessed is the body wrapped for grieving
Blessed is the showing of pain
Blessed is the celebration of life

     Blessed the ashes
Blessed the dust
Blessed the grave

Bless the gravedigger
Bless the dirt and the feel of it in the hands

     Bless the stones on the grave
the flowers
the headstone
the monument
Bless the inscription
     Bless the Naming of the Dead

     Blessed are the memories

Bless those who feel
Hurt and Hate
Anger and Sorrow
Fear and Confusion
Compassion and Love

Blessings to our Knowings of Death
May All Be Blessed
May All Be Held
Blessings on Life’s Journey
Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessing-life-and-end-life 

5.11: Humanity’s Psalm by Rev. Cynthia Frado (428 words)
     Creator of Life, Source of All Being
It was from the particles of the Universe that you formed me...
Iron and carbon and phosphorous
Mixed with energy, passion and dreams.

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made from the colors of the rainbow,
Shaped with bones straight and curved,
Padded with flesh flabby and lean,
Near-sighted, far-sighted, short-sighted, and long in vision.

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made strong and tall, short and stout,
Born with hands tender and fragile,
Aged with hands gnarled and mature.
Large nose, small nose, crooked nose
Who knows the mathematical infinitude of your genetic possibilities?

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made to give love and receive love.
Your passion courses through my veins.
And when I touch another human being in love,
It matters not what gender ignites the flame,
It matters only that the fire of life brings its light to the
darkened deadness of a world that cannot exist
without love’s transformative power.

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
But who are you?
I need to know.
I who have eyes that are brown and blue and green and hazel.
I who am intellectually gifted and mentally challenged.
I who speak the languages of the world and no language at all.
I who know scientific equations and musical sonatas,
and know only the magic of a daily loaf of bread,
and the taunting sounds of racism,
and the mockery of my sexual orientation,
and the lack of respect for my aging body.
I who am all of these things and more want to know:
Who are you that I am made in your image?

     I am, says ancient Scripture.
I simply am.
I am the Light of All-Being,
I am the Divine Spark.
I am the Source of Love,
The most transformative power
In the Universe.
All life is in my image.
I am in You,
And you are in me.
I am in your siblings.
They, too, are in me.
I am in your pain and suffering,
And I am in your compassion and joy.
I am Light and Love,
And Hope and Possibility…
And so are you.

     Creator of All Life, Source of All Being
It was from the particles of the Universe that you formed me...
Iron and carbon and phosphorous
Mixed with energy, passion and dreams.
Forgive me. Forgive me.
I forgot that you are everywhere.
I forgot that I am everywhere.
Thank you for reminding me of who I am.
Amen.

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

5.12: Meditation on Planting by David Snedden (439 words)
     EARTH, clay from which we are made and to which we will return. Soil, rich and aromatic, crumbling in my fingers, dark under my nails. This, cleansing dirt, the natural filter for aquifers, holds life. Once weathered rock and dissolved mineral, now joined with humus, decaying material feeding hungry fungus and bacteria… you are living, made of living organisms and giving us life. Forgive us for treating you… like dirt. Overlooked as we walk over you without a second look. Littered with our discarded cartons and plastic bags. Forgive us our seeping toxins from clever industrial innovations.
Forgive us and accept these seeds…
     SEEDS, promise of future life, may you germinate, and live into your full potential. Let your roots feel and follow the Earth’s gravity down and let your green shoots break through to the surface and feel the light. Future plant, thank you. Thank you for converting sunlight into chemical energy that allows life to flourish. Thank you literally for the food we eat.
Thank you and accept this water…
     WATER, fundamental compound, we are only a part of your journey… little puddles making mud, cumulonimbus clouds above, glaciers melting over us tower, sprinkling in a springtime shower, the unimaginable expanse of an ocean’s depths, vapor in our dying breath. You are in all of us, in every cell of our being. Water, continue to flow, continue to allow life to grow, continue to quench our thirst, continuing your cycle through the Earth… Transpiration and evaporation, condensation and precipitation. Continue to filter and trickle into streams, finally reaching the sea, only to continue your journey again….
Into the air…
     AIR, solution of gases, invisible but felt, held and heard. We feel you as the air pressure changes and the tree’s leaves dance in your wind. We hold you in anticipation… you are our life breath, flowing in and out of us all, oxygen in and carbon dioxide out. Inhale…. exhale. Flowing back and forth, between plant and person, algae and animal. We hear you, Air. You are the conveyance for our encouraging words and uplifting music as your waves vibrate. You surround us and expand throughout our atmosphere, beyond the stratosphere.
Toward our sun…
     SUN, little, yellow star, great source of life’s energy. Bringer of light and warmth, Harbinger of the new day as we see you again after another rotation on our axis. Roiling radiant plasma, your solar rays give us hope. Hope for a new tomorrow, hope for warmth after a long winter, hope for light when the future seems dark and so hard to see. Brilliant, giant sun, shine down on our little Earth…

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

5.13: Meditation on the Four Directions by Rev. Julia Hamilton (686 words)

     In the pagan tradition, which is grounded in a respect and reverence for the natural world, calling upon the four directions is the usual way to begin any ceremony. Each direction is associated with an element of the natural world, and represents some part of our human nature as well. The directions are not seen as separate and isolated, but rather as part of the interdependent system that makes up the world. Here on our altar, we have the symbolic elements for each direction, and we will travel through the meanings associated with each direction before entering into a time of meditation.

     We begin in the East, toward the rising sun. The element of the east is air, represented on our altar by a feather. Air and breath give us life. It is the direction of inspiration – the word that literally means to take in air. The east is associated with the mind, with knowledge and learning and intellectual curiosity. Imagine the birds, turning and wheeling in the air, imagine the breeze blowing through your hair. Turning toward the east, we look for a fresh start, an invigorating breath, a new idea. When you are feeling stuck in a rut, beholden to a routine, or if the wind has gone out of your sails, look eastward.

     We move around the wheel to the south. The element of the south is fire, and in the southern place on our altar the flame of our chalice burns bright. Fire is a transformative force, it is heat and light and powerful change. In the Northern Hemisphere, it makes sense that we associate the south, towards the equator, with the warmth of the sun and the heat of the flame. We see birds move south, butterflies move south, whales move south, seeking warmer places when the weather gets cold. When our internal weather gets cold, turning south is a metaphor for turning toward warmth and daylight, seeking out the changes that will warm us up, get our blood moving, call us out of our winters, out of hibernation, into action.

     Continuing around the circle, we arrive in the west. The element of the west is water, and here on our altar we have some of the water collected at our Ingathering services each September. We add to this water each year, symbolizing the way we come together in our community as individual drops join into a mighty river. In the west, we are drawn into the experience of our emotions. It is a direction that calls us to self-reflection and self-understanding. Our emotions move in us like water, flowing through our lives, sometimes calm and sometimes turbulent, but always flowing. When we dam up our feelings, just like when we dam up a river, the pressure builds until it finds an outlet. If you are seeking to get in touch with your inner life, with your emotions, turn towards the west.

     We move now to the North. The element of the North is earth, represented here by some dirt from our very own garden. There is stability here, the ground of our being. The north represents the place that holds us, that allows us time and space to heal and grow, to feel nurtured and respected. It is also the place of embodiment, of connecting with our physical self, with the concrete, tangible world around us. The north calls to you if you are seeking balance, the deep wisdom that lives in your bones, a place of rest and recovery.

     (Note: the above could be read by multiple voices)

     We have moved through these four directions, given them shape and meaning:

East: Air, breath and inspiration.

South: Fire, transformation and action.

West: Water, feeling and reflection.

North: Earth, balance and wisdom.

     Now, I invite you to turn toward the direction that calls to you today. You can stay in your seat, you can stand, you can turn your head or your whole body, but orient yourself toward the one of the directions, the element that speaks to you and your life right now, and when I ring the bowl gong, we will enter into two minutes of silent meditation.

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

5.14: They Are with Us Still by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (171 words)

     In the ­struggles we choose for ourselves,

in the ways we move forward in our lives

and bring our world forward with us,

     It is right to remember the names of those

who gave us strength in this choice of living.

It is right to name the power of hard lives well-lived.

     We share a history with those lives.

We belong to the same motion.

     They too were strengthened by what had gone before.

They too were drawn on by the vision of what might come to be.

     Those who lived before us,

who ­struggled for justice and suffered injustice before us,

have not melted into the dust,

and have not disappeared.

     They are with us still.

The lives they lived hold us steady.

     Their words remind us and call us back to ourselves.

Their courage and love evoke our own.

     We, the living, carry them with us:

we are their voices, their hands and their hearts.

     We take them with us,

and with them choose the deeper path of living.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/they-are-us-still 

5.15: Immortality by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (251 words)

     In the daily weave of our lives, those who have died are still strong, guiding threads. Theirs is the golden glimmer or perhaps the brilliant red or the melancholy blue—still they are part of the whole cloth of our lives. They are the ancestors: the “goers before.” Through this, we know immortality.

     A grandmother and granddaughter talk while holding a photo album.

In the hour-to-hour rush of our daily tasks, they travel with us through something they taught us which is now ours to do; through something they loved which is now ours to carry out; through something we shared which is now ours alone and yet not. Through this, we know immortality.

     In the minute-to-minute grasp of where we are, we remember the joys our departed gave us which opened us up to hope, the sorrows we knew together which taught us strength, the life shared which is now ours to steward. Through this, we know immortality.

     In the second-to-second pulse of life, we sense the spirit of those we have loved and lost. This presence is too shy for naming, too amorphous for full knowing and yet as real as the days we shared. Through this, we know immortality.

     They are more than remembered, they are memory itself. For what we love lives on in the way our beloved dead accompany us through our life—their words and wisdom our guide, their humor our relief, their restless concern for the world our charge. Through this, we know immortality.

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

5.16: Pebble Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (472 words)

     I invite you now into a time of meditation. You may wish to adjust your position: your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs, your eyelids relaxed and half-closed, your breathing soft and easy.

SILENCE (60 seconds)

BEGIN AUDIO (ocean waves)

     In these next several minutes I ask you to give yourself the gift of . . . time. Time for your spirit to lay down its burden; time for your thoughts to ease away from each other, creating pockets of silence between the noise of their passing; time for your body to simply rest. Time to rest, an infant safe and warm in the womb of our Mother Earth, listening only to the soothing, regular sound of her timeless pulse connecting each of us to All That Is. Time to simply be.

SILENCE (60 seconds)

     You sit at the foaming edge of land and liquid, watching the rhythms of the waves, watching the water transmit the energy of the winds traveling over it, watching that energy crest across the barrier of the sand and pebbles. Some pebbles, larger than others, only shift gently in place as the water sluices around them. Others, smaller, more agile, seem to chase the backwash as the water ebbs away, only to be returned-more or less-to where they began.

SILENCE (90 seconds)

     Sometimes, we are boulders at the water's edge, absorbing the water's energy in stoic strength, standing solid and unmovable, defiant and unyielding as the water churns around us. (PAUSE) Sometimes, we are rocks: stubborn, slow to be moved, sluggish in our response to the tides pushing and pulling us. (PAUSE) Sometimes, we are pebbles tumbling helter-skelter, higglety-pigglety-pop, overwhelmed and unable to resist the breaking waves and sucking backwashes that we just can't seem to get away from. (PAUSE) And sometimes, we are sand, with an infinite capacity to accept and absorb and transmit the energies breaking against us, able to allow those energies to pass through us, through the pockets of silence, of space, of peace within us. (PAUSE)
     What are you today? The boulder? The rock? The pebble? The sand? All of these? What is the energy that is swirling around you? How is that changing you? How is that energy changed by your interaction with it?

SILENCE (at least 5 minutes)

     In every breath, in every curving muscle and ligament, in every pulse and rhythm you experience, there is a story of you. Of who you were, of who you are now, of who you will choose to be. Of how you choose to be connected to All That Is. A story that is still being written—by you.

END AUDIO

     Now, take a deep breath. Take another, and open your eyes, your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs.

SILENCE (30 seconds)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/pebble-meditation-0 

6.0: Prayers

6.1: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)
     Spirit of Life,
Who draws us together in a web of holy relationships,
Make your presence known with us and in us and among us.
     Remind us that we are not alone in history,
Ignite us with the courage of the living tradition.
Remind us that we are not alone in entering the future,
Anchor us with patience and perseverance.
Remind us that we are not alone in our times of grief and pain,
Comfort us with your spirit, manifest in human hands and voices.
Remind us that we are not alone in joy and wonder,
Inspire us to honor and extend the beauty we find in this world.
     Divine music of the universe,
Let our hearts beat in diverse and harmonious rhythms,
Cooperating with an everlasting dance of love.
May we move with the rhythms of peace.
May we move with the rhythms of compassion.
May we move with the rhythms of justice.
     Source of stars and planets and water and land
Open our hearts to all of our neighbors
Open our souls to a renewal of faith
Open our hands to join together in the work ahead.
     So be it, blessed be, amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/web-of-holy-relationships 

6.2: Prayer of Co-Creation by Rev. Lyn Cox (179 words)
     Creative spirit, source of life and love:
     We give thanks for the beauty of this day and for the company of those assembled here.
     Thank you for the breezes of change, clearing our heads and bringing fresh ideas. May they cleanse our minds of the oppressions and isms that divide us.
     Thank you for the flame of hope, the heat of righteous anger, the warmth of compassion, and the fire of commitment. May they bubble the cauldrons of transformation.
    Thank you for oceans of love, rivers of connection, tears of relief, and pools of serenity. May healing waters flow over us and through us and among us, wearing down the sharp rocks of despair to bring joy in the morning.
     Thank you for the good earth beneath us, around us, and within us. May we take this clay and co-create a new realm of justice and beauty.
     Thank you for all these and more. We accept our gifts and commit to building, sculpting, painting, singing, and dancing them to life; to abundant life.
     So be it. Blessed be. Amen.

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

6.3: Who Are We to Bet Against Glory? by Rev. Julia Hamilton (182 words)
Spirit of Hope, settle into our bones on this …morning.
Remind us once again that the dawn light is never a gamble;
If there ever was a sure bet, it is the sunrise.
Even stones crumble
even grief changes and shifts
and death is a mystery that is certain but not solid;
But hope is like the sunrise
eternal and bone-bred within us.
We are creatures built by sunshine
and cannot carve this hope out of our bones if we tried.
And yet people have tried,
tried to entomb the light,
tried to seal off the morning.
Emperors and kings, priests and patriarchs
have brought down death, certain but not solid,
on any who point to a new dawn.
In these fearful moments,
we can be forgiven if we stumble
and doubt and deny.
But still the sun rises and calls her children into bloom
Always, she says,
Always I will return.
So don’t despair, all is not lost,
the small ways of the petty tyrants never win.
So place your money on the sunrise.
Who are we to bet against glory?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/who-are-we-bet-against-glory 

6.4: Prayer for the World and the Web by Rev. Claudene (Deane) Oliva (266 words)
     In the spirit of love and compassion, let us pray.

     Spirit of Life, gods of many names, be in our hearts and minds as we come together today to pray for our world. We come today as people of privilege, grateful for this blessing, and hopeful for our future. Let us know that each from our own tradition comes today to lift our spirit in unity. Knowing that we are part of an interconnected web of life, let us acknowledge and embrace our oneness. We pray that we may be loving and able stewards of this world. We pray that we acknowledge our differences as we seek out our common ground, each of us working toward the good of all. We recognize that there is hurt and sorrow, deeds that confound us, and actions for which we can find no justification. Yet, we also know that there is untold good, folks that work every day for the benefit of all people. Let us stand with them. We pray that we have the strength to recognize the inconvenience of our soul work and to overcome the inertia that invades us during these difficult times. We pray that while we recognize the occasional tiredness in our bones and in our hearts, that we call upon the strength of our higher power that we might be the best person that we are called to be. Yes, let us be the good we want to see in others. Let us work to be the change that we seek. As we renew these goals in our hearts, let us say, Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184735.shtml 
6.5: Entwined by Rev. Stephen Shick (114 words)
Spirit of Life, God of Love, I am entwined in your delicate web of mutuality. The life energy that makes me reach for the sun also moves me to become wrapped, like the strong bittersweet vine and the delicate sweet pea, around those I meet and love. Here in the tangle of my daily life I feel your pulse and sense what it means to be alive. Here, twisted and knotted, I thrive, seeking the light that will pull from me the fragrant blossom of love. Spirit of Life, help me to experience the beauty of your interwoven and intricate web, that I might always embrace, without reserve, all those whom my life touches.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/entwined 

6.6: Praise to you, the web that connects us to each other by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (218 words)
     The Hindu god Indra is said to have created reality as a great net, with jewels at each intersection of the threads. Every jewel is reflected in every other, and they are all connected by the infinite, intricate web. The jewels are sacred and so is the net that connects them. And so I pray:

     Dear God, you are the between-spaces of our lives. Where one hand reaches to touch another, you are there. Where eyes meet across the crowd and confusion and find understanding, you are there. Where the spark leaps from one mind to ignite another, that is you. Wherever we connect, you are the connection.

      Each of us is a jewel in Indra’s net, shining like dew in a spider’s web. Praise to you, the web that connects us one to another!

     When we are in the in-between, on our way from the intolerable to the unknown–

     When we defy the categories that small minds invent and dare to imagine something beyond–

      When we seek others who are on a journey, on a threshold, on the margins, in any of the shimmering intersections of our lives–

     When we listen to the possibilities whispered within and step into mystery, with trust, with fear, with trembling–may we find peace, for we dwell in your sacred place.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/entwined 
6.7: Part of a Larger Life by Rev. John Saxon (407 words)
     I invite you to join me in a time of prayer, meditation, and reflection—to be fully present here and now, in this sacred time and space, with ourselves, with each other, and with that which is larger than ourselves.

     Source of All, All Life, All Love, All Hope, known by many names and in many ways:

We don’t know who or what you are or even whether you can be called a who or what. Our words fail us. Our minds fail us when we ponder the enormity, diversity, complexity, wonder, and beauty of the universe and this world. And yet we sense, more than know, that our lives are part of a larger Life, that we are indeed connected with everyone and everything in one interdependent web of being, and that there is something, both immanent and transcendent, that nurtures and sustains our lives and Life itself: something that calls us and all life to greater wholeness and harmony.

     We give thanks this morning for all of the gifts and blessings of life: for this day, for the beauty and wonder and mystery of life, for our families and friends, for health and work, for opportunities to learn and love and grow, for the love and support of others in times of illness or despair. But we remember, too, that others, here in this room, in this city, and around the world, live in poverty, hunger, fear, illness, isolation, violence, and economic insecurity.

In the silence of this room and in the silence of our hearts, may we hear the call to a wider perspective and a deeper resolve.

     May we live with greater compassion and care for ourselves, others, and creation. May we touch each other more deeply, hear each other more clearly, and see each other’s joys and sorrows as our own. May we strive to be and become more than we are: more loving, more forgiving, more kind, more honest, more open, more connected, more whole.

     May we heal and be healed. May we face the uncertainties and tragedies of life with hope, faith, and courage, knowing that Life is good and that we are not alone.

     And in these moments of silence, may our hearts speak silently all the prayers of our lives—our souls’ greatest joys and deepest sorrows, our triumphs and failures, our regrets and fears, our disappointments and losses, our hopes and dreams.

[Silent Meditation]
     May it be so. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/part-larger-life
6.8: Prayer in a Time of Awe by Rev. Maureen Killoran (183 words)

     Holy grandparents of the Universe...energies of creation...endless mysteries of life: You are the music that sounded before our world was born, sound and silence woven throughout the ages, far beyond the most profound wisdom humanity has been able to touch.

     Be with us, deepen our willingness to live without certainty; to take the risks of living on the edges of our creativity; to step beyond the boundaries of possibility and hope.

     Help us always to remember that we are in our essence the magic of star stuff: that we are kin to all that is and was and may yet come to be.

     Teach us to temper our impatience, to retain our conviction that what we do makes a difference; that even our smallest act can contribute to the good of a greater whole. Be with me in my uncertainties. Rejoice with my small triumphs.

     Comfort my losses. Remind me I am never alone, not in my joys or in my tears. In the blessing of our silence, may I feel your presence, something greater than I have yet been able to comprehend.

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

6.9: Prayer to Mother Earth by Rev. Lucy Bunch (188 words)

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, with gratitude
For your holding and sustaining love
For the air, water, and soil that feed us
For the mountains and rivers and oceans that calm our spirits
For loving and supporting all beings and all creation.

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, with humility 
Help us to remember our place in the great web of life 
Help us to remember that we are but a part of this great web, 
and that we must do our part for all life.

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, for forgiveness 
For our ignorance and willful disregard of the damage we have done to you, to the air and the waters, 
and the soil and the life of this beautiful planet.

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, for fortitude
to uphold our part in reversing the damage we have caused, 
for fortitude to make and sustain a commitment to do our part to heal the planet.

     Mother Earth, in gratitude and humility, we ask that you hold us and sustain us, 
as we strive to live in connection with you and all life. Amen

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

6.10: History's Road by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley and Rev. Clyde Grubbs (396 words)
     The road of history is long, full of both hope and disappointment. In times past, there have been wars and rumors of wars, violence and exploitation, hunger and homelessness, and destruction of this earth, your creation.

     We have become a global village, with a growing realization of how fragile this earth is, and how interconnected we are to each other and to all creation.

     We cannot continue to live in the old way. We must make a change, see a new way. A way toward peace with justice and a healthy planet.

     O Great Creative Spirit: You have given a vision of the good, and we yearn for a new way. But where are we to find the courage to begin this work? We know that a different tomorrow is possible, but how can we build it?

     We think of the prophets, women and men, who voiced unpopular opinions, who made personal sacrifices, and sometimes lost their lives, for the sake of justice.

     We think of Isaiah, who called out to let those who are held in captivity go free, to give solace to the poor and homeless. Let us be inspired by all who work to overcome misery, poverty, and exploitation.

     We think of Harriet Tubman, who called out to people of goodwill to join her on an underground railroad, to lift a dehumanized people from the bondage of slavery to the promise of freedom, even when it meant challenging unjust laws. Let us be inspired by those who are outlaws for freedom.

     We think of Gandhi, whose belief in "Soul Force"—the witness to Love's Truth—helped to overthrow the oppression of an empire and gave witness to the way of nonviolent action. Let us be inspired to become witnesses for peace.

     We think of Chief Seattle, who reminded us that we belong to the earth, not the earth to us. Let us be inspired by all those who work for the healing of creation, of Mother Earth and all her creatures.

     Who are the prophets who inspire you? They may be well known, or known only to you, offering personal inspiration, courage, and hope.

     May they join a great cloud of witnesses to a new way of life—the way of peace and justice, the way of justice lived according to the way of peace, the beloved community.

     So may it be. Amen.

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

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #445 The Womb of Stars by Rev. Joy Atkinson

7.2: SLT #517 The End of Desire by Starhawk

7.3: SLT #520 Mother the Earth, Father the Sky from the Tewa Indians

7.4: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Rev. Robert Weston 

7.5: SLT #549 Hymn to Matter by Teilhard de Chardin
7.6: SLT #550 We Belong to the Earth by Chief Noah Sealth

7.7: SLT #551 Earth Teach Me from the Ute Indians

7.8: SLT #552 My Help is in the Mountain by Nancy Wood 

7.9: SLT #558 For Everything a Season from Ecclesiastes 3
7.10: SLT #570 Prayer for the Earth by Barbara Deming

7.11: SLT #606 The Tao by Lao-Tse

7.12: SLT #611 Brahman from the Bhagavad-Gita

7.13: SLT #612 Fearful Joy by Rabindranath Tagore

7.14: SLT #614 The Sacred Hoop by Black Elk

8.0: Readings
8.1: Draw the Circle Wide! by Rev. Nancy Palmer Jones (189 words)
     “Draw the circle wide, draw the circle wide. No one stands alone, we’ll stand side by side. Draw the circle wide; draw it wider still. Let this be our song! No one stands alone. Standing side by side, draw the circle, draw the circle wide!”
     These are the words to a wonderful song, with music by Mark Miller and words by Gordon Light…. It’s not that easy…. We’ve got to have big hearts and open minds to keep drawing the circle of our community, and of our love, wider still. Each of us has reasons to draw the circle of our friends and the circle of our attention narrower or closer from time to time. Sometimes our healing happens in small ways, in private corners, slowly.

     And sometimes the power of love can burst our hearts and minds open all over again. Then the hard-won fruits of our love—compassion, that deep empathy for another’s feelings or situation; and forgiveness, that soul-searching acceptance that every one of us makes mistakes and can strive to set ourselves right again—can grow sweet once more, and our lives expand and deepen.

Source: no longer online
8.2: Thermodynamic Miracles by Alan Moore (231 words)
     Thermodynamic miracles... events with odds against so astronomical they’re effectively impossible, like oxygen spontaneously becoming gold. I long to observe such a thing.
     And yet, in each human coupling, a thousand million sperm vie for a single egg. Multiply those odds by countless generations, against the odds of your ancestors being alive; meeting; siring this precise son; that exact daughter... Until your mother loves a man, she has every reason to hate, and of that union, of the thousand million children competing for fertilization, it was you, only you, that emerged. To distill so specific a form from that chaos of improbability, like turning air to gold... that is the crowning unlikelihood. The thermodynamic miracle.
     But...if me, my birth, if that’s a thermodynamic miracle... I mean, you could say that about anybody in the world!
     Yes. Anybody in the world. ...But the world is so full of people, so crowded with these miracles that they become commonplace and we forget... I forget. We gaze continually at the world and it grows dull in our perceptions. Yet seen from another’s vantage point, as if new, it may still take our breath away. Come...dry your eyes. For you are life, rarer than a quark and unpredictable beyond the dreams of Heisenberg; the clay in which the forces that shape all things leave their fingerprints most clearly. Dry your eyes... and let’s go home.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/search?utf8=%E2%9C%93&q=Thermodynamic+miracles&commit=Search 

8.3: There is a time from Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 (147 words)
There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under heaven:
a time to be born and a time to die,
a time to plant and a time to uproot,
a time to kill and a time to heal,
a time to tear down and a time to build,
a time to weep and a time to laugh,
a time to mourn and a time to dance,
a time to scatter stones and a time to gather them,
a time to embrace and a time to refrain,
a time to search and a time to give up,
a time to keep and a time to throw away,
a time to tear and a time to mend,
a time to be silent and a time to speak,
a time to love and a time to hate,
a time for war and a time for peace.

Source: https://poets.org/poem/ecclesiastes-31-8 
8.4: The Murky Future by Brigid Gorry-Hines (251 words)
     Life has a way of going in circles. Ideally, it would be a straight path forward––we’d always know where we were going, we’d always be able to move on and leave everything else behind. There would be nothing but the present and the future. Instead, we always find ourselves where we started. When we try to move ahead, we end up taking a step back. We carry everything with us, the weight exhausting us until we want to collapse and give up.
     We forget things we try to remember. We remember things we’d rather forget. The most frightening thing about memory is that it leaves no choice. It has mastered an incomprehensible art of forgetting. It erases, it smudges, it fills in blank spaces with details that don’t exist.
     But however we remember it––or choose to remember it––the past is the foundation that holds our lives in place. Without its support, we’d have nothing for guidance. We spend so much time focused on what lies ahead, when what has fallen behind is just as important. What defines us isn’t where we’re going, but where we’ve been. Although there are places and people we will never see again, and although we move on and let them go, they remain a part of who we are.
     There are things that will never change, things we will carry along with us always. But as we venture into the murky future, we must find our strength by learning to leave things behind.

Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/312075-life-has-a-way-of-going-in-circles-ideally-it 

8.5: On Being a Pilgrim by Wendell Berry (257 words) from Jayber Crow
     If you could do it, I suppose, it would be a good idea to live your life in a straight line—starting, say, in the Dark Wood of Error, and proceeding by logical steps through Hell and Purgatory and into Heaven. Or you could take the King’s Highway past the appropriately named dangers, toils, and snares, and finally cross the River of Death and enter the Celestial City. But that is not the way I have done it, so far. I am a pilgrim, but my pilgrimage has been wandering and unmarked. Often what has looked like a straight line to me has been a circling or a doubling back. I have been in the Dark Wood of Error any number of times. I have known something of Hell, Purgatory, and Heaven, but not always in that order. The names of many snares and dangers have been made known to me, but I have seen them only in looking back. Often, I have not known where I was going until I was already there. I have had my share of desires and goals, but my life has come to me or I have gone to it mainly by way of mistakes and surprises. Often, I have received better than I deserved. Often my fairest hopes have rested on bad mistakes. I am an ignorant pilgrim, crossing a dark valley. And yet for a long time, looking back, I have been unable to shake off the feeling that I have been led—make of that what you will.

Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/10611428-if-you-could-do-it-i-suppose-it-would-be 

8.6: Nothing is Static by Rev. Manish Mishra-Marzetti (128 words)
     The ground shifts, sometimes slowly,
sometimes like an earthquake,
reminding us that the solidity
we often love and seek
is an illusion.
     The crumbling dust of the desert plains,
the moist fertility of farmlands,
the ending coastline of tidal shores,
all are changing.
     Committees dissolve or are created,
leaders retire or step away,
ministers come and go,
by-laws are amended.
     New experiences
lead to new truths,
which foster
evolution;
     the natural course of life
always pushing us
toward greater understandings
of what it means
to be human.
    Everything about our existence
points toward change,
flexibility,
and dynamic re-creation.
And it’s hard because
change involves loss.
     Can we hold the losses well,
while not holding ourselves back?
     The ground shifts, sometimes slowly,
sometimes like an earthquake;
nothing is static.
Source: https://peterboroughunitarian.ca/oh-my-people/ 

8.7: The Pirate Cruise by Rev. Josh Pawelek (219 words)

     Our sixth source is “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.” I want to tell you a story from our time in Panama City Beach…. A pirate cruise is a tourist attraction. The boat is decorated like a pirate ship, though it has a full bar and blasts Jimmy Buffet music over the loudspeakers. There are about 50-60 kids on the boat, along with their parents and some grandparents. The kids do pirate activities like finding treasure, practicing sword-fighting, and firing the ship’s canons at unsuspecting sunbathers on the beach.

     I had the privilege of sitting behind the captain. He was probably sixty years old, stocky, grizzled, eye-patch, big sword. In between giving the kid orders, he would talk to the adults about the natural features of the area. He was knowledgeable about the surrounding land and water. I couldn’t tell if he was spiritually grounded in a traditional earth-based religion. I thought probably not. But with his knowledge and love for the land and water around Panama City Beach, he struck me as someone who grew up steeped in it, someone who knew something about the sacred circle of life and how to live in harmony with the rhythms of nature. 

Source: no longer online
8.8: Wise Aging: Living With Joy, Resilience, & Spirit by Rachel Cowan and Linda Thal (261 words)
     The character traits of gratitude, generosity, patience, joy, and equanimity are vital to manifesting some of the behaviors that Dr. George Vaillant, director of Harvard University’s extended longitudinal study on aging, has identified as promoting aging well:

· Being able to orient one’s thinking toward the future rather than the past.
· Maintaining a generally optimistic perspective, choosing to interpret events and choices so one sees possibilities rather than risks when given the opportunity.
· Developing mature adaptive strategies (turning lemons into lemonade).
· Reacting well to change, disease, and conflict.
· Reinventing oneself

· Practicing forgiveness.
· Feeling and expressing gratitude.
· Letting go of self-importance.
· Demonstrating for the young how not to fear death.

· Finding a rationale for living well even in times of great loss.

    Hearing such a list might prompt us to wonder whether we can really expect so much of ourselves, especially if these orientations don’t come naturally to us. …
     Change is always possible. We know from experience that it is often precipitated by dark times. The good news is that we don’t have to experience crisis or severe challenges in order to make different choices in our lives. …Often, we think that this is a sudden turnabout, a momentous “seeing the light,” after which everything is different; but, in fact, it is almost always a process. There may be a sudden awakening, but we still have to do the inner work to incorporate and integrate the new ways of thinking and being that we glimpsed in the moment of inspiration or decision.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28183/wise-aging 

8.9: A letter to the next generations by Arthur Dewey (263 words)
     My dear great, great, great grandchildren, …
     Forgive us our debts, for we have burdened you with so much. I hope that whatever positive efforts we have made will have lightened your burden. I suspect that, if there has been some success in warding off the harshness of the climate changes, you will still have much work to do and that there will be people who will still prefer to look out for themselves. Do not fall prey to their mindless behavior, for it is precisely their attempts to control and hold on that brought humanity to its knees again and again.

     Continue to look forward and trust that things will work out. Be on watch for the little things that are essential for any lasting solution. I always marveled at how the mammals, unnoticed and underfoot, survived the age of the dinosaurs. If we humans survive it will not be because of the ‘great ones’ but because of the unsung wisdom and creativity of countless, nameless people.

     Honor us insofar as what we did gave you a chance to carry on. Forgive us for everything we saddled you with. Remember that you also carry in your genes the ‘blind spots’ that need mutual care and correction. Look up at night and recall that some of the light that reaches you comes from stars long gone. Keep whatever is beautiful from us before your eyes and create even more precious work for your grandchildren.

     Remember us who refused to forget you.
     Hope and love from an old and foolish great, great, great grandfather.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28120 

8.10: The Reason for Flowers by Stephen Buchmann (261 words)
     The relationship between flowers and people has been a long and wondrous mutual journey. Flowers arose during the early Cretaceous period while dinosaurs looked on, munching their leaves, flowers, and fruits. Our distant hominid ancestors learned to recognize flowers as the harbingers of spring and their luscious fruits that followed. The tastiest and most nutritious of human and wildlife foods are fruits, berries, and seeds. Natufians living in the Middle East over ten thousand years ago laid their dead upon floral biers. We still honor and gift one another with vibrant blooms. Flowers scent the air and our bodies. Our homes and offices are decorated with their cut stems and with potted plants. We garden with flowers and they soothe our minds and bodies. They inspire us. We write about flowers and choose them as subjects in our paintings and photographs. Whether flowers or people are in control of this relationship is perhaps debatable. Nevertheless, by caring for them, we learn that flowers sustain and feed us, enriching our lives.

     If flowers heal us, shouldn’t we also try to heal flowers? Can we meet the numerous environmental challenges, including desertification, deforestation, and other habitat alterations along with climate changes, ones of our own making? Will people heal nature? It’s not all gloom and doom in our wildlands, parks, and cities. I’m optimistic that this generation and future ones can coexist with nature, that species losses can be slowed and eventually stabilized. All is not lost, there is abundant hope. Flowers and people need and depend upon one another for mutual survival.

Source: The Reason for Flowers: Their History, Culture, Biology, and How They Change Our Lives by Stephen Buchmann
8.11: Fail, Fail Again, Fail Better by Pema Chödrön (253 words)
     Chogyam Trungpa Rinpoche, …my very first one-on-one interview with him, …occurred during the time when my life was completely falling apart….
     …When I sat down in front of him, he said, “How is your meditation?”
     I said, “Fine.”
     And then we just started talking, superficial chatter, until he stood up and said, “It was very nice to meet you,” and started walking me to the door. In other words, the interview was over.

     “And so, at that point, realizing the interview was over, I just blurted out my whole story:

     “My life is over. I have hit the bottom. I don’t know what to do. Please help me.”
     …He said, “Well, it’s a lot like walking into the ocean, and a big wave comes and knocks you over. And you find yourself lying on the bottom with sand in your nose and in your mouth. And you are lying there, and you have a choice. You can either lie there, or you can stand up and start to keep walking out to sea.”
     … “So, the waves keep coming,” he said. “And you keep cultivating your courage and bravery and sense of humor to relate to this situation of the waves, and you keep getting up and going forward.”
     This was his advice to me.

     …It isn’t that the waves stop coming. It’s that because you train in holding the rawness of vulnerability in your heart, the waves just appear to be getting smaller and smaller, and they don’t knock you over anymore.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27996/fail-fail-again-fail-better 

8.12: Water Makes Its Mark by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (217 words)
     A glass of tea sweats a circle of droplets on an old table
Drying, they pull dirt and stain from the wood, leaving a ring
Water makes its mark

     Deep in the earth, in a cave, a drop falls each minute
Where it lands, a great pillar of white rock has grown up
Water makes its mark

     On the surface above, a stream burbles and flows
carving out potholes in the granite of its bed
Water makes its mark

     Along a highway cut, a geologist points out the layers of tan slate
each penny-thin sheet,
the memory of a torrential rainstorm eons ago
Water makes its mark

     In its network of veins, the blood—
salty like the sea water from which we sprang
flows on in cycles, giving life
Water makes its mark

      The dark clouds pass on, yielding no rain
Crops wither, and drought comes
Famine, migration, violence, and death soon follow
Water makes its mark

     A space probe turns its camera toward whence it came
Imaging one solitary pixel of light
Its color the pale blue of oceans
Water makes its mark

     A solitary tear slides down the cheek
A tear of abiding joy,
a tear of unending grief
We see, and share the depth of feeling at its true core
Water makes its mark

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/water-makes-its-mark 

8.13: The Return of Earth/She by Christopher Sims (394 words)
     The Earth has returned. She is living, breathing,
Realizing her breath was leaving. She
was needing us to remember her worth,
to recognize her worth all over again.

     We used to be her friends. We used to help
her heal us. Help her, heal us. Help her heal us.
And then, she lost all trust and faith in us.

She has returned mad, saddened. Mad, saddened.
However, she’s empowered by this new commitment We are signing on to. We are signing on to.

     She wants you, me, and the rest of the human beings
Who populate this planet to never take her for granted
again. To never take her for granted again.

     If she is dying, then who wins?
If she is dying, then who wins?
If Earth is dying, who really wins?

     She is providing for species.

     We live in a cycle that provides
for one another. That provides for one another.

You and I, we are Earth’s sisters
and brothers. We must take care of one
another. We must take care of one another.

Her lungs are smothered with toxins,
radioactive chemicals, and plastic
She cannot digest. She has cancerous
garbage in her breasts. We have polluted Earth to death.

Unless, we take a step forward and reverse
Our damaging effects, our damaging effects.
Our damaging effects.

     Our next steps should be radical movements
that peacefully changes things. That peacefully
changes things with civility.

     We have the ability. We have the ability.

Earth is alive. We can’t let her die.

     I want my Earth back.
I want my Earth back.
I want my Earth back.

I want to take each of our solutions Then spin them into 180-degree revolutions We all have effective contributions
We need to turn our passion into action,
execution.

     Drum circles, live spoken word theater, or even getting arrested. We are all a collective that can’t be defeated. That can’t be defeated. Immediate action is needed, is needed.

What about our children?

What about future generations?

     Who is going to save the lungs of the echo system? Who is going to save
the lungs of the eco system?

     Toxic water slaughters the frogs and
the fish. Imagine how much they wished
We didn’t pollute their habitats. Clean
water, clean air, imagine that!

We need our Earth back, she returns.
We need our Earth back, it is her turn.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/return-earthshe 

8:14: Utterance of the Timeless Word by Rev. Angela Herrera (284 words)
You bring yourself before the sacred,
before the holy,
before what is ultimate and bigger than your lone life
bigger than your worries
bigger than your money problems
bigger than the fight you had with your sister and your aches and pains
bigger, even, than your whole being, your self who is
part of
and trapped within
and blessed with
a body that does what you want
and doesn’t do what you want
and wants all the wrong things
and wants all the right things...

     You stand at the edge of mystery,
at the edge of the deep,
with the light streaming at you,
and you can’t hide anything—not even from yourself,
when you stand there like that,
and then...what?

     Maybe you call your pastor and say,
What is this?
What am I looking at?
What do I do?
And your pastor comes and stands at the edge with you
and looks over.
She can’t hide anything either, she thinks,
not even the fact that she doesn’t know the answer to your question,
and she wonders if you can tell.

      She thinks of all the generations who’ve come there before you
and cast words out toward the source of that light,
wanting to name it.
Somehow, she thinks to herself, the names stayed tethered to the aging world and got old
while the light remains timeless and burns without dimming.

      Meanwhile,
the armful of worries you brought to the edge of mystery
have fluttered to your feet.
Unobscured by these, you shine back, light emanating unto light.
You, with your broken heart and your seeking,
you are the utterance of the timeless word.
The name of the Holy is pronounced
through your being.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/utterance-timeless-word 

8.15: The Stream of Life by Rabindranath Tagore (102 words)
     The same stream of life that runs through my veins night and day 
runs through the world and dances in rhythmic measures. 
     It is the same life that shoots in joy through the dust of the earth 
in numberless blades of grass 
and breaks into tumultuous waves of leaves and flowers. 
     It is the same life that is rocked in the ocean-cradle of birth 
and of death, in ebb and in flow. 
     I feel my limbs are made glorious by the touch of this world of life. 
And my pride is from the life-throb of ages dancing in my blood this moment. 
Source: SLT #529

8.16: What Happens When We Stop Living? by Rev. Nathan Walker (202 words)
     The question is not,
“What happens when we die?”
Nobody really knows.
The real question is,
“What happens when we stop living?”
     The stoicism we face on a daily basis
is a symptom of a larger illness
called a dually-dulled life.
     Our lives can be hypnotized
by the monotonous commutes,
multiplied by the flickering florescent light
that falls upon the micromanaging boss
who thinks everything you do in your cubicle
is an extension of his or her power.
     Who here is dying a slow and numbing death?
     There’s no time to be lulled by monotony.
There is no time to be blaming
other people for our own feelings.
If you don’t like it, change it.
     There’s no time for crying, or complaining,
or gossiping, or clinging to that fashionable grudge bag.
     No. It is time to wake up, to rise up,
and to carry ourselves into a day worth living.
     Let us live one day—this day—
with passion and a sense of collective synergy.
     Let us live one day—this day—
by asking questions that truly challenge us
and make us feel alive.
     For today’s question is not
“What happens when we die?” it is
“What happens when we stop living?”

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/what-happens-when-we-stop-living 

8.17: Love the gift of your life and do no harm by Rev. Mark Belletini (231 words)
     Let the sky above me unroll like a scroll,
and let me read upon it today’s text for my life:
“You are alive, here and now. 
Love boldly and always tell the truth.”
     Let the wind arrange the naked branches 
of the maples and aspens and oaks 
into letters which proclaim this sacred text:
“Your heart beats now, 
   not tomorrow or yesterday.
   Love the gift of your life and do no harm.”
     Let the eyes and hands and faces 
of all men and women and children 
with whom I share this earth 
be chapter and verse in this great scripture text:
    “Life is struggle and loss, and also
   tenderness and joy.
   Live all of your life, not just part of it.”
     And now let all the poems and scriptures and novels and films and songs and cries and lullabies and prayers and anthems open up before our free hearts. Let them open like a torah, like a psalm, like a gospel, like an apocalypse and let them proclaim:

    “Do not think you can take away 
   each other’s troubles, 
   but try to be with each other in them.
   Remember that you are part, not all,
   great, but not by far the greatest,
   small, precious brief breaths 
   in the great whirlwind of creation.”
     And remember that every single human word is finally and divinely cradled in the strong and secure arms of Silence.

Source: Sonata for Voice and Silence: Meditations by Mark Belletini
8.18: Communion Circle by Rev. Mark Belletini (167 words)
The earth.
One planet.
Round, global,
so that when you trace its shape
with your finger,
you end up where you started. It’s one. It’s whole.
All the dotted lines we draw on our maps
of this globe are just that, dotted lines.
They smear easily.
Oceans can be crossed.
Even the desert can be crossed.
The grain that grows on one side of the border
tastes just as good as the grain on the other side.
Moreover, bread made from rice is just as nourishing
to body and spirit as bread made from corn,
or spelt or teff or wheat or barley.
There is no superior land, no chosen site,
no divine destiny falling on any one nation
who draws those dotted lines just so.
There is only one earth we all share,
we, the living, with all else that lives
and does not live.
Everything,
everything, for good or ill,
is part of the shared whole:
sky, earth, song, words and now, this silence.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/communion-circle 

8.19: Trees by Hermann Hesse, 1918 (275 words)
     For me, trees have always been the most penetrating preachers. I revere them when they live in tribes and families, in forests and groves. And even more I revere them when they stand alone. They are like lonely persons. Not like hermits who have stolen away out of some weakness, but like great, solitary men, like Beethoven and Nietzsche. …Nothing is holier, nothing is more exemplary than a beautiful, strong tree. 

     …Trees are sanctuaries. Whoever knows how to speak to them, whoever knows how to listen to them, can learn the truth. They do not preach learning and precepts, they preach, undeterred by particulars, the ancient law of life. 

     A tree says: A kernel is hidden in me, a spark, a thought, I am life from eternal life. The attempt and the risk that the eternal mother took with me is unique, unique the form and veins of my skin, unique the smallest play of leaves in my branches and the smallest scar on my bark. I was made to form and reveal the eternal in my smallest special detail.

     A tree says: My strength is trust. I know nothing about my fathers, I know nothing about the thousand children that every year spring out of me. I live out the secret of my seed to the very end, and I care for nothing else. I trust that God is in me. I trust that my labor is holy. Out of this trust I live. 

     …Whoever has learned how to listen to trees no longer wants to be a tree. He wants to be nothing except what he is. That is home. That is happiness.
     A lovely companion to this excerpt about trees by Hesse is the poem When Great Trees Fall by Maya Angelou at https://poems.com/poem/when-great-trees-fall/
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/27688-for-me-trees-have-always-been-the-most-penetrating-preachers 

8.20: In Between by Rev. Victoria Safford (247 words)

     One afternoon some time ago I brought my little baby out to visit a very, very old neighbor who was dying that year, quietly and gracefully, in her gracious home. We were having a little birthday party for her, with sherry and cake and a few friends gathered round her bed. To free a hand to cut the cake, I put my baby down right on the bed, right up on the pillow—and there was a sudden hush in the room, for we were caught off guard, beholding.

     It was a startling sight. There in the late afternoon light were two people side by side, two human merely beings. Neither one could walk, neither one could speak, not in a language you could understand, both utterly dependent on the rest of us bustling around, masquerading as immortals.

     There they were: a plump one, apple-cheeked, a cherry tomato of a babe, smiling; and a silver-thin one, hollow-eyed, translucent, shining, smiling. …These two were closer to the threshold, the edge of the great mystery, than any of us had been for a long time or would be for a while. 

     …Cake in hand, and napkins, knife, glasses, a crystal carafe a century old, we paused there on the thresholds of our own momentary lives. Then, “What shall we sing?” said someone, to the silence, to the sunlight on the covers, to the stars. It was only a question, then, as now, years later. What on earth shall we sing?

Source: Walking Toward Morning by Victoria Safford
8.21: Tangled by Dawn Star Sarahs-Borchelt (219 words)
Knit six

purl six

sets of two rows

four rows six rows up to

twelve, patterns,

repeating, steady, soothingly same.

     This is not what life is like.

     Life is like picking up a

tousled hunk of yarn

pulled out of the basket

by an impatient child

looking for a string

too many times.

     You find an end.

You follow the thread for a while

and sooner or later you hit a

tangle, knots and

twists and loops all mixed up

together.

     Sometimes I sit there and untangle it.

Pulling little by little until I have one

piece stretched out and can go on to

the next one.

     Sometimes I grab a pair of scissors and

cut. Enough. I only needed a little,

anyway.

     But sometimes I hold the tangle

in my hand.

Amazed for a moment

at the complexity. The mess.

I look at it and think,

this can't be solved. It just is.

     There are patterns, connections,

confusing ones,

frustrating ones,

the thread turning back on itself,

as life also does.

     The tangled things will always be here,

in this moment I am living through,

right now, whatever comes after.

     Even if I work through this.

Even if I cut the cord and walk away.

     Look at the tangled knot in the yarn.

Look at how it hurts.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/tangled 

8.22: Prayers Whispering to Each Other by HP Rivers (376 words)

     I open my Facebook feed and find another tragedy. Another beloved in pain. Another hug so desperately needed that I cannot give. Or receive. Those all seem to be piling up these days.

     I light a candle, then snap a quick photo. “For you and your family,” I text. “I love you and I’m thankful for you.”

     The part of me that is still Catholic by heritage can’t stop lighting candles. The part that is Pagan uses them to cast spells and set intentions. The part that is Human is learning that sometimes all we can do is bear witness.

     I cannot always change the pain of the world, but I can acknowledge it. I can set a candle on my desk and remind myself that there is suffering dancing in the flame. I can send a photo—to a friend, to the group chat, to the mother of the child in the hospital—to say, “I cannot lessen your pain but I can sit with it with you, even from a distance.”

     The heat of it fills my chest with a Love that is too big to be only mine, profound enough to be Godly. The precariousness of it, contained now in jar or chalice but capable of escaping to cause destruction at any time, reminds me that tomorrow it could be someone I love lighting a candle for me.

     Sometimes, there is no reprieve from the pain of this world. Sometimes, it is too big and too obvious to ignore.

     My grandfather did not take me to the church to change the world. He took me to the church to light a candle. At six years old, all toothless grins and sidewalk chalk, he brushed my forehead with holy water and told me about the little rows of prayers side by side, whispering to Each Other and to Godde.*

     At seventeen, he sent me to the Vatican and said, “Light a candle for the family.”

     I light candles for my family: the family that knows no form, no patriarchy, no mothers or fathers or leaders or sheep. My family of spirit, my family of love, my family of tears and sweat and healing and grace, dancing together in the flame towards a brighter tomorrow.

     *HP uses the term Godde, a Middle English spelling of the word God, to encompass the Goddess-like and God-like natures of the Divine, which HP believes to be genderless and greater than any name we could give Them.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/prayers-whispering 

8.23: Children Widen the Circle of Our Being in Ways That Are Limitless by Rev. Gary Kowalski (158 words)

     Children widen the circle of our being in ways that are limitless.

     Every baby that’s born connects us to our history, our own parents, grandparents and unknown forbears who brought new life to the world in each successive generation.

     Every baby that’s born links us to the future, to a world yet to come that belongs to our descendants and that we hold in trust for our posterity whom we will never know.

     Each child connects us to nature, to the innocence and exuberance of a world always hatching newborns: kittens and pups and lambs and babes.

     Each child reminds us of the kinship we share with people of other lands and races who love their young as purely and tenderly as we do.

     Each child connects us to the universe, to the holy mysteries of birth and death and becoming from which we all emerge.

     Children widen the circle of our being in ways that are limitless.

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

8.24: It Is That Time and That Place by Rev. Qiyamah Rahman (351 words)

     Now is the time to call on the memories of the ancestors who thought they ­could not walk another step ­toward freedom—and yet they did.

     It is that time and place to call on the memories of the ancestors who, when the darkness of their lives threatened to take away the hope and light, reached a ­little deeper and prayed yet another prayer.

     It is that time and place to remember those who came through the long night to witness another sunrise.

     It is that time and place to remember the oceans of tears shed to deliver us to this time, to remember the bent knees and bowed backs, to remember the fervent voices asking, begging and beseeching for loved ones sold off.

     Time to remember their laughter and joy, though they had far less, and ­little reason for optimism, yet they stayed on the path ­toward a better day.

     Time to hold to the steadfast hands and hearts and prayers of the ancestors that have brought us this far.

     Time to make them proud and show them, and ourselves, what we are made of.

     Time to show them that their prayers and sacrifices and lives were not in vain and did not go unnoticed, nor have they been forgotten.

     Did you not know that this day would come? Did you not know that we would have to change places? Did you not know that just as our ancestors were delivered that you would also be delivered?

     Have you not seen the greatness and power of the Creative Energy in the Universe called God that moves and has its being through human agency?

     Have you not seen God in your neighbors’ faces? In the homeless? In the battered woman? The trafficked child? The undocumented worker? The dispossessed? It is that time and that place to know that it is our turn, that we must leave a legacy for our children. And all the children.

     It is that time and that place. We are the ones we’ve been waiting for! For that, let us be eternally grateful.

     Amen and Blessed Be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/it-time-and-place 

8.25: Origins by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (258 words)

     What is the history of any thing?

This apple, let's say, that my grandson just picked

as he sits on my shoulders,

feet dangling like parentheses

around my heart?

     Its father, a random visitor

guided to mother flower by

Ancient Knowledge,

from a teeming hive of workers

intent on serving their queen,

That was brought to this orchard

by an itinerant keeper who, in spring,

drove a thousand coffee-fueled miles

in under a month, in a truck

badly in need of a muffler,

all the while reliving the

fight he had with his wife

just before he left home,

wishing his cell phone had service.

     Whose juice, that drips in my hair

From the boy's first taste of autumn,

mere moments ago flowed through

the veins of this tree,

Which was planted decades before

by a man with three sons,

One of whom he disowned

over what now, in hindsight,

seems trivial.

     Not to mention the rain that fell this summer,

broadcast in sheets of lightning and thunder

that woke the baby who lives

in a moldy basement apartment

on the night before her father's

first day of work in more than a year,

when he desperately needed the sleep.

     And the sun whose rays

crossed 93 million miles in under ten minutes

to fall on these leaves

and the face of my neighbor

Who, I learned just last week,

has skin cancer.

     This child on my shoulders,

I hope, will remember me,

and this day,

so full of sweetness and laughter,

And the simple pleasure of fruit.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/origins 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

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

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

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

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

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

It becomes more.

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

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

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

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

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

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

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

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

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

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

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

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

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

9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
Worship Associate: This is the message of our faith

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)
Like the cosmic dust following after a great Perseid meteor, we are the living remnants of time and all that has come to pass in its wake—briefly shining lights on the way to eternity. We are only visible to the naked eye for an instant. Take this moment to shine like the start dust you are. May the light of our time on earth shine to bless the world and each other. Shine. Shine. Shine.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/shine 

10.2: Seasonal Transitions by Rev. Andrew Pakula (56 words)
May you know fully and deeply the blessings of each of your heart’s seasons
The inward turning of Winter
Springtime’s lush renewal
The effortless, steady growth of summer
And autumn’s rich harvest
May your passage from season to season be blessed—
Eased by hands to hold, and by the light of love to guide you on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/seasonal-transitions 

10.3: Four Element Blessing by Eric Williams (54 words)
May the firmness of the earth be yours.
May the flow of the water be yours.
May the freedom of the air be yours.
May the fierceness of the fire be yours.
May all of the gifts of this life,
The Below and the Above,
Be with you now and remain with you always.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/294189.shtml 

10.4: Blessed Is the Sky by Eric Williams (46 words)
Blessed is the Sky,
And all that is warm and filled with light.

Blessed is the Air,
And all that is open and free.  

Blessed is the Earth,
And all that is steady and firm.
Blessed is the Sea,
And all that is hidden and deep.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessed-sky 

10.5: Prayer for a Drop in the Bucket by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (100 words)
     Blessed are the droplets, for they shall fill the bucket to overflowing.

     Blessed are they who know there is a bucket, for they shall be filled with hope.

     Blessed are they who can see beyond their lifetimes, for they shall walk in faith that their work will not be in vain.

     Blessed are we when we know we only appear so small because what we are creating is so big.

     Blessed are we who are part of one another.

     Blessed are we when we give new life and light to others, for we will live more richly ourselves.

     Blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/291779.shtml 

10.6: I Send You Out by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (63 words)
I send you out now, to share yourself with the world

May its promise and complexity set your mind ablaze

May you hold fast to what your life has taught you

May you question everything

And when you have changed the world,

And the world has changed you,

May you return again, to this place,

And share what you have learned with us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/184082.shtml 

10.7: An ending or a beginning? by Rev. Dr. Michael Schuler (93 words)
     We have reached the end of this time
For the gathering of memory
And for letting the imagination play with future possibilities.
We have enjoyed magic moments and edified each other.
Shall it be concluded, then?

     Or will this adventure, now commenced, continue?—
Our separate paths converging, meeting, merging
In the unending quest for love more perfect,
The joyous struggle for meaning more sufficient and life more abundant.

     Is this ending to be an ending,
Or merely prelude to new, more glorious beginnings?
I pose the question;
In your hearts lies the answer.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5407.shtml 

10.8: As we depart one from another by Rev. James Hobart (96 words)
As we depart one from another, let our hearts be secure through every human season.

Let our hearts be secure in seasons of anguish as in seasons of joy, in seasons of failure as in seasons of success, in seasons of uncertainty as in seasons of security.

Let our hearts be secure in this dual reality: we are worthy recipients of love and support we can never earn, and we are worthy providers of love and support others cannot earn.

Let our hearts be secure, for hearts know and understand and will respond if invited in.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6002.shtml 

10.9: Inspired by Our Ancestors by Rev. Leia Durland-Jones (67 words)

For those who came before us, we offer gratitude and thanks.

May their memories be a blessing.

May we feel surrounded by their love.

As we go forth from this time and place,

let us be inspired by their courage, their wisdom, and their dreams.

Let us honor them by doing the work

of living boldly, loving mightily,

and creating heaven on earth.

Amen and blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/inspired-our-ancestors 

10.10: Because of those who came before by Rev. Barbara Pescan (48 words)

     Because of those who came before, we are;

in spite of their failings, we believe;

because of, and in spite of, the horizons of their vision,

we, too, dream.

     Let us go remembering to praise,

to live in the moment,

to love mightily,

to bow to the mystery.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/183062.shtml 

10.11: Remembering our spiritual, courageous ancestors by Rev. Rhys Williams

     Remembering our spiritual, courageous ancestors who forsook oppression with security to gain freedom with opportunity,

may we go forth to master ourselves by accepting duty with responsibility,

by showing balance in our judgments and by having breadth of vision in our deliberations.

     May we be exemplars of that spirit, moving forward with conviction and commitment,

with unity and without uniformity, with brotherhood and sisterhood to serve the truth that sets us free. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6034.shtml 

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Keep the Circle Whole: The Challenge of Unitarian Universalist Theology by Rev. Dr. Rebecca Parker (excerpt, full text at https://www.sksm.edu/wp-content/uploads/2014/03/unitariantheol.pdf) (1,266 words)
    …Unitarian Universalists have been asking, “Is there a center to Unitarian Universalism?”
    In the midst of all our diversity, our affirmation of pluralism, and our celebration of individual freedom of conscience in matters religious, what holds us all together?

     …Some who used to know where they stood have been de-centered. There is discomfort with the changing power dynamics. Will it ever end? Will our religious identity just be ever expanding diversity without anyone in control?

     In response to this concern, I believe we need to remind ourselves that diversity is a sign of life. 

     …But there is another reason some are asking, “What holds us all together? Do we have a center?” They are not troubled by shifts in old structures of power and privilege as oppressed and marginalized identities are welcomed into leadership. Rather, they are alarmed by the increasing fragmentation and commoditization of life in our individualistic, consumer-oriented society.

     …Where is the claim of life upon us that moves us beyond fragmented individual consumerism, into community, connection, into binding obligations that relate us to something larger and deeper?

     …Our search for a theological center needs to be understood as a search for the solidarity and obligation that can carry us beyond this moral wasteland and energize our devoted action on behalf of the global community.

    …I sense among Unitarian Universalists these days a deep desire to affirm the ocean that is within and beneath the voices of individual conscience that we celebrate.

     …What is the name of this ocean that WE are? Let’s call it a circle of life. Wendell Berry writes,

“We clasp the hands of those that go before us,

And the hands of those who come after us. 

We enter the little circle of each other’s arms 

And the larger circle of lovers,

Whose hands are joined in a dance. 

And the larger circle of all creatures, 

Passing in and out of life,

Who move also in a dance, 

To a music so subtle and vast 

That no ear hears it

Except in fragments.”
     The circle is an image that appears frequently in Unitarian Universalism.

     When the Unitarians and the Universalists consolidated in the early 1960s, the new logo depicted two over- lapping circles with a kindled chalice slightly off center.

     …St. Augustine said God is a circle whose center is everywhere and circumference no where. This is one thing our faith is sure of: There is a spark of sacredness in every living being. When life faces life within the circle of communion, we can see the center that is “god,” present in our solidarity.

     …If we probe the image of the circle a bit further, it can give us considerable guidance on the question of what holds us together.

     A circle is a boundary—it holds somethings in and it leaves somethings out.

     Biologist tell us that life depends on boundaries. The elemental form of a cell, a form essential to life, is an enclosed sphere. Its membrane is permeable -- it allows things to flow in and flow out – but it is not indefinite or sketchy.

     What is the membrane—the boundary—around what Unitarian Universalism holds inside?

     …While we are open to many things, there remains a definite boundary of what we embrace and what we leave outside. You can’t really believe ANYTHING and be a Unitarian Universalist. There are limits. Unitarian Universalism is not an empty cipher. It is not nothing. It is something. And there are some theological options that are outside the pale.

     For example: You can hold the view that there is no God, or that God exists. But you cannot hold the view that God is the all-powerful determiner of everything that happens such that there is no exercise of human freedom. …We hold that freedom is real and is an essential characteristic of life.

     You can define salvation, healing and wholeness in many ways. But you cannot hold to the view that there will be an ultimate separation of the saved from the damned in which the good are rewarded with eternal bliss and the damned are punished with eternal suffering. Unitarian Universalism is clear that all souls are of worth. …We hold that salvation is universal.

     You can be devoted to a specific religious practice—Christian prayer, Buddhist meditation, or pagan ritual (to name a few)—but you cannot hold the view that there is one religion that encompasses the exclusive, final truth for all times and places. …Unitarian Universalism is confident that revelation is not sealed. The sacred impulse towards justice, compassion and equity moves in many times and places, in myriad ways that call to us and teach us.

     Finally, you can see this world as tragically flawed, wondrously gifted, or all of the above, but you cannot hold the view that salvation is to be found solely beyond this world—in some life after death or a world other than this world. …We hold that this world, this life, these bodies are the dwelling place of the sacred.

     Within these theological boundaries there is room for tremendous variety, diversity, and dissent. But there is also a defining focus: a devotion to the flourishing of life.

     Our sacred circle draws us together in passionate love for life.

     …Our sacred circle holds a different heart.

     We are devoted to the sacredness of this world, this life here and now. We do not look to a world to come as more valuable than this world. We cherish our bodies, this earth, this time and place that is within our grasp. We are devoted to the intimate, intricate, and unshakeable reality that all life is connected. We honor and respect the bonds that tie each to all, that weave us into an inescapable net of mutuality. We vow to care for the interdependent web and reverence our place within it.

     …Ralph Waldo Emerson uses the image of the circle to speak of life’s continual spiraling fluidity. For Emerson, each one of us is a circle within a larger circle, each one an expression of the ultimacy of flow, emergence, and change – with the potential to manifest ceaseless creativity, diversity, and particularity, connecting and overflowing.

…In his essay called Circles he says, “Our life is an apprenticeship to the truth that around every circle another can be drawn; that there is no end in nature, but every end is a beginning . . . and under every deep a lower deep opens.”
     ...What name do we give this depth that flows and emerges through us, manifesting in ever widening circles of compassion, connection, justice, wholeness, care, and hope? Perhaps it doesn’t matter what we name it. Some would call it God. Some would call it Soul. Some would call it Spirit of Life. Some would call it the Tao or the Buddha nature. Some would call it Love.

     As Unitarian Universalists we are at ease with many names for that ultimate flow that generates the movement of life from within us and all around us. But, however we name it, this is our center, our grounding, our wellspring, our ocean. We believe in life. We give ourselves to it, heart, mind, soul and strength.

     We covenant to be a circle of life manifesting the solidarity that will defend, protect, savor, and save life on this planet, our fragile and beautiful home. …
11.2: The Giving Tree by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland Source: Touchstones (1,201 words)
     The Tree of Life is an ancient symbol for the Circle of Life in nearly every culture and religion. With branches reaching skyward and roots deep in the earth, the tree connects heaven with the underworld. It is considered both a feminine symbol, bearing fruit, and a masculine phallic symbol. 

     In Jewish and Christian myth, the tree is at the center of the drama within the Garden of Eden. In Old Norse mythology, Yggdrasil, is the mythical tree that connected nine worlds in Norse cosmology. In ancient Egypt, the Holy Sycamore stood at the threshold of life and death, connecting two worlds. The goddesses Nut and Hathor were each called Lady of the Sycamore and were often depicted reaching out from the tree to offer food and water to the deceased. For the Maya, the Yaxche, was the tree of life, whose branches supported the heavens. A Yaxche could be found at the center of most villages in pre-Columbian Mesoamerica. The Buddha achieved enlightenment while mediating under the Bodhi tree. All of these and more illustrate the key role played by the Tree of Life in the human imagination related to the Circle of Life.

     A contemporary homage is the acclaimed movie, The Tree of Life, directed by Terrence Malick, which was awarded the Palme d’Or at the 2011 Cannes Film Festival. In January 2012, it was nominated for three Academy Awards: Best Picture, Best Director, and Best Cinematography. The movie has two storylines, a cosmic storyline that begins with the creation of the universe, and the story of a family in Waco, Texas in the 1950s who struggle as the circle of life unfolds for them, especially as one of their three sons dies and another son, Jack, struggles to come of age and then come to terms as an adult with his father. Salon movie reviewer Matt Zoller Sietz writes, A big part of Jack’s journey “consists of grappling with the fact that he doesn’t really understand all the forces that shaped him and probably never will, and that when he looks back on his life, he doesn’t really see a clear pattern there, a clear pathway guiding him from childhood through adulthood and into old age. Nor can he separate out the influences (nature vs. grace, mom vs. dad, the religious/cosmic vs. the mundane). It’s an ongoing process that stays unresolved, unfinished.” Such is the circle of life.

     Unitarian Universalist minister Jacob Trapp referred to the Tree of Life as The Wisdom Tree. He wrote,

“The Wisdom Tree

Whose roots strike deep into stability,

Whose flowers are the beauty of compassionate insight and understanding,

Whose fruits are a richer sharing of rice, bread, knowledge.

Whose wholeness is of the earth and of heaven

And could make, with reverence, love, knowledge’

A fabulously rich heritage for our children’s children—

Becoming thus a tree whose branches extend to the four 

   corners of the earth and whose leaves shall be for the 

   healing of all nations.”

     Shel Silverstein’s book, The Giving Tree, was published in 1964. It is his most popular book and has consistently ranked near the top of different surveys of best children’s books (as well as at the top of some surveys of worst children’s books). Its success, having sold well over 10 million copies, is ironic because it apparently took Silverstein four years to find a publisher. An editor at Simon & Schuster rejected the manuscript, deeming the book “too sad” for children and “too simple” for adults. 

     The challenge to find a publisher was the fact that it was important for Silverstein to “keep what he called the sad ending.” According to Ruth Margalit, “Silverstein detested stories with happy endings. As he once put it, the child asks, ‘Why don’t I have this happiness thing you’re telling me about?’ His own up-by-the-bootstraps childhood [on the northwest side of Chicago] was marked by insecurity and self-doubt.”
     The book has been controversial since it was published, with some viewing it as having a positive message about selfless generosity (the tree) and others put off by a negative message that advocates insatiable greed (the boy, who never really grows up).

     In 2007, the book was banned in Omaha, NY. Earlier, in 1988, the book had been removed from a locked reference collection at a library in Boulder, Colorado because it was considered to be too sexist. 

     The Giving Tree was not Silverstein’s favorite book because of its “simplicity.” His favorite was Lafcadio: the Lion Who Shot Back (1963) because it was more complex. As Silverstein said in a long ago interview, “…I think that books, even for really little kids, can deal with more than one idea. A story could deal with more, even 50—and so can the reader, if the ideas are all laid out.”
     As a children’s book, its reading level is designated for children in first grade and up, but in terms of meaning it is a cautionary tale for all of us. The Giving Tree has been interpreted in many ways, and the parent-child relationship has been the most common. Silverstein’s editor, Ursula Nordstrom, thought the book’s success was partially due do to the opinion of ministers and Sunday school teachers who thought that the tree represents “the Christian ideal of unconditional love.” 
     The Giving Tree gives the boy many things: her love, her time, her attention, her apples that he sells, her branches that he uses to build a house, her trunk for him to make a boat, and finally her stump, upon which he, now an old “man,” could sit and rest. 
     Ruth Margalit wrote, “Maybe it’s enough to take Silverstein’s own reading of it. ‘It’s about a boy and a tree,’ he once said. ‘It has a pretty sad ending.’” Actually, that is not enough. To be sure, the sad ending is likely, but not inevitable. The Giving Tree is no longer about the author’s intent, but of our response as readers. And a tree is just a tree, except when it’s not. In this era of growing ecological tragedy, the necessary reading of this book is about the Tree of Life, the Tree of Wisdom. These archetypes in the mythologies of the world extend to movies like Avatar. In the movie, the Tree of Souls (Na’vi name: Vitraya Ramunong) on the planet Pandora is a giant, willow-like tree that is said to be the closest connection to the Pandoran deity, Eywa. (It has been said if every known species on Earth were a leaf on a tree, the tree would have almost two million leaves.) Trees are metaphors for the planet.
     Herman Hesse reminded us that, “…trees have always been the most penetrating preachers. …Trees are sanctuaries. Whoever knows how to speak to them, whoever knows how to listen to them, can learn the truth. They do not preach learning and precepts, they preach, undeterred by particulars, the ancient law of life.” 
     Our proper relationship with planet earth should combine human need (“taking” as illustrated by the boy) with planetary stewardship: our “giving” in return for the sake of planet Earth in all of her incredible diversity. This is the only way to nurture and sustain the Circle of Life.

11.3: The Circle of Life by Rev. Arthur Lavoie (Excerpt, full text at https://docs.wixstatic.com/ugd/876269_f24c04c5705049e88fb1cff429c2d984.pdf) (1,214 words)
     …I sat with my mother, Alice, as she took her last breath. Up until last November she had been in perfect health and was then plagued by a series of, what seemed like minor illnesses. It turns out there was an auto-immune disorder ravaging her body. By the time she was diagnosed…, though they tried the intense treatment regimen for a while, her body was just too weak to handle it.

     We took her home, home to the place we’d been raised, the only home she’d known for sixty-one years, and lovingly came together as a family to provide hospice care for the last several days of her life. Family and friends came in droves to care for her and say goodbye. It was a beautiful end, if one can call death beautiful; a beautiful and peaceful end to a loving and glorious life.

     …The loss of a loved one, or any loss or change, for that matter, offers us a window into the great mystery, into the circle of life and death and asks us to take a moment to examine the meaning of our own lives. What have I done over these few short years that has been most important? How will I be remembered? How do I want to be remembered? What has his all been for?

     In, The Tibetan Book of Living and Dying, Sogyal Rimpoche asks us to take a broader approach to death. It’s not something that happens only once but many times throughout our lives. He writes: “life is nothing but a continuing dance of birth and death, a dance of change. Every time I hear the rush of a mountain stream, or the waves crashing on the shore, or my own heartbeat, I hear the sound of impermanence. These changes, these small deaths, are our living links with death. They are death’s pulse, death’s heartbeat, prompting us to let go of all the things we cling to.” What is it that you and I cling to? Is it money, prestige or accomplishment? Is it regret or remorse about things not said or done?

     We have a lot of denial about death, or endings of any kind in our American culture. Our rabid individualism and unhealthy self-focus doesn’t often allow us space in our heads for the ending of our lives, for our being gone one day. Contemplating our own non-existence is not a place we go easily or willingly. Yet, if our lives are going to be authentic, and if we’re going to be able to look back with gratitude and a sense of fulfillment whenever our end comes, it makes sense to spend some time orienting our lives toward those things where we might want to put our attention and our fidelity.

     We’ve been programmed to go chasing after some brass ring, some goal, some external measure of accomplishment by which we judge the value of our lives. Yet we don’t often stop to reflect on whether or not that’s what really matters.

     Stephen Levine …knows well the issues and questions that emerge when people face their mortality. …One of his books, A Year to Live, …outlines a program of healing and revitalization that can help us reflect on critical life issues. It asks the kinds of questions we might ask ourselves if we discovered that we only had one year left to live. Some here might be in that place of knowing we or someone we love has a very limited time left. This book is a great tool to guide any of us when contemplating our death.

     …Levine calls this, “a book of renewal,” and says that “it is not simply about dying but about the restoration of the heart.” Imagine that our contemplation of our own death might be a time to restore our hearts.

     And, perhaps that is what death asks of us. My mother’s death and funeral, as well as others I’ve experienced, gave us an opportunity to come together as a family, to share memories of our mother, stories about our early lives and plans for the future. And through that process of grieving and saying goodbye to her, we strengthened our relationships with each other. The grieving, in effect, restored our hearts.

     As I recall the stories told to me and the stories I tell about deceased family and friends, as I recall the stories from many funerals and memorial services, I have been part of, the most touching and remembered stories were those about who these people were far more than what they did. It is the qualities of our character, the ways in which we loved and cared for others; these are what will be remembered by those we leave behind.
     The exercises in Levine’s book help us to examine and let go of our past to conduct, what he calls a “Going out of unfinished business sale.” We clear out the old baggage and settle up our accounts. We stop living in fantasies and regrets about what might have been, should have been, and what could have been. We forgive ourselves and each other and let go.

     When we’ve let go of the past and the pre-conceptions, we have about ourselves and others, when we live in the present moment, when we are more mindful, then the beauty of the path forward is able to open before us. We then understand that our fear of death is not about death itself but about all of the attachments and false notions we have created in our lives.

     We then discover, in Levine’s words: “Beyond the wheel of birth and death, beyond concepts that limit our birth and narrow our death lies the truth. That truth is the vastness of being before it condenses into form, the deathless before it appears in the guise of the deathful. It is that into which so many Hindus and Buddhists wish to merge, to end the rounds of life and death, and enter, without interruption, the truth beyond name and form.” That deeper truth is a spiritual one, a relational one, a truth about what is most worthy, most real, a truth that emerges with joy in an awakened heart “Once you see what the heart really needs, it doesn’t matter if you’re going to live or die, the work is always the same.”
     As we remembered my mother, a housewife and mother, there were no great accomplishments to speak of; unless you count raising seven children and losing two of them, or perhaps the accomplishment that we could not recall an ill word ever said of her. In the stories about her life that we told, it was the qualities of loving and caring that she will always be remembered for, a good woman who would do anything for her family and friends.

     “What shall we sing? . . . What on earth shall we sing?” [the Rev.] Victoria Safford asks. We shall sing about this precious gift of life we’ve been given. We shall sing about love, for that is the only way to live. And we shall sing about gratitude for this fleeting gift we’ve been given; to have been alive, to have loved, and to remember and be remembered by those whose lives we have touched.

11.4: Beyond Tolerance: Being a Christian & Pagan Community by Rev. Dr. Cynthia L. Landrum

(Excerpt, full text at http://www.libertyuu.org/sermons/02-17-2008%20-%20Paganism%20&%20Christianity%20-%20Cynthia%20Landrum.pdf) (1,204 words)
     Unitarian Universalism is a unique religion in many ways. But one of the things about us that is most unusual is our theological openness—that you can come here and be a Christian, or an atheist, or a Pagan, or many other things, and we won’t try to covert you, and we want you here in your differentness, and we believe we grow from the experience of being all these things together.

     Yet, at the same time, no part of our being together in this beloved community is probably more difficult, sometimes, than coming together across these theological boundaries. …Paganism and Christianity… exemplify how our religious traditions can be seemingly at odds, and yet so complimentary.

     Christianity is the root of our tradition. Yet …I have heard people say, in Unitarian Universalist churches, that they don’t understand why Christians want to be in a Unitarian Universalist church. Their attitude is that there are all those other churches for that, this is something different, so Christians should just leave and go to an exclusively Christian church. 

     …And then …there’s Paganism, by which I mean earth- centered traditions, and primarily Wicca. This is the newest thread in our tapestry of faith. Paganism came into our movement …in the 1980s. The first known gathering of UU Pagans to organize as a movement, according to the Covenant of UU Pagans, was in 1985. [The sixth 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” …added in 1993 …[and] is firmly part of our movement….

     So, Paganism is a newer addition to Unitarian Universalism, and it’s not without its critics. I have heard people say that they’re uncomfortable with Paganism in Unitarian Universalist churches. Most of the discomfort has to do with a sort of “what will the neighbors think?” problem—people already think Unitarian Universalism is pretty weird. What will they think of it if they know it includes witches, something many people associate with the occult and the devil?

     …What then, do we do? I believe the purpose of a church is to build the beloved community. …Part of what it means for us to live in beloved community in Unitarian Universalism …has to do with how we build the beloved community across our differences, how we come together with the “other.” 

     Dr. Melissa Harris-Lacewell [now Harris-Perry] [in a conference called “Can We Build the Beloved Community through Political Action?”] offered four models of how we often come together across racial, gender, or any other barriers. The first model is tolerance. As she put it, tolerance assumes a normative person who will do the tolerating of the “other.” When we think of the word “tolerance” we quickly see its limitations. When you say something is “tolerable,” it’s not an enthusiastic statement; it’s not a statement that something is ideal, or even desired.  It’s just something that you can live with.

     The next model is inclusion. Many Unitarian Universalist churches stop here…. It’s where we are when we say, “How do we get more of those people of that group to join us.” It still assumes a dominant group that magnanimously includes the minority.

     The third model is pluralism. This is one that is being embraced by many right now. Indeed, the organization “Religioustolerance.org” talks about tolerance [and]…pluralism.

    Author and theologian Diana Eck, founder of the Pluralism Project at Harvard, writes: “Pluralism and plurality are sometimes used as if they were synonymous. But plurality is just diversity, plain and simple—splendid, colorful, maybe even threatening. Such diversity does not, however, have to affect me. I can observe diversity. I can even celebrate diversity, as the cliché goes. But I have to participate in pluralism. In the Elmhurst area of Queens, for example, a New York Times reporter found people from 11 countries on a single floor of an apartment building on Justice Avenue—all living in isolation and fear—each certain that they were the only immigrants there. This is diversity to be sure, but it is not pluralism. Pluralism requires the cultivation of public space where we all encounter one another.”
     …I believe pluralism is a worthy goal for a Unitarian Universalist church seeking to live out beloved community.

     …What does pluralism look like [with] …Paganism and Christianity as an example? There’s a song by Dar Williams titled The Christians and the Pagans that says, “So the Christians and the Pagans sat together at the table / Finding faith and common ground the best that they were able / Lighting trees in darkness, learning new ways from the old, and / Making sense of history and drawing warmth out of the cold.”
     One way to make sense of things is to look for common ground, as the Dar Williams song points out.

     …Another way of bringing the two faiths together under one roof is the many paths-one mountain approach. People who hold this belief believe there is one ultimate source of all, call it God, Goddess, divine being, ground of all being. But there are many paths to knowing this great source of all. For some, Christianity is the path that best fits. For others, Paganism is.

     …This is the hard work we do here in our church to build the beloved community. It’s part of that living the belief of Universalism, that all are saved, and living our first principle, the inherent worth and dignity of every person.  This is the radical, new ground we break as Unitarian Universalists, to live together in religious community across these diverse theological beliefs.

     …Ultimately, without Christians in this church, we do not have Unitarian Universalism. …We need Christians in our midst to share with us that Christianity is not a religion of hate, but a religion of love. We need Christians in our churches to bring with them the centuries of deep theological questioning about the nature of the divine. We need Christians and with them the legacy of social justice from the acts of Jesus to modern-day liberation theologians. We need Christians in our church to teach us to move beyond the literal and into the realm of story and metaphor. Without Christians, we are not Unitarian Universalists, for they ground us not only in our history, but in our very nature.

     And, so, too, we need Pagans in our church. If we lost the Pagans in Unitarian Universalism we would lose touch with that sense of the interdependent web, of the rhythms of nature and how important they are to understanding our souls. If we lost the Pagans, we would lose the innovation that comes with a modern tradition trying to understand and interpret traditions lost to the silence of history. Without Pagans, we are not Unitarian Universalists, either.

     …There will always be new challenges that will test our limits of acceptance that will push the boundaries of what it means to be Unitarian Universalist. Sometimes we do say “not here,” if the ways are ways of harm, of hurtfulness, of death.  But to the paths of good and life, we welcome them, for they enlarge our souls, and we become one step closer to becoming our goal: the beloved community.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“She understood that the hardest times in life to go through were when you were transitioning from one version of yourself to another.”   Sarah Addison Allen
“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 rivers from tributaries from streams from falls from springs from wells….”   C.E. Morgan 

“Your soul awakens your mind. Your mind makes your choices. Your choices manifest your life. Your life is your lesson. Your lessons create wisdom. Your wisdom enriches your soul.” Karen Baquiran
“At last, the wheel comes full circle.”   Cassandra Clare

“Gardeners instinctively know that flowers and plants are a continuum and that the wheel of garden history will always be coming full circle.”   Francis Cabot Lowell

“In the circle of life / It’s the wheel of fortune / It’s the leap of faith / It’s the band of hope / Till we find our place / On the path unwinding / In the circle, the circle of life.”   Elton John

“...innocence of eye has a quality of its own. It means to see as a child sees, with freshness and acknowledgment of the wonder; it also means to see as an adult sees who has gone full circle and once again sees as a child—with freshness and an even deeper sense of wonder.”   Minor White

“Sunrise paints the sky with pinks and the sunset with peaches. Cool to warm. So is the progression from childhood to old age.”   Vera Nazarian

“To me, the model of success is not linear. Success is completing the full circle of yourself.”   Gloria Steinem

“I love all the seasons of you….”   Lisa Kleypas

“Service or giving is the other side of receiving. Giving and receiving is a full circle: a full circle feels more natural than a half circle.”   Laura Huxley

“The living and the dead, / The awake and the sleeping, / The young and the old are all one and the same.”   Heraclitus

“Grown-ups don’t look like grown-ups on the inside either. Outside, they’re big and thoughtless and they always know what they’re doing. Inside, they look just like they always have. Like they did when they were your age.”   Neil Gaiman 

“Life is a full circle, widening until it joins the circle motions of the infinite.”   Anaïs Nin

“There will come a time when you believe everything is finished; that will be the beginning.”   Louis L’Amour

“All human lives are so profoundly and intricately entwined—those dead, those living, those generations yet to come—that the fate of all is the fate of each, and the hope of humanity rests in every heart and in every pair of hands.”   Dean Koontz 

“The books I have read were composed by generations of fathers and sons, mothers and daughters, teachers and disciples. I am the sum total of their experiences, their quests. And so are you.”   Elie Wiesel

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

“Youth cannot know how age thinks and feels. But old men are guilty if they forget what it was to be young.”   J.K. Rowling

“Do you know that there’s a halfway world between each ending and each new beginning? …It’s a bog; it’s where your dreams and worries and forgotten plans gather. Your steps are heavier during that time. Don’t underestimate the transition …between farewell and new departure. Give yourself the time you need. Some thresholds are too wide to be taken in one stride.”   Nina George

“Would you like to know your future? If your answer is yes, think again. Not knowing is the greatest life motivator. So enjoy, endure, survive each moment as it comes to you in its proper sequence—surprise.”   Vera Nazarian

“And you would accept the seasons of your heart, even as you have always accepted the seasons that pass over your fields.”   Kahlil Gibran

“In my end is my beginning.”   T.S. Eliot

“Any transition serious enough to alter your definition of self will require not just small adjustments in your way of living and thinking but a full-on metamorphosis.”   Martha Beck

“The two most important days in your life are the day you are born and the day you find out why.”   Mark Twain

“In the depth of winter, I finally learned that within me there lay an invincible summer.”   Albert Camus

“Sometimes we can choose the paths we follow. Sometimes our choices are made for us. And sometimes we have no choice at all.”   Neil Gaiman 

“Aging is not ‘lost youth’ but a new stage of opportunity and strength.”   Betty Friedan

“I wanted a perfect ending. Now I’ve learned, the hard way, that some poems don’t rhyme, and some stories don’t have a clear beginning, middle, and end.”   Gilda Radner

“We are not all born at once, but by bits. The body first, and the spirit later…. Our mothers are racked with the pains of our physical birth; we ourselves suffer the longer pains of our spiritual growth.”   Mary Austin

“Death ends a life, but it does not end a relationship….”    Robert Woodruff Anderson 
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