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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: Let Us Stand on the Side of Love by Rev. Angela Herrera (118 words)

1.2: All That We Share Is Sacred by Andrée Mol (157 words)

1.3: Wake Up! by Rev. Christian Schmidt (157 words)

1.4: Do Not Be Alone Right Now by Rev. Karen Johnston (133 words)

1.5: We are called by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (79 words)

1.6: Be About the Work by Andrea Hawkins-Kamper, M.Div. (114 words)

1.7: Come, Gather In by Andrea Hawkins-Kamper, M.Div. (94 words)

1.8: Stand on the Side of Love by Rev. Angela Herrera (130 words)
1.9: A Protest and a Party by Rev. Hannah Roberts Villnave (144 words)
1.10: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (152 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 We inherit this free faith by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (53 words)

2.2: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (93 words)

2.3: A Spark of Hope by Melanie Davis (37 words)

2.4: Creating Fire by Rev. Stephen Shick (54 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal

3.2: SLT #104 When Israel Was in Egypt’s Land

3.3: SLT #105 From Age to Age

3.4: SLT #108 My Life Flows on in Endless Song
3.5: SLT #113 Where Is Our Holy Church?
3.6: SLT #114 Forward Through the Ages
3.7: SLT #118 This Little Light of Mine

3.8: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.9: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.10: SLT #133 One World
3.11: SLT #159 This Is My Song

3.12: SLT #168 One More Step
3.13: SLT #170 We Are a Gentle, Angry People
      Singing the Journey 

3.14: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.15: STJ #1017 Building a New Way

3.16: STJ #1018 Come and Go with Me

3.17: STJ #1051 We Are…

3.18: STJ #1054 Let This Be a House of Peace

3.19: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around

     Choral Music 

3.20: Imagine by John Lennon, arr. by Roger Emerson

     Popular Music

3.21: Imagine by John Lennon (3:53)

3.22: The Prophet’s Song by Queen (8:28)

3.23: False Prophet by Bob Dylan (lyric video) (6:01)

3.24: Prophecy Song by Joanne Shenandoah (2:15)

3.25: Jah Prophet Has Arise by (A) Sinéad O’Connor & (B) Israel Vibration

3.26: Glory by Common & John Legend (3:08)

3.27: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56) 

3.28: Stand Up For Something by Andra Day feat. Common (3:46)

3.29: A Dream by Common (4:00)

3.30: Abraham, Martin and John by Dion (3:13)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Prophets of Peace from Tapestry of Faith, adapted (503 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: All This Talk of Saving Souls by Linda Underwood (131 words)

5.2: Sometimes by Rev. Susan Suchocki (280 words)

5.3: Community Means Strength by Starhawk (115 words)

5.4: Soulmates by Rev. Carol Meyer (103 words)

5.5: Gentleness in Living by Rev. Richard Gilbert (162 words)

5.6: Meeting the Messiah by Rev. Jeffrey Symynkywicz (202 words)
5.7: Marginal Wisdom by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (168 words)

5.8: A Theology of Love by Rev. Dawn Fortune (72 words)

5.9: What We Do Matters by Rev. Laura Horton-Ludwig (159 words)

5.10: All That We Have Been, All That We Will Become by Rev. Leslie Ahuvah Fails (173 words)

5.11: Getting Through This Day by Rev. Theresa Hardy (124 words)
5.12: Give Voice to Mourning by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (337 words)
5.13: Humanity’s Psalm by Rev. Cynthia Frado (428 words)
5.14: In the Face of Fear by Rev. Randolph Becker (134 words)
5.15: Three Things by Rev. Jan Taddeo (350 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: We Are They by Rev. M. Susan Milnor (174 words)

6.2: We Stand on the Side of Love by Rev. Angela Herrera (114 words)

6.3: Loving the Arc by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (404 words)

6.4: A Refuge from the World by Rev. Richard Trudeau (316 words)

6.5: Coming Into Our Power by Rev. Barbara Hamilton-Holway (163 words)

6.6: A Prayer for America by Rev. Tamara Lebak (241 words)

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

6.8: Crossing Borders by Rev. Stephen Shick (126 words)

6.9: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (134 words)
6.10: All That We Do Not Know by Rev. Susan Suchocki (280 words)
6.11: Prayer Celebrating Choice by Rev. Krista Taves (378 words)
6.12: To Right the Wrongs of Our Kin by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (180 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

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

7.2: SLT #464 And Then by Judy Chicago

7.3: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry

7.4: SLT #470 Affirmation by Rev. Leonard Mason 

7.5: SLT #565 Prophets by Rev. Clinton Lee Scott
7.6: SLT #567 To Be of Use by Marge Piercy

7.7: SLT #579 The Limits of Tyrants by Frederick Douglass

7.8: SLT #648 Beginners by Denise Levertov 

7.9: All of Us Need All of Us to Make It by Rev. Megan Foley (239 words)

7.9: A Litany for Sufferers of Domestic Abuse by Rev. Dennis McCarty (362 words)
7.10: A Litany of With-ness by Rev. Phillip Lund (133 words)
7.11: Charge to Engage by Rev. Cathy Rion Starr (264 words)
7.12: Litany of Solidarity by Rev. Catie Scudera (441 words)
7.13: Some people say that Jesus is the light of the world by Rev. Rebecca Edmiston-Lange (212 words)
8.0: Readings
8.1: The Stumbling Prophets by Emily Palermo (91 words)
8.2: Seeds by Megan McKenna (349 words)

8.3: I Am by Mie Hansson (257 words)
8.4: Justice is Reestablishing “Right Relationships” by Jim Wallis (233 words)

8.5: Searched for an Answer (A Poem For the End of the Century) by Czesław Miłosz | by Czesław Miłosz (85 words)
8.6: Forty by Elif Shafak (218 words)

8.7: The Most Dangerous Kind of Rebel by Andrew Harvey (350 words)

8.8: I Want to Be with People by Rev. Dana Worsnop (357 words)

8.9: A Little Kind and a Little Rational by M.F. Moonzajer (137 words)

8.10: Life is Always Unfinished Business by Rev. Richard Gilbert (170 words)
8.11: Choose to Bless the World by Rev. Dr. Rebecca Parker (303 words)

8.12: Brick by Brick by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (429 words)

8.13: Doing Right by T.H. White (383 words)

8.14: Everybody Else by Jabari Jones (488 words)

8.15: Beyond the Zero-Sum Game by Rev. Nathan Walker (158 words)

8.16: Dear Liberal Allies... by Trungles (480 words)

8.17: Living Your UUism by Anonymous (280 words)

8:18: Long Road to Freedom by Nelson Mandela (97 words)

8.19: Telling by Laura Hershey (155 words)

8.20: The Miseducation of Justice-Making by Rev. Nathan Walker (428 words)

8:21: We Are Not Done by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (157 words)

8.22: This Ain’t No Country Club by Rev. Nathan Walker (233 words)

8.23: That’s Why We’re Here by Rev. Forrest Gilmore (222 words)

8.24: Peace Like a River, Strength Like a Mountain by Rev. Stephen Shick (359 words)

8.25: Prophetic Congregations by Rev. Meg Riley (172 words)
8.26: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
8.27: The Deep Well of Black Lives by Rev. Kristen Harper (303 words)
8.28: On a Holy Night in 1969 by Rev. Otto O’Connor (490 words)
8.29: Let the Artists Win by Rev. Bob Janis-Dillon (287 words)
8.30: Still Queer in America by Becky Brooks (71 words)
8.31: The Return of Earth/She by Christopher Sims (395 words)
8.32: Asking for Refuge by Rev. Matthew Johnson (791 words)
8.33: Connection as Resistance by Rev. Erika Hewitt (276 words)
8.34: Deciding to Build by Rev. Chris Rothbauer (420 wds)
8.35: For the Sake of the Common Good by Rev. Erika Hewitt and Becky Brooks (611 words)
8.36: Futility Refuted by Jeffrey Lockwood (545 words)
8.37: In This Delicate Turning by Rev. Marta I. Valentín (248 words)
8.38: My Heart is Moved by All I Cannot Save by Adrienne Rich (34 words)
8.39: On White Supremacy Culture and Why I Use These Words by Carolina Krawarik-Graham (237 words)
8.40: Racist or Antiracist by Ibram X. Kendi (469 words)
8.41: The Flawed Understanding of Martin Luther King, Jr. by Rev. Aisha Ansano (397 words)
8.42: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words)
8.43: Every Place Is a Battleground by Imani Perry (143 words)
8.44: Witness and Pride by Eli Clare (147 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)

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Words for Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (69 words)

10.2: Go Forth in Simplicity by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (59 words)

10.3: Between the dawn and dusk by Rev. Carl Seaburg (37 words)

10.4: Much of ministry is a benediction by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (58 words)

10.5: Take From Life Its Coals by Rev. Laurel Sheridan (34 words)

10.6: Remembering our ancestors by Rev. Rhys Williams (73 words)

10.7: That which is worthy of doing by Rev. Steve Crump (39 words)

10.8: We all have two religions by Rev. William Gardner (30 words)

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Safe and Profoundly Unsound (Part One: Losing Our Liberty) by Rev. Victoria Safford (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/safe-profoundly-unsound) (1,029 words)

11.2: Safe and Profoundly Unsound (Part Two: Frightening Times) by Rev. Victoria Safford (Excerpt, 

11.3: Prophetic Spirituality by Jan Edward Garrett (Excerpt, full text at http://people.wku.edu/jan.garrett/prophet.htm) (1,563 words)
11.4: Our Second Source: Prophetic Women and Men by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,631 words)

11.5: Black Lives Matter: More than a Slogan by Rev. Nathan Ryan (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/black-lives-matter-more-slogan) (1,270 words)

11.6: Reclaiming Prophecy by Rev. Dr. John Morehouse (Excerpt, full text at https://uuwestport.org/reclaiming-prophecy-january-22-2017/) (1,376 words)

11.7: Holy Boldness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (883 words)

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Let Us Stand on the Side of Love by Rev. Angela Herrera (118 words)

Don’t leave your broken heart at the door: 

Bring it to the altar of life. 

Don’t leave your anger behind

It has high standards 

And the world needs vision. 

Bring them with you, 

and your joy 

and your passion 

Bring your loving

and your courage

and your conviction 

Bring your need for healing

and your powers to heal 

There is work to do

And all that we need to do it

is here. 

So let us come in

and then reach beyond the walls of this church

Let us fill this sanctuary with love

and then harness its power to stop oppression 

Let us join together in worship

and together let us stand on the side of love.

Source: Reaching for the Sun: Meditations by Angela Herrera
1.2: All That We Share Is Sacred by Andrée Mol (157 words)

This blessing was written in honor of two Unitarians, Martha and Waitstill Sharp, who during WWII dared to risk their own comfort in order to help save the lives of those in desperate need.
     As we gather together,
May we remember
When you share with me what is most important to you,
That is where listening begins.
When I show you that I hear you,
When I say your life matters,
That is where compassion begins.
When I open the door to greet you,
That is where hospitality begins.
When I venture out to bring you to shelter,
That is where love begins.
When I risk my comfort to ease your suffering,
When I act against hatred, violence, and injustice,
That is where courage begins.
When we experience the full presence of each other,
Because of our shared humanity,
Because of our differences,
That is where holy gratitude begins.

     May this space be a table
that is not complete
until all are welcome.
May this table be a space of beauty
where together
we create a series of miracles, and
where all that we share is sacred.

     May it be so.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/all-we-share-sacred 

1.3: Wake Up! by Rev. Christian Schmidt (157 words)

     Let us wake up. Not just from the Sunday morning exhaustion, from the wish for a few more drowsy minutes in bed. Let us wake up to this world we live in: to its beauty and wonder, and also to its tragedy and pain. We must wake up to this reality: that not all in our world have what we do, however much or little that is. We must wake up to the idea that our wholeness, our lives, are only as complete as the lives of those around us, of those we are inextricably tied to in a great web of mutuality, of which all of us are part. We must #staywoke, in the words of our friends and colleagues involved in Black Lives Matter, working every day for racial justice in our country. Let us wake up, let us stay awake, let us #staywoke.

     And now, in this time and place, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/wake 

1.4: Do Not Be Alone Right Now by Rev. Karen Johnston (133 words)

     Do not be alone right now. Gather together.

     Gathering together grows courage: in ourselves and in others who see the numbers swelling. It is a small thing, but right now it is an important thing.

      Great sources of wisdom remind us: just because you cannot stem the tide of all hate, it is still right to do the thing you can do. These things add up: your one thing & my one thing; his one thing & their one thing & her one thing. Together it becomes a BIG thing.

     Do not be alone right now. Any liberation—all liberation—is collective liberation. My freedom is bound with yours and yours with mine. Inextricably.

     Let us together cast our lots doing this BIG thing: bending the moral arc of the universe towards justice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/do-not-be-alone-right-now 

1.5: We are called by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (79 words)

     We are called to gather in worship as a beloved community. We are called to set aside distractions and anxieties, that we might touch deeper springs and be renewed. We are called to seek and to share comfort for the hurts that afflict. We are called to desire more love, more justice, and life more abundant. We are called to truth, to mercy, to humility, and to courage. Let us answer the call with the yes of our lives.

Source: Touchstones
1.6: Be About the Work by Andrea Hawkins-Kamper, M.Div. (114 words)

May we see all as it is, and may it all be as we see it.
May we be the ones to make it as it should be,
For if not us, who? If not now, when?
This is answering the cry of justice with the work of peace,
This is redeeming the pain of history with the grace of wisdom,
This is the work we are called to do, and this is the call we answer now:
To be the barrier and the bridge,
To be the living embodiment of our Principles,
To be about the work of building the Beloved Community,
To be a people of intention and a people of conscience.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/be-about-work 

1.7: Come, Gather In by Andrea Hawkins-Kamper, M.Div. (94 words)

     In the houses of the holy, the world pauses.
In the hearts of the holy, Love abides.
In the havens of the holy, Hope comforts.
In the hearths of the holy, Spirit refreshes.

     Come then, one and all, gather in.
Come then, one and all, gather here.

     Bring here all of your heart,
Bring here all of your body,
Bring here all of your soul.
Come then, bring the broken,
The vulnerable,
The ragged,
The outcast,
The Other,
Come then, gather in, come.

     Come then, one and all, gather in.
Come then, gather in.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-gather 

1.8: Stand on the Side of Love by Rev. Angela Herrera (130 words)
Don’t leave your broken heart at the door: / Bring it to the altar of life.

Don’t leave your anger behind / It has high standards

And the world needs vision.

Bring them with you, / and your joy / and your passion

Bring your loving / and your courage / and your conviction

Bring your need for healing / and your powers to heal

There is work to do / And all that we need to do it / is here.

So let us come in / and then reach beyond the walls of this church /

Let us fill this sanctuary with love /and then harness its power to stop oppression

Let us join together in worship / and together let us stand on the side of love

Source: http://www.uucc.org/wp-content/uploads/2013/03/Standing-on-the-Side-of-Love13feb17.pdf 

1.9: A Protest and a Party by Rev. Hannah Roberts Villnave (144 words)
     People sometimes ask:

Is Pride a protest

Or a party?

     And the answer is

Of course

Yes.

     And why not?

     Why not

Rejoice as we resist

Dance as we demand change

Celebrate as we create community that delights in

All of who we are?

     So bring all of that

With you this morning.

     Bring your policy demands

Bring your glitter

Bring your supreme court broken heart

Bring your rainbow socks

Bring the emptiness you feel

For our siblings gone too soon.

     Bring your Gloria Estefan remix

Bring your tender hope for change

Bring your most garish eyeshadow

Bring your spirit, tattered and battered

By a world that seems insistent on

Choosing fear and hate.

     Gather up all these things

And bring them here

To a place where we don’t

Have to shoulder these burdens

Or celebrate these joys

Alone.

     Come, let us worship

Together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/protest-and-party 

1.10: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (152 words)
     A line of framed family photos, all on a surface, some out of focus

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 

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1 We inherit this free faith 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 

2.2: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (93 words)

     Out of the flames of fear
We rise with courage of our deepest convictions
to stand for justice, inclusion and peace
     Out of the flames of scrutiny
We rise to proclaim our faith
With hope to heal a fractured and hurting world
     Out of the flames of doubt
We rise to embrace the mystery, wonder and awe
of all there is and all that is yet to be
     Out of the flames of hate
We rise with the force of love
Love that celebrates our shared humanity
     Out of the flames we rise.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/out-flames 

2.3: A Spark of Hope by Melanie Davis (37 words)

If ever there were a time for a candle in the darkness,
this would be it.
Using a spark of hope,
kindle the flame of love,
ignite the light of peace,
and feed the flame of justice.

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

2.4: Creating Fire by Rev. Stephen Shick (54 words)

     Is the fire going out?
Not in your belly,
for you are still alive,
but in your soul,
that place

     where dreams
fuel commitment
     where longings
shape action
where meaning
flames purpose
     where passion ignites
and rekindles
your life fire.
     If your soul smolders
dream on
till you flame
like a chalice of hope.

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

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal

3.2: SLT #104 When Israel Was in Egypt’s Land

3.3: SLT #105 From Age to Age

3.4: SLT #108 My Life Flows on in Endless Song
3.5: SLT #113 Where Is Our Holy Church?
3.6: SLT #114 Forward Through the Ages
3.7: SLT #118 This Little Light of Mine

3.8: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.9: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.10: SLT #133 One World
3.11: SLT #159 This Is My Song

3.12: SLT #168 One More Step
3.13: SLT #170 We Are a Gentle, Angry People
      Singing the Journey 

3.14: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.15: STJ #1017 Building a New Way

3.16: STJ #1018 Come and Go with Me

3.17: STJ #1051 We Are…

3.18: STJ #1054 Let This Be a House of Peace

3.19: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around

     Choral Music 

3.20: Imagine by John Lennon, arr. by Roger Emerson

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:24) (a cappella)

“Imagine all the people living in harmony.” John Lennon’s sensitive lyrics resonate in these times in a powerful way. Warm choral textures in this a cappella setting speak directly to the heart.

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Imagine/3295496.item#.YnaFiNrMLIU 
     Popular Music

3.21: Imagine by John Lennon (3:53)

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

3.22: The Prophet’s Song by Queen (8:28)

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

3.23: False Prophet by Bob Dylan (lyric video) (6:01)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L7TR6KhbjbY 

3.24: Prophecy Song by Joanne Shenandoah (2:15)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hb0E7IIvLDY 

3.25: Jah Prophet Has Arise by (A) Sinéad O’Connor & (B) Israel Vibration

A Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4IjcZn9jtns (4:25)

B Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qxhV81Z0GuU (3:18)

3.26: Glory by Common & John Legend (3:08)

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

3.27: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56) 

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

3.28: Stand Up For Something by Andra Day feat. Common (3:46)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2GhY7qXGx-0 

3.29: A Dream by Common (4:00)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WxzBG836NrY 

3.30: Abraham, Martin and John by Dion (3:13)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eN4ZlST1tGc 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Prophets of Peace from Tapestry of Faith, adapted (503 words)
     In the middle of the 19th century, a frenzy of support for the Mexican-American War swept across America. But a small minority, including some ministers, scholars, and abolitionists, saw the war as an act of violent aggression against a weak, neighboring country. Abraham Lincoln, then a congressman from Illinois, called the war immoral.

     Henry David Thoreau also thought the war was wrong. He refused to pay taxes because of it. However, it was illegal to refuse to pay taxes, so Thoreau was arrested and thrown in jail.

     Thoreau chose to remain jail to make a public statement rather than pay the taxes and a fine to get out. Thoreau’s friend, the Unitarian Ralph Waldo Emerson, came to visit him in jail. Emerson asked why Thoreau was allowing himself to waste away in jail when he had the money to pay the taxes. Thoreau responded saying, “The question is not what am I doing in here, but what are you doing out there?”
     Thoreau’s tax was paid by a relative who could not tolerate his imprisonment, and he was released. Thoreau’s experience led him to write his essay, Civil Disobedience, which explained why it can be necessary to disobey an unjust law.

     Sixty years later in South Africa, Mohandas Gandhi got a job. Raised in western India, he studied law in England. Although allowed to work as a lawyer, Gandhi discovered that he lacked full rights in South Africa, whose laws treated all Indians as second-class people and black Africans, the majority of the population, much worse. When the government passed a law requiring all Indians to register with the police and be fingerprinted, Gandhi refused to obey. He was arrested. While in jail, Gandhi read Thoreau’s essay, Civil Disobedience. It inspired him to not give up, even when the challenges seemed much too high to overcome.

     Gandhi dedicated his entire life to the principles of nonviolence and civil disobedience for social change. In India, his peaceful leadership encouraged the Indian people to protest and persist until their country won its independence from British rule.

     Near the time of Gandhi’s death in 1948, a young minister named Martin Luther King, Jr. began his own nonviolent movement. America was supposed to protect citizens’ rights and opportunities, but in many places and in many ways, rights and opportunities were denied to African Americans. 

     While some wanted to seek change through violence, Rev. Dr. King spoke passionately about making change through peaceful means. He joined nonviolent marches and demonstrations to show others how. People listened and watched. As more people followed King’s example, the Civil Rights movement grew more powerful. Like Gandhi, King led peaceful protest for change.

     Martin Luther King, Jr. found inspiration in the guidance of Jesus to love one’s enemies, but he learned about civil disobedience from the writings of Henry David Thoreau. He believed he could achieve change peacefully, because of the ideas and example of Gandhi.

     Thoreau, Gandhi, and King: three prophets, in different times, in different places, found power through peace.

Source: http://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session8/161912.shtml 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: All This Talk of Saving Souls by Linda Underwood (131 words)

     All this talk of saving souls.
Souls weren’t made to save,
like Sunday clothes that
give out at the seams.

     They’re made for wear; they
come with lifetime guarantees.
Don’t save your soul.
Pour it out like rain on
cracked, parched earth.

     Give your soul away, or
pass it like a candle flame.
Sing it out, or
laugh it up the wind.

     Souls were made for hearing
breaking hearts, for puzzling dreams,
remembering August flowers,
forgetting hurts.

     These men who talk of saving souls!
They have the look of bullies
who blow out candles before
you sing happy birthday,
and want the world to be
in alphabetical order.

     I will spend my soul,
playing it out like sticky string
into the world,
so I can catch every
last thing I touch.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-talk-saving-souls 

5.2: Sometimes by Rev. Susan Suchocki (280 words)

     Day by day, month by month, year by year we are confronted with all that we do not know, that we do not understand, that we do not grasp.

     Sometimes we are humbled by this knowledge and say: God, it is too wonderful for me to comprehend but I know this universe is more grand and more beautiful than I ever could have imagined and I give thanks for the blessing of being here and seeing, hearing, experiencing, and sensing all that is so wonderful around and in me.

     Sometimes we are saddened by this knowledge and say: O merciful spirit, we need to have the burden of hurt and suffering removed from us. Grant us the courage, the wisdom and fortitude to bear the pain of living. Send us those who will carry our burdens for a short while and send us those who will comfort us with their healing words and thoughts.

     Sometimes we are angered by this knowledge and say: In the name of justice and compassion—if it be in our power—give us the strength and ability to right the wrongs—for we do not nor does any person in the world deserve this.

     Sometimes we are made joyous by this knowledge and we say: Spirit of life who blesses our world, we rejoice and cheer for our glorious life.

     Sometimes we are made curious by this knowledge and say: Holy and inexplicable is this life—I have no idea what happened or how it happened but somehow, someway, something changed and I am free to explore new ways of being. Please always let me continue to search for the unknown in myself and others.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-that-we-do-not-know 

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: Soulmates by Rev. Carol Meyer (103 words)

     May we open ourselves ever more fully to that Eternal Mystery which lures us onward toward life and creativity.

     May we find the courage to live our faith, to speak our truth, and to strive together for a world where freedom abounds and justice truly does roll down like water.

     May we know the fullness of love without fear, and the serenity of peace without turmoil.

     May we hold one another in the deep and tender places with compassion, and may we grace one another by sharing our own vulnerabilities, being ever mindful of the divinity within that makes soulmates of us all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5858.shtml 

5.5: Gentleness in Living by Rev. Richard Gilbert (162 words)

      Be gentle with another—

     It is a cry from the lives of ​people battered
By thoughtless words and brutal deeds;
It comes from the lips of those who speak them,
And the lives of those who do them.

     Who of us can look inside another and know what is there
Of hope and hurt, or promise and pain?
Who can know from what far places each has come
Or to what far places each may hope to go?

     Our lives are like fragile eggs.
They crack and the substance escapes.
Handle with care!
Handle with exceedingly tender care
For there are human beings within,
Human beings as vulnerable as we are,
Who feel as we feel,
Who hurt as we hurt.

     Life is too transient to be cruel with one another;
It is too short for thoughtlessness,
Too brief for hurting.
Life is long enough for caring,
It is lasting enough for sharing,
Precious enough for love.

Be gentle with one another.

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

5.6: Meeting the Messiah by Rev. Jeffrey Symynkywicz (202 words)
     When we scale, at last, the walls 
which our hardened hearts have built,
then we come face-to-face, finally,
with the blessedness of one another. 

     Then we see that these struggling fellow pilgrims 
with whom we share this space 
are no longer robbers, pirates, and thieves,
but deepest friends, most intimate souls. 

     To see this Creation with the eyes of God 
means seeing with the eyes of peace; 
it means finding ways to bind up the broken,
even when the world says it can’t be done. 

     To scale these walls of alienation and despair 
means living our lives in truth, with justice; 
neither denying the holy gifts of our hearts 
and souls, nor hoarding them like miser’s gold. 

     It is the simplest call of all, in essence: 
To open ourselves to God,
we first open ourselves to one another. 
Each day we live, in hope, the deepest possibilities 
of our dreams and of our visions in this life,
we dwell as well in heaven. 

     Then it is that we will turn and greet one another,
knowing at long last the simple blessing 
of standing fully in the presence of another true messiah,
face-to-face with one like us: a beaming, holy child of God.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/19223.shtml
5.7: Marginal Wisdom by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (168 words)

     They teach us to read in black and white.
Truth is this—the rest false.
You are whole—or broken.
Who you love is acceptable—or not.
Life tells its truth in many hues.
We are taught to think in either/or.
To believe the teachings of Jesus—OR Buddha.
To believe in human potential—OR a power beyond a ​single will.
I am broken OR I am powerful.

Life embraces multiple truths, speaks of both, and of and.
We are taught to see in absolutes.
Good versus evil.
Male versus female,
Old versus young,
Gay versus straight.

     Let us see the fractions, the spectrum, the margins.
Let us open our hearts to the complexity of our worlds.
Let us make our lives sanctuaries, to nurture our many identities.

     The day is coming when all will know
That the rainbow world is more gorgeous than monochrome,
That a river of identities can ebb and flow over the static, stubborn rocks in its course,
That the margins hold the center.

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

5.8: A Theology of Love by Rev. Dawn Fortune (72 words)

     My theology understands humanity as simultaneously fragile and resilient, weak and strong, greedy and generous, mean and compassionate. I see the divine spark in the tension between those opposites. I see the divine in the generosity of those who often have the least to give, in kindness offered by those who would arguably have the most reason to be bitter. The divine is like love in this regard: irrational, unexpected, and beautiful.

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

5.9: What We Do Matters by Rev. Laura Horton-Ludwig (159 words)

     Spirit of Life and Love,
we are here because we believe what we do matters.
We are here because we believe how we live our life matters.
That with every act of kindness or meanness,
courage or fear,
love or hate,
we are weaving the fabric of the universe that holds us all.

      We are here because we need encouragement.
Because we need strength.
Because so often, we get distracted.
We get in a rush,
we don’t think,
we choose the easy way
when the harder path is what our spirits truly long for.

     We are here
because none of us is perfect,
but together we inspire one another.
To try again.
To take another step.
We are here because we have felt the stirrings of love and grace
in our hearts and hands and we crave more of that,
for ourselves and not only for ourselves: for everyone!

We are here because how we live matters.
Blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/what-we-do-matters 

5.10: All That We Have Been, All That We Will Become by Rev. Leslie Ahuvah Fails (173 words)

     All that we have been separately
and all that we will become together
is stretched out before and behind us
like stars scattered across a canvas of sky.
We stand at the precipice, arms locked
together like tandem skydivers
working up the courage to jump.

     Tell me, friends:
What have we got to lose?
Our fear of failure?
Our mistrust of our own talents?

     What have we got to lose?
A poverty of the spirit?
The lie that we are alone?

     What wonders await us in the space
between the first leap
and the moment our feet, our wheels
however we move our bodies
across this precious earth
touch down softly on unknown soil?
What have we got to lose
that we can’t replace with some
previously unimaginable joy?

     Blessed are you, Spirit of Life
who has sustained us, enlivened us
and enabled us to reach this moment.
Give us courage in our leaping,
and gratitude in our landing.
And share with us in the joy of a long
and fruitful ministry together.

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

5.11: Getting Through This Day by Rev. Theresa Hardy (124 words)
     I got out of bed this morning because of all those who had to get out of bed before me:

Martin and Coretta, the day after his home was bombed. (What did they tell the children?)

My father, every day of his young life in Lowndes County, Alabama.

John Lewis, after nearly escaping death on the Edmund Pettus bridge.

My ancestors, who were dragged to the U.S. in chains,

laid flat like chattel on ships… and survived.

They survived and got out of bed each morning.

I am sick and tired and grieving and ready to quit this country.

But I got out of bed, shamed by the thought of letting these ancestors down.

For now, that’s how I am getting through this day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/getting-through-day 

5.12: Give Voice to Mourning by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (337 words)
     Give voice to sorrow and fear —

the wracking sobs at family betraying family

the shock at the chasm separating neighbors

“What will you do in the days ahead?” one asked.

“Hide in an attic,” another replied,

her eyes as wide and dark as Anne Frank’s.

Already the assaults on bodies have launched

Already hatred has been emboldened

Already graffiti has defaced stone walls

Already harassment of the “Other” has begun

When someone announces they’re coming for you,

your worry doesn’t spring from paranoia.

It’s based on the evidence of history.

     Give voice to denial and bargaining —

the claustrophobic panic, desperate for a way out,

clinging to any path that might alter the outcome

“Where we live we’ll be okay,” one says.

“Who do you mean by ‘we’?” another asks.

You suppress the disorienting sense that you’ve fallen into

the opening of a dystopian novel,

calming yourself that everything must turn out okay

because the narrator is alive to recount the tale,

ignoring the blankness of the next page.

     Give voice to anger and rage —

that truth and kindness mattered so little

that vitriol poisoned the community well

“They will try to use your goodness against you,” one said.

“And rely on your reasonableness

to accept the unacceptable,” another added.

Retain your goodness and your reason

but always keep sight of the larger picture

and the deeper values calling to you.

Let your passion for justice burn but not consume.

     Give voice to acceptance and hope —

this is where we are

this is our new reality

“For some,” said one, “the world we awoke to on November 9th

was not much different than the one we’d been living in.”
“Except,” said another, “that more people were woke to it.”
Already organizing is taking place

Already creativity and solidarity are sending out tendrils

Already resistance and resilience are storing themselves up

Already signs of love are picking up speed

When someone announces they’re coming for you,

you find your people

you find your fearlessness

and you

don’t

let

go.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/give-voice-mourning 

5.13: 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 

5.14: In the Face of Fear by Rev. Randolph Becker (134 words)
     Any time,

Friday evening, Sunday morning, Monday afternoon

     Any place,

Paris

Beirut

Baghdad

West Bank

Chad

Cameroon

Lebanon

Syria

Somalia

Sinai

Charleston

     Any number,

132

19

2

43

1

228

10

     Fear invites new participants to its dance of death

But every time,

In every place,

Numbers beyond counting rise up and say,

NO to fear

NO to hate

NO to death

and

YES to hope

YES to love

YES to life.

     May we, now or anytime, here or anywhere, alone or with any number of others, focus on affirming what we love, what we cherish, what inspires us no matter what; putting fear on notice that our hearts, minds, and spirits will not accept its invitation. For that is what faith is: focusing on what one affirms in the face of frear.

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

5.15: Three Things by Rev. Jan Taddeo (350 words)
     The storm outside echoes the

storm raging within my soul.

     So many people in need…

so much pain, so much grief.

     Too many causes and campaigns

fill my mailboxes, sap my energy,

beg for my money.

     Three things I must do...only three things?

You’ve got to be kidding—which three do I choose?

     Books and letters, magnets and movies

implore me to dance as if no one is watching

learn seven habits and make four agreements

give generously, vote often, express myself!

     Yet hundreds, thousands, millions live with hunger

and thirst, in poverty, enduring violence, and disease.

Did Mother Teresa, Martin and Gandhi cry out

with despair from the darkness of overwhelm?

What three things did they choose?

     Three things. Three things we must do.

Is it to act in kindness, serve justice, love God and your

neighbor even as you love yourself.

     But where do I start?

     So much thoughtlessness,

hatred and fear.

Too little justice, too much selfishness.

Where is God? Who is my neighbor?

     Three things...seven principles, ten commandments, twelve steps…

all number of things speak to us; and yet,

we must choose.

     We must choose to do something, so three things

may be the right number…not too few, not too many.

But which three things shall I do? Will you do?

     Here’s an adage I’ve always liked:

Don’t just do something, stand there.

Stand in the surf, or sit on a rock, or lay your

body across the earthy loam…and be quiet.

     Very quiet.

     Do you hear it? That still small voice, the

echo of your soul, reverberating with the call

to your own true self to emerge.

     Then the calm within becomes the calm without.

The storm blows over, the sun recovers its position of strength,

And that glorious symbol of hope and unity emerges across the sky.

     At the end of this rainbow, a treasure…

the three things you must do:

     Go outside yourself and know the needs of the world.

     Go within and discover your Life-given gifts.

     Then arch yourself like a rainbow bridge between the two and

create a more beautiful world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184445.shtml 

6.0: Prayers

6.1: We Are They by Rev. M. Susan Milnor (174 words)

     Eternal God, Mother and Father, Spirit of life, we gather grateful for the companionship of hearts and minds seeking to speak the truth in love. We gather grateful for our heritage, for the women and men before us whose prophetic words and deeds make possible our dreams and our insight. We gather grateful for the gift of life itself, mindful that to respect life means both to celebrate what life is and to insist on what it can become.

     May we always rejoice in life and work to cultivate a sense of its giftedness, but may we also heed the call to transformation and growth. May we find in ourselves the strength to face our adversities, the integrity to name them, and the vision to overcome them. May we honor in pride the heroines and heroes of our past, but may we also keep company with the fallen, the broken and the oppressed, for in the dazzling of noon day’s heat, and in the star-studded shimmering of night’s rich blackness, we are they. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5551.shtml 

6.2: We Stand on the Side of Love by Rev. Angela Herrera (114 words)

     O spirit of life, we pray, not to request your presence, but to call ourselves into it for sustaining peace, the wisdom, the silence nearer than breath. You are the ground of being, the mover, the fire, and the place of rest. Within us lies your strength. These are our prayers: 

     For the wounded let there be comfort.

     May the weary be gathered in strength. 
     Let the downtrodden be lifted up, 

     And may we have the courage to make it so. 

     You move through our lives, O Spirit, and through us your work is done. With clarity let us give voice to compassion, without wavering may we stand on the side of love. Amen.

Source: http://www.uucc.org/wp-content/uploads/2013/03/Standing-on-the-Side-of-Love13feb17.pdf 

6.3: Loving the Arc by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (404 words)

     God who is with us in the courtrooms, at the border, in the streets, in the struggle,

We do not know if this arc bends toward justice. The great test of our Unitarian Universalist faith is not whether we believe we can bend the arc, but how we are when the bending looks oh so differently from what we expected:

     When we’re met with swear words when we expected songs.
     When we’re met with a group of white people talking about white identity when we expected multiracial community.
     When we’re met with a people of color space when we expected multiracial community.
     May we know the sacredness of people of color space, the holiness of white people supporting each other and the power of cursing at injustice.
     When our efforts feel frustrating and hopeless, when we expected to see outcomes.
     When our people’s bodies are dying in the streets and we have no idea how to be alright.
     When our people’s spirits are dying from the grinding violence of white supremacy.
     When the era of Ferguson becomes the era of Baltimore becomes the era of Charleston and we don’t know what is next.
     When we’ve been in this work for 6 years or 6 decades and we look around at our congregation, our local police, our schools, our prisons and we have no idea what justice could look like.

     Our faith teaches us two truths: That we are always enough; that the great circle of love casts no one out. And that we are responsible for bending our small piece of the arc, for finding our own racial justice front lines. When we find our front lines, we find not only our hope, but we also find our most effective action.

     UU …Kenny Wiley says in his Unitarian Universalist Black Lives Matter theology:

     “Right now we are being called—by our ancestors, by our principles, by young black activists across the country—to promote and affirm:
     You are young and black, and your life matters just the same.
     You stole something, and your life matters just the same.
     I have been taught to fear you, and your life matters just the same.
     The police are releasing your criminal record, and your life matters just the same.
     They are calling you a thug, and your life matters just the same.”
     There are no exceptions. Black Lives Matter is universalism in practice. May it be so.

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

6.4: A Refuge from the World by Rev. Richard Trudeau (316 words)

     O God of life, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different.

     May this be a place (for example) where no experience is necessary—where people are encouraged to risk new things: where a university administrator can try her hand at plumbing, if she wants, or a plumber can help manage the finances, or a banker can teach five year-olds.

May this be a place where people always feel that their efforts have been worthwhile, and their energy well-spent. And may this be a place where, as in a children’s baseball league, everyone gets to play.

     O God, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different.

     May no one feel invisible here, or feel worried about what others might be thinking of them. May no one be bored here: if a person isn’t interested in what the minister is talking about today, may he or she be excited by the music, or by a conversation at coffee hour.

     May this be a place where people are touched—if not by something said, then perhaps by something sung, or by the light coming through the windows, or by the sense that the people who come here support one another.

     May this be a place where everyone feels safe: safe to follow their thoughts wherever they lead, safe to believe whatever they must, and safe to share whatever is on their minds and whatever is in their hearts.

     O God, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different—a place where our wells can fill up again, where we can be refreshed and renewed, so that, when we return to the world with our batteries recharged, we can help transform the world into a place where the rules are different. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words?keyword=&genre=All&tag=All&author=4803&items_per_page=50 

6.5: Coming Into Our Power by Rev. Barbara Hamilton-Holway (163 words)

     Let there be a quiet time among us.

     Spirit of life, in us and around us, here is our chance—once again—to live like we wish the world would live. May we find within ourselves the courage to be who we are. May we know when it is time to listen and when it is time to speak. May we trust ourselves to be the ones to find the words that need to be said or to do what needs to be done. May we trust one another and know there are many ways to go through life. May we know that though we cannot change some of what life gives to us, we can choose how we deal with what we are given.

     We are coming into our power, and together we can make possible justice and love. We are all connected; we depend upon one another more than we know. We are one body.

So be it. Blessed be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5517.shtml 

6.6: A Prayer for America by Rev. Tamara Lebak (241 words)

     God of many names,

      You who has endowed us with the inalienable rights of Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness, 
Let us remember this day that in this country there is no national religion, 
There is no superior race 
There is no preferable gender or orientation.

     We gather holding a common value 
That the glory of this country 
rests first and foremost in its diversity. 
Out of many ideas, 
Out of many beliefs, 
Out of many views, 
Out of many voices, 
Out of many passions, 
Out of many experiences, 
We are one.

     Help us O God, to never forget 
that we need not be alike 
to live and love alike.

We ask for forgiveness this day 
For our national and individual transgressions … 
When we have chosen inaction or silence 
in the face of injustice, 
and abuse of power -- 
and our failure to claim our own.

     We ask for forgiveness for 
When we have not known our own neighbor, Fed our hungry, or equipped our future generation with Knowledge and love.

     We ask for a blessing on this nation

according to our own faith and forms 
And pledge our voice in support of moving closer and closer to freedom.

     These and the prayers of our hearts we pray now in the silence...

     In the names of those who have come before 
And those who are yet to be, 
In the names of all of the helpers of humankind

     Amen

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

6.7: 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 

6.8: Crossing Borders by Rev. Stephen Shick (126 words)

     Spirit of my longing and lonely heart, help me travel through the barren borderlands that separate me from others. Teach me to willingly explore relationships with those who frighten or threaten me, grant me the courage to risk confidently my own comforts, that I might make others more comfortable. And when I am burdened by the isolating choices I have made, grant me the wisdom to invite a stranger to travel with me. Open my heart to my new companion’s needs and desires until I relax my defensiveness and become a calming presence. As we travel, grant me the vision to notice how each step we take together moves us closer to the Promised Land, where all souls grow in hope and the resilience of love.

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

6.9: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (134 words)
     We are hungry

     We are eating our daily bread

and bowing our heads

and yet we are hungry

     We are thanking the farmer

and the farm worker

and yet we are hungry

     We are speaking in spaces

for food that is healthy

and still we are hungry

     We are tiring of slogans that say

Feed the Children

and mean feed the children

leftovers

     We are hungry for something

that feeds more than bodies

     We are hungry for help

Help us oh you who apportion the funds

Find in your hearts the child who you were

who would share with a friend

free and friendly

Lead us not into meanness

     For we are the hungry

We want the loaves

and the fishes

the water

and the wine

of sweet justice for all

     We are hungry

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-addressing-all-hungers 

6.10: All That We Do Not Know by Rev. Susan Suchocki (280 words)
     Day by day, month by month, year by year we are confronted with all that we do not know, that we do not understand, that we do not grasp.

     Sometimes we are humbled by this knowledge and say: God, it is too wonderful for me to comprehend but I know this universe is more grand and more beautiful than I ever could have imagined and I give thanks for the blessing of being here and seeing, hearing, experiencing, and sensing all that is so wonderful around and in me.

     Sometimes we are saddened by this knowledge and say: O merciful spirit, we need to have the burden of hurt and suffering removed from us. Grant us the courage, the wisdom and fortitude to bear the pain of living. Send us those who will carry our burdens for a short while and send us those who will comfort us with their healing words and thoughts.

     Sometimes we are angered by this knowledge and say: In the name of justice and compassion—if it be in our power—give us the strength and ability to right the wrongs, for we do not nor does any person in the world deserve this.

     Sometimes we are made joyous by this knowledge and we say: Spirit of life who blesses our world, we rejoice and cheer for our glorious life.

     Sometimes we are made curious by this knowledge and say: Holy and inexplicable is this life—I have no idea what happened or how it happened but somehow, someway, something changed and I am free to explore new ways of being. Please always let me continue to search for the unknown in myself and others.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-that-we-do-not-know 

6.11: Prayer Celebrating Choice by Rev. Krista Taves (378 words)
     Spirit of Love and Power, we are gathered today in beloved community that we might manifest in our lives the values and truths that we hold dear. Let us rejoice that we are together for this time is holy time, the transformation we seek is holy work, and the bonds that hold us together are sacred.

     On this day [January 22], as we celebrate the landmark 1973 Roe V. Wade supreme court decision that gave women the right to make important decisions about their bodies, we would join in gratitude for all those who made this possible and continue to make this possible - the activists, the lawyers, the religious leaders, our elected leaders, and especially the health care professionals who risk their lives and live with increasing levels of intimidation and harassment because of their commitment to provide women the means to make the important choices for themselves and their families. We are grateful as well for all those ordinary men and women who sign petitions, who write our legislators and speak to our daughters and sons about what it means to be responsible and mature and to respect their own bodies and the bodies of others.

     We of the free church tradition, know that choice is at the heart of our faith, that freedom of conscience is one of our cornerstones, and that we have been entrusted with the means and the faculties to make wise and loving and sometimes difficult decisions about the most important matters of life. We know that when we listen to the still small voice within that we have met the sacred, and we know and trust that when women listen deeply to that still small voice they are moral agents, and that every choice is a blessed choice, a manifestation of the sacred power of life that we are entrusted with. We would pray, then, not only for the continued freedom to do so, but that we might stand in reverence before the trust and responsibility that has been given to each of us. Let us teach each other and our children how to use well these sacred gifts that we may transform ourselves, our community, and our world.

     In the spirit of truth, compassion and wholeness, this we pray.

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

6.12: To Right the Wrongs of Our Kin by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (180 words)
     Spirit of Life, God of Love, hear this cry which begins with gratitude for the human ability to take action to right the wrongs of our kin.

     If you are the force of Love, be loving to these dear ones who would rid the world of hatred and greed.

     If you are the force of Possibility, seed opportunity for those who believe they are forgotten.

     If you are a larger Freedom, break the chains of oppression and ignorance in which so many lives are bound.

     If you are the power of healing, please, oh please, bring comfort to the little ones who are imprisoned away from their sources of comfort and care.

     Whatever you are, any force of the “More” which allows us to reach beyond this reality to a more inclusive and loving presence, give energy to these precious ones who would make a difference. And may their actions inspire all of us to do whatever is in our power to make it known that we will not allow our neighbors to be treated as less than human.

     Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/right-wrongs-our-kin 

7.0: Responsive Readings

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

7.2: SLT #464 And Then by Judy Chicago

7.3: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry

7.4: SLT #470 Affirmation by Rev. Leonard Mason 

7.5: SLT #565 Prophets by Rev. Clinton Lee Scott
7.6: SLT #567 To Be of Use by Marge Piercy

7.7: SLT #579 The Limits of Tyrants by Frederick Douglass

7.8: SLT #648 Beginners by Denise Levertov 

7.9: All of Us Need All of Us to Make It by Rev. Megan Foley (239 words)

Unitarian Universalist minister Rev. Theresa Soto writes, “All of us need all of us to make it.” I want you to get used to those words; make them your prayer. All of us need all of us to make it.
This is why Unitarian Universalists support the Black Lives Matter movement. Please take a moment to center the struggle for Black lives in your thoughts. {pause}

Say it with me, loud or soft: “All of us need all of us to make it.”
In a world where some of us are targeted for struggle and brutality, where others of us benefit and flourish, we pray:

All of us need all of us to make it.
In a world where powerful people of ill will and indifference make us fearful for our safety and our futures, we pray:

All of us need all of us to make it.
In the excruciating space that lives between seeing and naming, and hearing and changing, we pray:

All of us need all of us to make it.
Make a picture in your mind of someone you aren’t very happy with right now. {pause} Look at their face in your mind, and pray:

All of us need all of us to make it.
Unitarian Universalists believe that all of us need all of us to make it; this is why we are in solidarity with the movement for Black lives today and every day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/all-us-need-all-us-make-it 

7.9: A Litany for Sufferers of Domestic Abuse by Rev. Dennis McCarty (362 words)
[In the] spirit of love, harmony, and remembrance, we stand too often divided, too often set apart from one another in heedless ways. We seek to be compassionate but our vision may be clouded or distracted. We too often go forward, day by day, and look without seeing.

May we reach out in honesty and love.

May we work to heal the divisions which separate earth’s children, one from another. May we peer through the mists of deception which hide and deny violence, mists enclosing those who suffer. May we not allow the misuse of our fellow souls to hide in broad daylight.

May we reach out in honesty and love.

When we see the afflicted--however they may be afflicted--may we not shrink away. May we not blame suffering on the one who suffers. May we be courageous enough to perceive suffering and compassionate enough to attend to the voices of those who suffer.

May we reach out in honesty and love.

When we see prejudice, when we hear evil speaking, when we witness the rough hand or the scathing word laid upon the helpless or innocent, may we resolve to work toward unity and justice.

May we reach out in honesty and love.

May we not turn away from the wounded head of the abused. May we not accept the twisted reasoning by which the oppressor declares himself the victim.

May we reach out in honesty and love.

Let our gratitude for good fortune in our lives lead us not to complacency but to awareness, awareness of those whose lives are shadowed by abuse or neglect, May we not ignore signs of deceit or denial that hide brutality.

May we reach out in honesty and love.

In all things, may those who suffer ever be able to approach us: find a kindly ear and supporting hand. May we witness for love and justice at every level of relationship. May we nurture a keen eye and a strong and loving heart for any who fear the hurtful rod, the cutting voice, the uneven hand, the chain of oppression, great or small.

May we reach out in honesty and love.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/litany-sufferers-domestic-abuse-2 

7.10: A Litany of With-ness by Rev. Phillip Lund (133 words)
To the refugee family seeking a safe place

For their children’s dreams, say:

I am with you in this.

To the trans teenager longing for a world

That accepts them for who they are, say:

I am with you in this.

To the black parents wondering when

Will the lives of their children truly matter, say:

I am with you in this.

To the lonely, the frightened, the dispossessed, say:

I am with you in this.

To the bullied, the battered, the broken down, say:

I am with you in this.

To the hungry and the homeless,

To the silenced and the shamed,

To the weary and the worried, say:

I am with you in this.

To all those for whom your

Disheveled heart is aching, say:

I am with you in this.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/litany-ness 

7.11: Charge to Engage by Rev. Cathy Rion Starr (264 words)
This charge was written to be led by several voices: one person says a line, and then all in attendance respond, “We charge you to engage.”
Because your congregation is located in one of the poorest cities in the nation in the richest state per capita in the country

We charge you to engage

Because your faith, like ours, is one of action

We charge you to engage

Because your own freedom and liberation is bound up in that of the broader community

We charge you to engage

Because there is much to learn by walking with the people of [your city/region]

We charge you to engage

Because to ensure that all life is valued, we must take a stand for those lives that are dismissed and marginalized today

We charge you to engage

Because Black Lives Matter

We charge you to engage

Because this is a city of immigrants

We charge you to engage

Because this is [the capital city] of the state

We charge you to engage

Because you are blessed with many resources – this building, your talents, your money, your love

We charge you to engage

Because this beautiful world is aching, and we know you do not wish to stand silently on the sidelines.

We charge you to engage

May you engage in the work of building beloved community and sustainability with love.

May you engage in accountable relationships with those most impacted by the injustices you seek to address.

May you engage with humility, passion, love, and determination.

May you make a difference in our wider community.

And, as in the words of the prophet Jeremiah, “May you Seek the Welfare of the City...for in its welfare you will find your welfare.” (Jer 29:7)

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/charge-engage 

7.12: Litany of Solidarity by Rev. Catie Scudera (441 words)
Please join me in a litany of solidarity. Many of us face oppression, or our loved one’s face oppression, and we fear that oppression will worsen. In our litany, I will name positions of privilege in our society and those who are less privileged who, as Unitarian Universalists, we are called to be in solidarity with.

If you are part of the privileged identity group, please respond to each call for solidarity with, “We pledge our support,” to those of the marginalized group.

     Those of us who are heterosexual or cis-gendered honor the LGBTQ community and commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who are white or Euro-American honor people of color—black, Latinx, Asian, and indigenous—and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who have not been imprisoned honor those who have been incarcerated, and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
    Those of us who are not Muslim honor our Muslim neighbors; those who are not Jewish honor our Jewish neighbors; and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who are insulated from the effects of climate change honor those on the front lines, and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who identify as men honor women, trans people, and genderqueer people, and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us from middle- or upper-income households honor those who struggle with poverty and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who are neurotypical and of presently healthy body honor those who are differently-abled and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who have American citizenship honor those who are immigrants and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who have reliable health-care access honor those who don’t and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     Those of us who have not experienced violence honor those who are survivors and we commit ourselves to acts of solidarity. 
“We pledge our support.”
     For all those who suffer from prejudice, poverty, violence, disaster, illness, and environmental degradation who we have not named or perhaps do not know yet, we keep our hearts and minds open to solidarity in new ways to new people. 
“We pledge our support.”
     May we each and all use the power we have as allies to our family, friends, and neighbors who are suffering.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/litany-solidarity 

7.13: Some people say that Jesus is the light of the world by Rev. Rebecca Edmiston-Lange (212 words)
Some people say that Jesus is the light of the world. We all can be the light of the world if we seek to act in ways that enlarge the realms of love and justice.

When we share another’s pain or offer a comforting ear to a friend in need,

We are the light of the world.

When we give bread to the hungry or support ways to house the homeless,

We are the light of the world.

When we fight temptations to wrongdoing within ourselves and treat our neighbors with respect,

We are the light of the world.

When we try to overcome differences with understanding and solve conflict with peaceful means,

We are the light of the world.

When we look for the good in other people and in ourselves,

We are the light of the world.

When we do not stay quiet in the face of prejudice, but speak our minds firmly and gently,

We are the light of the world.

When we fight despair within ourselves and side with hope,

We are the light of the world.

When we use our powers justly and in the service of love for humanity,

We are the light of the world.

We are the light of the world! Amen and amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5900.shtml 

8.0: Readings
8.1: The Stumbling Prophets by Emily Palermo (91 words)
     “We, the stumbling prophets
screaming ourselves raw,
wondering if Atlas will ever take
the world from our shoulders. 
We, the impossible.
We, the unyielding.
We, the unrelenting heretics
burning alive for truths
the old world will never 
be ready to hear.
We, the nuclear. 
We, the radioactive.
     We, the unwilling angels
choking on the innocence
shoved down our throats,
ripping these unforgiving
linens to shreds. 
We, the celestial.
We, the hungry.
    We, the courageous damned
kissing revolution in the moonlight,
crushing fate between our teeth.
We, the unholy.
We, the light.”
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/3201230-we-the-stumbling-prophets-screaming-ourselves-raw-wondering-if-atlas 

8.2: Seeds by Megan McKenna (349 words)

     There was a woman who wanted peace in the world and peace in her heart and all sorts of good things, but she was very frustrated. The world seemed to be falling apart. She would read the newspapers and get depressed. One day she decided to go shopping, and she went into a mall and picked a store at random. She walked in and was surprised to see Jesus behind the counter. She knew it was Jesus because he looked just like the pictures she’d seen on holy cards and devotional pictures. She looked again and again at him, and finally she got up enough nerve and asked, ‘Excuse me, are you Jesus?’ ‘I am.’ ‘Do you work here?’ ‘No,’ Jesus said, ‘I own the store.’ ‘Oh, what do you sell in here?’ ‘Oh, just about anything!’ ‘Anything?’ ‘Yeah, anything you want. What do you want?’ She said, ‘I don’t know.’ Well,’ Jesus said, ‘feel free, walk up and down the aisles, make a list, see what it is that you want, and then come back and we’ll see what we can do for you.’
     She did just that, walked up and down the aisles. There was peace on earth, no more war, no hunger or poverty, peace in families, no more drugs, harmony, clean air, careful use of resources. She wrote furiously. By the time she got back to the counter, she had a long list. Jesus took the list, skimmed through it, looked up and smiled, ‘No problem.’ And then he bent down behind the counter and picked out all sorts of things, stood up, and laid out the packets. She asked, ‘What are these?’ Jesus replied, ‘Seed packets. This is a catalog store.’ She said, ‘You mean I don’t get the finished product?’ ‘No, this is a place of dreams. You come and see what it looks like, and I give you the seeds. You plant the seeds. You go home and nurture them and help them to grow and someone else reaps the benefits.’ ‘Oh,’ she said. And she left the store without buying anything.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13648 

8.3: I Am by Mie Hansson (257 words)
I am the interpretation of the prophet
I am the artist in the coffin
I am the brave flag stained with blood
I am the wounds overcome
I am the dream refusing to sleep
I am the bare-breasted voice of liberty
I am the comic the insult and the laugh
I am the right the middle and the left
I am the poached eggs in the sky
I am the Parisian streets at night
I am the dance that swings till dawn
I am the grass on the greener lawn
I am the respectful neighbor and the graceful man
I am the encouraging smile and the helping hand
I am the straight back and the lifted chin
I am the tender heart and the will to win
I am the rainbow in rain
I am the human who won’t die in vain
I am Athena of Greek mythology
I am the religion that praises equality
I am the woman of stealth and affection
I am the man of value and compassion
I am the wild horse ploughing through
I am the shoulder to lean onto
I am the Muslim the Jew and the Christian
I am the Dane the French and the Palestinian
I am the straight the square and the round
I am the white the black and the brown
I am the free speech and the free press
I am the freedom to express
I will die for my right to be all the above here mentioned
And should threat encounter I’ll pull my pencil.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/7208350-i-am-the-interpretation-of-the-prophet-i-am-the 

8.4: Justice is Reestablishing “Right Relationships” by Jim Wallis (233 words)

     The politics of community will also require a more profound understanding of the meaning of justice. Both liberal and conservative notions of justice are based on widely assumed and well-established Western doctrines of individualism. Justice is rooted in individual human rights for both the Right and the Left. But such an individualistic idea of justice is now failing us in the midst of a global crisis that cries out for a new and deeper sense of connection and community.

     Here again, religious insights can help us. In the Hebrew Scriptures, one finds the more holistic concept of shalom as the best definition of justice. It is a deeper and wider notion than the securing of individual rights. The vision of shalom requires us to reestablish ‘right relationships.’ It is a call to justice in the whole community and for the entire habitat. Shalom is an inclusive notion of justice extending even to the rest of God’s creatures and whole of creation. Restoring right relationships takes us further than respecting individual rights. It pushes us to begin to see ourselves as part of a community, even as members of an extended but deeply interconnected global family, and ultimately as strands in the web of life that we all share and depend upon. The biblical vision of shalom could be a basis for a new politics of community and the social healing we so need.

Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/quotes/quotations/view/23953/spiritual-quotation 

8.5: Searched for an Answer (A Poem For the End of the Century) by Czesław Miłosz | by Czesław Miłosz (85 words)
     When everything was fine 
And the notion of sin had vanished
And the earth was ready
In universal peace
To consume and rejoice
Without creeds and utopias,
     I, for unknown reasons,
Surrounded by the books
Of prophets and theologians,
Of philosophers, poets,
Searched for an answer,
Scowling, grimacing,
Waking up at night, muttering at dawn.
     What oppressed me so much
Was a bit shameful.
Talking of it aloud
Would show neither tact nor prudence.
It might even seem an outrage
Against the health of mankind.

Source: https://jasongoroncy.com/2011/08/25/a-poem-for-the-end-of-the-century-by-czeslaw-milosz/ 

8.6: Forty by Elif Shafak (218 words)

     Forty is a most beautiful age for both men and women. Did you know that in mystic thought forty symbolizes the ascent from one level to a higher one and spiritual awakening? When we mourn, we mourn for forty days. When a baby is born it takes forty days for him to get ready to start life on earth. And when we are in love, we need to wait for forty days to be sure of our feelings.
     The Flood of Noah lasted forty days, and while the waters destroyed life, they also washed all impurity away and enabled human beings to make a new, fresh start. In Islamic mysticism there are forty degrees between man and God. Likewise, there are four basic stages of consciousness and ten degrees in each, making forty levels in total. Jesus went into the wilderness for forty days and nights. Muhammad was forty years old when he received the call to become a prophet. Buddha meditated under a linden tree for forty[nine] days. Not to mention the forty rules of Shams.
     You receive a new mission at forty, a new lease on life! You have reached a most auspicious number. Congratulations! And don’t worry about getting old. There are no wrinkles or gray hair strong enough to defy the power of forty!”
Source: The Forty Rules of Love by Elif Shafak
8.7: The Most Dangerous Kind of Rebel by Andrew Harvey (350 words)

     Jesus was killed by both the religious and political authorities of his time because his teachings and being aimed at creating a new form of life that would make both obsolescent. Jesus was killed because the glory of his vision of human equality in God and the sacredness of every individual implicitly subverted the entire order on which both religious and political society was based. Had Jesus simply been some kind of mystic healer with some vague ‘spiritual’ ideas, he would have been left alone. Jesus’ fatal gift was to see the cruelty of all man-made cultures and power systems, and to call for a unification of the world in the spirit of God’s justice and mercy, and to show in his being, teaching, and practice that such a new fusion was real and possible. Had Jesus, like a modern archbishop or guru, combined a kind of ‘spiritual’ ministry with acceptance of the status quo (dining with Herod, perhaps, on the shores of Tiberias, accepting the odd invitation to speak on abstruse theological matters with the Sanhedrin), he would have survived comfortably and now been totally forgotten.

      But Jesus was the most dangerous kind of rebel — a rebel who had seen the Kingdom and knew it was the only reality. He was the most dangerous kind of rebel because he not merely talked about the Kingdom; he lived and manifested its splendor in the beauty of his presence, in the clarity and inner coherence of his teaching, in his fearlessness in the face of opposition. He was the most dangerous kind of rebel because he could not be swerved from his purpose by anything, and he could not be bought by any lure, not even that of being a “master” or a “god”; his integrity was terrible and final.

      Jesus was the most dangerous kind of rebel, too, because the vision that guided and inspired him through everything flamed from a direct mystical knowledge of God and would give him the courage to die, if necessary, for what he believed; not even torture, humiliation, and death would destroy his spirit.”
Source: http://thewildreed.blogspot.com/2010/04/the-most-dangerous-kind-of-rebel.html 

8.8: I Want to Be with People by Rev. Dana Worsnop (357 words)

     Often people say that they love coming to a place with so many like-minded people. I know just what they are getting at -- and I know that they aren’t getting it quite right.

     I don’t want to be with a bunch of people who think just like me.

     I want to be in a beloved community where I don’t have to think like everyone else to be loved, to be eligible for salvation.
     I want to be with people who value compassion, justice, love and truth, though they have different thoughts and opinions about all sorts of things.
     I want to be with independent-minded people of good heart.
     I want to be with people who have many names and no name at all for God.
     I want to be with people who see me in me goodness and dignity, who also see my failings and foibles, and who still love me.
     I want to be with people who feel their inter-connection with all existence and let it guide their footfalls upon the earth.
     I want to be with people who see life as a paradox and don’t always rush to resolve it.
     I want to be with people who are willing to walk the tight rope that is life and who will hold my hand as I walk mine.
     I want to be with people who let church call them into a different way of being in the world.
     I want to be with people who support, encourage and even challenge each other to higher and more ethical living.
     I want to be with people who inspire one another to follow the call of the spirit.
     I want to be with people who covenant to be honest, engaged and kind, who strive to keep their promises and hold me to the promises I make.
     I want to be with people who give of themselves, who share their hearts and minds and gifts.
     I want to be with people who know that human community is often warm and generous, sometimes challenging and almost always a grand adventure.

     In short, I want to be with people like you.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/i-want-be-people 

8.9: A Little Kind and a Little Rational by M.F. Moonzajer (137 words)

Let’s appreciate and welcome the arrival of a new prophet 
The one who can be 
Reasonable and rational 
Realistic and democrat
The one who respects the rights of women and children
And does not make everyone slave of his nation
Let’s do not whip some virgin pregnant women
They may have Christ in their belly 
Let’s arrange a new miracle 
That can be little rationale and less awkward 
Maybe an application (software) or a gadget 
That can make us smile 
Or let’s build a green park that children could play and be happy 
And let’s bring a little educated prophet
Not like the old one 
Illiterate! 
Marrying 10 to 12 women and waging war
Maybe someone who does not blind the world by his 
Eye to eye policy and manifestation 
A little kind and a little rational.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/906994-let-s-appreciate-and-welcome-the-arrival-of-a-new-prophet 

8.10: Life is Always Unfinished Business by Rev. Richard Gilbert (170 words)
     In the midst of the whirling day,
In the hectic rush to be doing,
In the frantic pace of life,
Pause here for a moment.

     Catch your breath;
Relax your body;
Loosen your grip on life.

     Consider that our lives are always unfinished business;
Imagine that the picture of our being is never complete;
Allow your life to be a work in progress.

     Do not hurry to mold the masterpiece;
Do not rush to finish the picture;
Do not be impatient to complete the drawing.
From beckoning birth to dawning death we are in process,
And always there is more to be done.

     Do not let the incompleteness weigh on your spirit;
Do not despair that imperfection marks your every day;
Do not fear that we are still in the making.

     Let us instead be grateful that the world is still to be created;
Let us give thanks that we can be more than we are;
Let us celebrate the power of the incomplete;
For life is always unfinished business.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/life-always-unfinished-business 

8.11: Choose to Bless the World by Rev. Dr. Rebecca Parker (303 words)

     Your gifts—whatever you discover them to be—
can be used to bless or curse the world.

     The mind’s power,
the strength of the hands,
the reaches of the heart,
the gift of speaking, listening, imagining, seeing, waiting

     Any of these can serve to feed the hungry,
bind up wounds,
welcome the stranger,
praise what is sacred,
do the work of justice
or offer love.

     Any of these can draw down the prison door,
hoard bread,
abandon the poor,
obscure what is holy,
comply with injustice
or withhold love.

     You must answer this question:
What will you do with your gifts?

     Choose to bless the world.

     The choice to bless the world is more than an act of will,
a moving forward into the world
with the intention to do good.

     It is an act of recognition,
a confession of surprise,
a grateful acknowledgment
that in the midst of a broken world
unspeakable beauty, grace and mystery abide.

     There is an embrace of kindness
that encompasses all life, even yours.

     And while there is injustice, anesthetization, or evil
there moves a holy disturbance,
a benevolent rage,
a revolutionary love,
protesting, urging, insisting
that which is sacred will not be defiled.

     Those who bless the world live their life
as a gesture of thanks
for this beauty
and this rage.

     The choice to bless the world can take you into solitude
to search for the sources
of power and grace;
native wisdom, healing, and liberation.

     More, the choice will draw you into community,
the endeavor shared,
the heritage passed on,
the companionship of struggle,
the importance of keeping faith,

     the life of ritual and praise,
the comfort of human friendship,
the company of earth
the chorus of life welcoming you.

     None of us alone can save the world.
Together—that is another possibility, waiting.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/choose-bless-world 

8.12: Brick by Brick by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (429 words)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

8.13: Doing Right by T.H. White (383 words)

     “Sometimes,” he said, “life does seem to be unfair. Do you know the story of Elijah and the Rabbi Jachanan?” 

     “No,” said the Wart. He sat down resignedly upon the most comfortable part of the floor, perceiving that he was in for something like the parable of the looking-glass. 

     “This rabbi,” said Merlyn, “went on a journey with the prophet Elijah. They walked all day, and at nightfall they came to the humble cottage of a poor man, whose only treasure was a cow. The poor man ran out of his cottage, and his wife ran too, to welcome the strangers for the night and to offer them all the simple hospitality which they were able to give in straitened circumstances. Elijah and the Rabbi were entertained with plenty of the cow’s milk, sustained by home-made bread and butter, and they were put to sleep in the best bed while their kindly hosts lay down before the kitchen fire. But in the morning the poor man’s cow was dead.” 

     “Go on.” 

     “They walked all the next day, and came that evening to the house of a very wealthy merchant, whose hospitality they craved. The merchant was cold and proud and rich, and all that he would do for the prophet and his companion was to lodge them in a cowshed and feed them on bread and water. In the morning, however, Elijah thanked him very much for what he had done, and sent for a mason to repair one of his walls, which happened to be falling down, as a return for his kindness. 

     “The Rabbi Jachanan, unable to keep silence any longer, begged the holy man to explain the meaning of his dealings with human beings. 

     “‘In regard to the poor man who received us so hospitably,’ replied the prophet, ‘it was decreed that his wife was to die that night, but in reward for his goodness God took the cow instead of the wife. I repaired the wall of the rich miser because a chest of gold was concealed near the place, and if the miser had repaired the wall himself he would have discovered the treasure. Say not therefore to the Lord: What doest thou? But say in thy heart: Must not the Lord of all the earth do right?”
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/3233752-sometimes-he-said-life-does-seem-to-be-unfair-do 

8.14: Everybody Else by Jabari Jones (488 words)

     On a spring day in Farmington, Maine, as I was walking downtown, I made my way through a line of cars that were waiting for the light. In front of me was a large Confederate flag flying from the back of a white pick-up. I crossed the street, not looking at who was driving the truck, and went into the store. As I went about my business, I felt stunned; my mind stirred with thoughts and feelings, memories and speculations. I felt fear, and anger, and curiosity; worry, and defiance, and humiliation.

     As I stood at the register, I chatted with the older white woman behind the counter. “Hi, how are you today?”
     “I’m good, how are you?,” she replied. I paused, and then I told her about the truck with the flag.

     She said something like, “Oh, yes, we have some of that around here, but don’t let it upset you. Don’t let it get to you.”
     I appreciated her gesture, her attempt to comfort me. At the same time, her gesture made me more uncomfortable. She was asking me to respect that person’s right to fly that flag and shrug it off like everybody else. What she failed to see, or perhaps ignore in a gesture of “colorblindness” wrapped in the First Amendment, is that I am not like everybody else who walks in the shadow of that flag. I am from “away;” my hair is coarse; my skin is dark brown. I am a black man in Maine. In so many ways, I am not like everybody else around here. But I want to belong here. In so many ways, that flag represents the denial of my rights, my belonging.

      It is impossible for me to blend in, to hide my black body, to “not let it get to me.” I don’t have the privilege of hiding from history. Because I am conscious, I know what it is; I know its name. It rides in the back of a pick-up truck, it proudly stalks around town like an alpha predator. It clings to me like a nightmare, while it seems like everyone else is walking through a dream. I point at the thing and say “Look!,” and the crowd replies, “Yes, but…”
      When I hear “Yes,” I feel heard. When I hear “but,” I become invisible; my life doesn’t matter. It’s this “but—,” this disbelief in the truth of black bodies, this tolerance for something that is ugly and intolerant, that is the terror that “everybody else” allows to walk in their midst: a casual terror that I cannot escape any more than I can escape my own body, my own consciousness. A terror that makes all lives matter less. I struggle to wake up from the nightmare, and the dream that is its mirror image. I struggle to make my life matter, for black lives to matter, so that all lives will matter.

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

8.15: Beyond the Zero-Sum Game by Rev. Nathan Walker (158 words)

     For centuries, insiders
have been democratizing their religions.

     Incremental moments of institutional reform
have led to a new era of theological enlightenment.

From out of ancient times
into the twilight of now,
these reformers have made a sacred vow:
to never mischaracterize freedom
as a zero-sum game.

     True freedom is not jealous.
True freedom is not envious.
True freedom is not spiteful.

     True freedom does not desire
to restrict the rights of others.
True freedom knows not a selfish thought,
knows not how to threaten.

     To sense true freedom is to know that
your win is my glory and that
your suffering is inextricably tied to my own.

     For, the sum of all that is holy shines far beyond
the tools of our evolving democracy––
from party jingles to picket signs.

     The sum of all that is holy is found
in our collective desire to know freedom
not as a political slogan,
but as a way of life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/beyond-zero-sum-game 

8.16: Dear Liberal Allies... by Trungles (480 words)

Dear Liberal Allies,

      You and I learned very different things in very different ways. If you didn’t live an experience, then step aside.

     We students of color, gay students, trans* students, children of immigrants and refugees
knew this stuff before our professors told us what to call it. We learned it from the bottom up.

     You learned it another way. You received a set of key words and a list of definitions. Your learning was, in all likelihood, “Here is this word. This is what this word means.”
     For you, it was “Xenophobia: a strong fear or dislike of people from other countries.”
     For us, it was “Xenophobia: the time that boy in my kindergarten class spat on me because I couldn’t speak English yet. Or when I saw that clerk yell at my mom in the grocery store because her English wasn’t clear enough.”
     For you, it was, “Racism: unfair treatment of people who belong to another race; violent behavior towards them.”
     For us, it was, “Racism: that one time I saw that manager tell that sales girl to follow my dad around at Kohl’s. Or that one time my neighbor’s kid got shot by the police and they tried to cover it up by convincing everyone he was in a gang because he was Hmong, but we knew he wasn’t. Or the time my dad told me I shouldn’t rollerblade to the library because I’m not white and it’s not safe for me.”
     For you, it was, “Homophobia: a strong dislike or fear of homosexual people.”
     For us, it was, “Homophobia: that time in the sixth grade when Ryan shoved me against a glass door and banged my face in it while yelling, ‘faggot!’ at me until the teacher stopped him. Or when my Catholic high school’s president told me that, though he loved me as a child of God, he still believed I was sinful.”
     For you, it was: “Classism: prejudice or discrimination based on social class.”
     For us, it was: “Classism: the time when my best friend came over to hang out and her parents didn’t want her to come over again because they didn’t like our neighborhood. Or that one time when my friends had no idea what food stamps looked like and I was too embarrassed to explain what they were.”
     So while you were learning that these academically-framed phenomena were real problems, we were getting figurative nametags for awful things that we already knew. Your weekly vocabulary list was, to us, just a hollow shadow of our lived experiences.

     When you step out of class, you get to say, “Oh, awesome. I’m learning how to be a good ally and a better human being. This will help me.” For us, it’s more like, “Ah, so that’s what they’re calling it nowadays. When exactly did they say change was going to come for us?”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/dear-liberal-allies 

8.17: Living Your UUism by Anonymous (280 words)

     Living your Unitarian Universalism (UUism) means...If a grieving neighbor needs some companionship, you brew the pot of coffee and sit down to listen.

     Living your UUism means...If your children or grandchildren steal toys from others, you take the time to explain why they must learn to share and respect others.

     Living your UUism means...If your local soup kitchen needs warm bodies to serve food to the homeless on Tuesdays at noon, you give up one of your regular bridge games, put on an apron, and pitch in.

     Living your UUism means...If one of your kids (or someone else near to you) is weeping from a broken heart, you reach out, and wipe away the tears.

     Living your UUism means...If your elderly relative or friend is living in a nursing home, you bring a song or picture for her room to brighten her day.

     Living your UUism means...If a co-worker needs your principled defense, you take the risk to stand up for what is right.

     Living your UUism means...If your nephew lives alone, slowly dying of AIDS, you set aside your fear of his illness and mortality and go, simply go and help.

     Living your UUism means...If a relief agency needs funds for the victims of some natural calamity, you write your check, and write it for a little more than you can afford.

     Living your UUism means...If your community needs a recycling center, you volunteer to serve on the organizing committee.

     Living your UUism means...If some stranger (perhaps someone of minority status) is being harassed or demeaned in a joke or in person, you speak up from your sense of justice and refuse to be an accomplice in that abuse.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/living-your-uuism 

8:18: Long Road to Freedom by Nelson Mandela (97 words)

     I have walked that long road to freedom. I have tried not to falter; I have made missteps along the way. But I have discovered the secret that after climbing a great hill, one only finds that there are many more hills to climb. I have taken a moment here to rest, to steal a view of the glorious vista that surrounds me, to look back on the distance I have come. But I can only rest for a moment, for with freedom come responsibilities, and I dare not linger, for my long walk is not ended.

Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/25448-i-have-walked-that-long-road-to-freedom-i-have 

8.19: Telling by Laura Hershey (155 words)

     What you risk telling your story:

You will bore them.
Your voice will break, your ink
spill and stain your coat.
No one will understand, their eyes
become fences.
You will park yourself forever
on the outside, your differentness once
and for all revealed, dangerous.
The names you give to yourself
will become epithets.
     Your happiness will be called
bravery, denial.
Your sadness will justify their pity.
Your fear will magnify their fears.
Everything you say will prove something about
their god, or their economic system.
Your feelings, that change day
to day, kaleidoscopic,
will freeze in place,
brand you forever,
justify anything they decide to do
with you.
     Those with power can afford
to tell their story
or not.
Those without power
risk everything to tell their story
and must.
     Someone, somewhere
will hear your story and decide to fight,
to live and refuse compromise.
Someone else will tell
her own story,
risking everything.

Source: https://scarlyrodriguez.wordpress.com/2013/10/28/poem-telling-by-laura-hershey/ 

8.20: The Miseducation of Justice-Making by Rev. Nathan Walker (428 words)

     What does justice-making look like, feel like,
when we receive hostile communication?
Are we hostile in return?
Or is something else required of us?

What we choose to do is a reflection of
who we believe ourselves to be.
It all depends on what kind of power we value.

     I once believed it to be powerful to condemn wrongdoers.
I believed it right to tear down another’s
unexamined assumptions and vaporize those
whose presence was not worthy of my attention.

I have spent far too much energy using
the public forum as a battlefield.
I have spent far too much energy using
the public forum to annihilate
those perceived to be my enemy.

     I believed that others were the cause of my aggression:
others were to blame for my feelings of
despair, disappointment, and righteousness indignation.

I used to believe that being feared was powerful.
I used to believe it was my duty to free the oppressed,
but when reacting with righteous anger,
guess who became the oppressor?

     So, come, lovers of justice and keepers of the dream;
come, justified tyrants and suppressers of screams:
you are all welcome here. None of us are exempt.

     We have all played the parts: the peacemaker,
the warmonger. They live within.

This is why we, as seekers of freedom,
are required to make justice
not simply a product but a process:
just actions are the means by which
to achieve a justice society.

     When we observe oppression let us develop strategies
that free not only the oppressed but also the oppressor.
Let us remember that those who use their power
to deny freedom to others are also imprisoned
and are also worthy of care.

     Do not let their unjust actions inspire us to
justify employing cruel means,
or else we’ll soon become what we set out against.

     The challenge is this:
let us take up the miseducation of justice-making
by stripping our conscience of images of equity
that claim to manifest through condemnation,
through humiliation, through shame and blame,
and righteous vindication.

     No. The craft of justice-making
begins by marrying a just thought
with insightful words,
inspiring us to collective action:
daring to free both the oppressed and the oppressor,
for we know what it’s like to be both.

     Don’t get me wrong—stand we must; stand strong and bold.
But, let us choose a new way to balance the scales:
rather than shoving our foot on the oppressor’s neck
let us instead reach out a hand, offer a gift,
and show them, and even ourselves,
a new way of justice-making.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/miseducation-justice-making 

8:21: We Are Not Done by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (157 words)

     Do not think we are finished—
oh no
we will never be finished
never just done
until the light of justice is lit behind every eye.

     Do not think we will be silent—
no
there will not be silence until the world has sung the names
of the dead with full throats and still
we will sing on.

Do not think fear is the end of us—oh
you are broken in mind and heart if you even imagine
that our fear for our lives is the end of this story.

     We are braver than you have ever conceived
and you
will not be the end of us.

     We have come to take back the world
the world that is the inheritance of better children
better lovers
better days.

     There will be love again but justice is our demand now.
You will not take us down
We are endless
firelit
determined
and we
are coming
for you.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/we-are-not-done 

8.22: This Ain’t No Country Club by Rev. Nathan Walker (233 words)

     There is no time to be spinning around ourselves saying,
“We’re so small. We’re a minority religion.”
As if “minority” is somehow equivalent to “inferior.”
     No. The real problem is when we
diminish our institutional self-worth
by trying to be a country club religion.

Who else here is tired of being
internally focused and
preoccupied with matters
that are inherently irrelevant?

     “Where’s my coffee?
And why are those curtains crooked,
and can you believe he wore that,
and do you know what she said,
that she said that she did,
what he said he would do, but didn’t do?
And where’s my Splenda?”
     Preoccupations with idle chatter
are a kind of self-poisoning.

We should excommunicate such petty banter.

     It is time that we become a part of a
progressive, visionary path
that liberates future generations
from the theological labyrinth of despair.

It is time that we have the courage to
transform from this social club
into a collective force for justice.

     Because we ain’t no country club.
We ain’t no intellectual secret society,
and we ain’t no navel-gazing hum-diddy-dum cult.

     We are an intentionally diverse community.
We are a group of people who
seek to lead meaningful lives,
to love one another without prejudice, and
to build a just and sustainable world.

Let’s inject this mission into our DNA
and, once and for all, get out of the
committees and into the streets!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/ain%E2%80%99t-no-country-club 

8.23: That’s Why We’re Here by Rev. Forrest Gilmore (222 words)

     In the first episode of “Call the Midwife”—a British show about post-WWII midwives—the main character Jenny Worth is just starting as a midwife in the East End of London. She experiences a moment of disgust and overwhelm at witnessing the awful experience of one of her expectant mothers. She apologizes later to the nun she works with by saying, “I’m sorry. I didn’t know people lived like this.”
     Sister Julienne replies, “But they do... and it’s why we’re here.”
     This line really moved me. Perhaps the most important thing I’ve learned from people in poverty is that what they’re experiencing is real no matter what my own personal feelings about it are — whether it’s right or wrong, whether it should be or shouldn’t be. Their experiences don’t go away simply because I don’t want those experiences to be there. Their lives are real. And so before anything else, before solutions or judgements or disgust or even overwhelm is the simple gentle call to witness, cleanly and openly, what is real. The only word I have for this is love.

     To me, this is a tribute to all the people throughout the ages who have witnessed the horrors and hardships of humanity and rather than turn away, judge, or fix, simply began with, “But they do, and that’s why we’re here.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/thats-why-were-here 

8.24: Peace Like a River, Strength Like a Mountain by Rev. Stephen Shick (359 words)

     Nature provides ready metaphors for peace and justice. Jesus’ peaceful kingdom is described as a mustard seed that grows into a large bush, providing shelter to all. the Hebrew prophet Amos cried for justice to roll down like water, and we sing, “I’ve got peace like a river” and “strength like a mountain.”
     But it takes more than mere words to join nature to action. Truly experiencing ourselves as a force of nature in all its varied circumstance is something beyond just symbolism.

     The next breath I take is not a metaphor. it is, if I am mindful of it, a reminder that I myself am a force of nature, linked to all that exists on our living, breathing planet. In many American Indian traditions, the medicine wheel honors the natural forces that can guide us into harmony with all living things. Our suffering, our victories, and the passions and beliefs that move us to action are part of a larger system that appears at times to seek harmony and at times to tear us apart. In engaging each fully, we become forces of nature.

     Officials laughed when Wangari Maathai said that the women of her country would plant fifteen million trees. The natural strength of the trees they planted began flowing through the women who planted them and they discovered their own power. Through the simple planting of trees women who lived in poverty and despair began to transform the landscape and themselves. The trees helped reduce soil erosion and water pollution. They provided shade and produced sustainable crops. Wangari Maathai’s vision transformed the landscape of Kenya, and the Greenbelt Movement she started has spread to more than thirty countries.

     Growing and producing enough food for their families gave Kenyan women a greater vision and unexpected courage. They began to challenge their leaders’ dictatorial and environmentally destructive policies. They faced brutal oppression with a strength they could not have imagined when the first trees were planted When you plant a tree and you see it grow, Maathai says, something happens to you. You want to protect it, and you value it. The same thing happens with a vision.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/peace-river-strength-mountain 

8.25: Prophetic Congregations by Rev. Meg Riley (172 words)
     Prophetic UU congregations share three central characteristics. First, they draw from the deepest parts of Unitarian and Universalist theology, committing themselves to the wisdom of those theologies. Our work to co-create the holy in this world is most effective when it builds on perspectives gained by the hard experience of those who came before us. Prophetic congregations draw strength for today through connecting to the essential insights of our ancestors.

     Second, prophetic congregations embody radical caring—radical in the sense of the very roots of the place, its central mission. You sometimes hear caring, the pastoral aspect of congregations, described as the opposite of prophetic, but this dualism is false and destructive. Radical caring is both prophetic and pastoral. 

     Third, while drawing on our past and on caring in the present, prophetic congregations orient themselves squarely toward the future. Prophetic eyes see through the lens of hope—not hope from naïveté, or from casting our gazes away from oppression and suffering, but hope as a spiritually disciplined response, a commitment to action.

Source: http://www.uularamie.org/wp-content/uploads/2020/05/Prophetic-Congregtions.pdf 

8.26: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
     Blackmail, blacklist, black mark. Black Monday, black mood, black-hearted. Black plague, black mass, black market.

     Good guys wear white, bad guys wear black. We fear black cats, and the Dark Continent. But it’s okay to tell a white lie, lily-white hands are coveted, it’s great to be pure as the driven snow. Angels and brides wear white. Devil’s food cake is chocolate; angel’s food cake is white!

     We shape language and we are shaped by it. In our culture, white is esteemed. It is heavenly, sun-like, clean, pure, immaculate, innocent, and beautiful. At the same time, black is evil, wicked, gloomy, depressing, angry, sullen. Ascribing negative and positive values to black and white enhances the institutionalization of this culture’s racism.

     Let us acknowledge the negative connotations of whiteness. White things can be soft, vulnerable, pallid, and ashen. Light can be blinding, bleaching, enervating. Conversely, we must acknowledge that darkness has a redemptive character, that in darkness there is power and beauty. The dark nurtured and protected us before our birth.

     Welcome darkness. Don’t be afraid of it or deny it. Darkness brings relief from the blinding sun, from scorching heat, from exhausting labor. Night signals permission to rest, to be with our loved ones, to conceive new life, to search our hearts, to remember our dreams. The dark of winter is a time of hibernation. Seeds grow in the dark, fertile earth.

     The words black and dark don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. The words white and light don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. Imagine a world that had only light—or dark. We need both. Dark and light. Light and dark.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/dark-and-light 

8.27: The Deep Well of Black Lives by Rev. Kristen Harper (303 words)
     On August 25, 1619, the ship the White Lion arrived at Point Comfort, now known as Fort Monroe National Monument in Hampton, Virginia. The ship contained enslaved Africans. This is the first recorded arrival of Africans in America. This year, this anniversary was commemorated at Fort Monroe as a day of healing and reconciliation. The community was asked to ring bells at 3:00 for 4 minutes, signifying the 400 years that have passed since that historic moment.

     “How do we mark that first day, that hour, that minute

the White Lion docked at a point that would be of no comfort

to the twenty enslaved Africans chained in her bowels—

heralds of a coming storm of millions

whose bodies would break—through soil and rock to

build an America that could never fully embrace its progenitors.

How do we mark that day, that hour, that minute,

that foreshadowed the centuries of degradation, violence,

of attempts to separate the soul and spirit

from the deep well of Black lives.

How do we mark that day, that hour, that minute

four hundred years ago when the first drop of African sweat

co-mingled with the earth’s warmth, planting the seeds

of a new culture, a new way of life, a new heartbeat

into the fabric of a new world—

When the roots of freedom sparked deep underground

and spread, from generation to generation,

blossoming into resistance and resilience.

So today we will ring bells of sorrow, bells of grief,

bells of atonement.

We will ring out the ghosts of those lost in the middle passages,

lost to the whips and depravation, lost to the lynches and the bullets,

lost to the prisons and the chains of racism.

Today we will ring bells, so that tomorrow we may ring in freedom, ring in liberation, ring in peace.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/deep-well-black-lives 

8.28: On a Holy Night in 1969 by Rev. Otto O’Connor (490 words)
     On a holy night

In 1969,

In an Inn, also known as a bar,

Called the Stonewall Inn,

A basement—

which had no running water,

Nor safe fire exits—

Queer people, of many colors and kinds,

Danced together,

For it was the only place

Where they were allowed to dance,

At least, permitted to, by the mafia who ran the Inn.

     In those days,

It was common for the police to frequent this Inn,

No to join in the dance, the underground celebration,

But to send the dancers home and make arrests.

When they would arrive,

The lights would go on,

The people would be lined up,

And then

All those in drag,

All those who were trans,

All those without proper identification:

They were arrested and taken into custody.

     But on this holy night,

That early morning of June 28,

The people said “not tonight.”
As they called to them to line up,

The transwomen refused to go.

And as they police began to beat and arrest them,

And as the people spilled out from the bar on to the street,

Christopher St,

A crowd grew to watch.

And then,

As transwomen, lesbians, and gay men were getting arrested,

A yell came from the crowd: “Gay Power.”
And as a transwoman was shoved,

She shoved back and the crowd began throwing bottles at the wagon,

And suddenly it erupted.

For once the people didn’t line up;

For once the people said “no more; we’ve had enough.”
It was almost as if, that night,

being pulled out of the darkness of the underground at Stonewall Inn

One too many times,

They said, “I’m ready to be seen.”
     On this holy night, when the power of the oppressed rippled through the streets of New York,

When queer people said, No more

Our world would never be the same.

     Fifty years ago,

It was illegal to be gay, to be trans, to dance and to love and to celebrate.

And now, only fifty years later,

Here we are celebrating at a church.

Gay and straight together?

Queer and straight together?

Trans and cis together?

All in this together.

     And so as we hear these stories of life and love and defiance and celebration,

Let us also remember and pay tribute to our movement ancestors,

Many of them transwomen of color who led the first rebellion that night.

You see, Pride is a celebration of that anniversary:

the anniversary of that riot, at the Stonewall Inn in New York city. A holy night.

     So Happy Pride.

Welcome to this joyful celebration,

Bring your whole selves

Your gay

Lesbian

Bisexual

Transgender

Queer selves

Your drag queen

Butch and femme

Cross-dressing

Nail-painting

Tutu-wearing

Selves

Your

Genderqueer

Genderfluid

Agender

Pansexual

QUILTBAG selves

And all the other identities

That are and will be

And let’s have a celebration,

Because joy is a rebellion, too.

And this church is Queer;

Queer and fabulous.

Amen?

     Let us begin!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/on-a-holy-night-in-1969 

8.29: Let the Artists Win by Rev. Bob Janis-Dillon (287 words)
     I vote we let the artists win

the ones covered in paint from their last attempt

to smuggle across the beauty of a bowl of fruit

the 14-year-old rapper learning to spit

throwing life’s chaos on the rhythm wheel

uncovering the shapes that live on after the next break

     I say we let the food bank volunteers win

the ones always carrying around their agenda

for the meeting, waging campaigns

to stock shelves with bread

     I would like to see the nurses extend their string of victories

from the hospital bed to the nation’s boardrooms

until we care for each other as if death

were inevitable and mercy was the only thing

that made the rounds bearable

     I say we let the kindergarten teachers win

as they raise up small edifices

for the beauty words

will never capture or reveal

     Maybe even let the helpless drunkard win sometimes,

when she cries into her beer

and declares it’s all too much

     I will let the grandmothers win

when they tell the old stories

that hold me in their keeping

     And the children yelling

play! play! The ones who have already cost us so much

of our final productivity

the only tyrants who can command

the true attention of the wise

I want them to win too

again and again

without pity

     and then when the men with guns come

we can say I’m sorry

but whether you win or lose

it’s really never been my game sir

I have lost

and lost again a thousand wars of the heart

and those to whom I have waved the white flag

those to whom

I have surrendered

the whole and holy of my life

will never

never

let me go

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/let-artists-win 

8.30: Still Queer in America by Becky Brooks (71 words)
we were erased and still we loved

we were shamed and still we loved

we were expelled and still we loved

we were laughed at and still we loved

we were hunted and still we loved

we were sacrificed and still we loved

we were marketed and still we loved

we were legislated and still we loved

we were murdered and still we loved

     we were murdered

     and still

     we love

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/still-queer-america 

8.31: The Return of Earth/She by Christopher Sims (395 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 

8.32: Asking for Refuge by Rev. Matthew Johnson (791 words)
     In eighth grade, we were assigned a project: to make a poster about some part of our ancestry. I made mine about the story of the 1930 migration, from Germany to the United States, of my great-grandmother, her husband, and their three children.

     My great-grandmother, Emma Johanna Jacoba Kranenburg Mehl; her husband Carl; and their children, Irmelin, Fritz, and Ingrid, sailed for New York and made their way by train to Washington state. Carl had fought in the first World War for the Kaiser, and Carl saw the signs: he knew by 1930 that another war was coming. So they sold the house and vineyard and left Europe behind.

     For my eighth-grade poster, I assembled family pictures of New York in 1930, a map of the route, and a photo of the ship they sailed on: the MS St. Louis.

     I quote to you an official version of the story:

On May 13, 1939, the German transatlantic liner St. Louis sailed from Hamburg, Germany, for Havana, Cuba. On the voyage were 937 passengers. Almost all were Jews fleeing from the Third Reich. Most were German citizens, some were from eastern Europe, and a few were officially “stateless.” The majority of the Jewish passengers had applied for US visas, and had planned to stay in Cuba only until they could enter the United States.

     The drama of the arrival in Cuba was complicated; most of them were denied entry. Negations to secure their entry were unsuccessful: the new Cuban president had supported Franco who had been supported by Hitler, and he wanted a bribe that the refugees were unable to pay.

     Again, the official account:

     Hostility toward immigrants fueled both antisemitism and xenophobia. Both agents of Nazi Germany and indigenous right-wing movements hyped the immigrant issue in their publications and demonstrations, claiming that incoming Jews were Communists.

     Reports about the impending voyage fueled a large antisemitic demonstration in Havana on May 8, five days before the St. Louis sailed from Hamburg. The rally, the largest antisemitic demonstration in Cuban history, had been sponsored by Grau San Martin, a former Cuban president. Grau spokesman Primitivo Rodriguez urged Cubans to “fight the Jews until the last one is driven out.”
     A few passengers were accepted, but 743 were not. They went north. “Sailing so close to Florida that they could see the lights of Miami, some passengers on the St. Louis cabled President Franklin D. Roosevelt asking for refuge. Roosevelt never responded. The State Department and the White House had decided not to take extraordinary measures to permit the refugees to enter the United States. Public opinion in the United States, although ostensibly sympathetic to the plight of refugees and critical of Hitler’s policies, continued to favor immigration restrictions. Roosevelt was not alone in his reluctance to challenge the mood of the nation on the immigration issue. Three months before the St. Louis sailed, Congressional leaders in both US houses allowed to die in committee a bill [that] would have admitted 20,000 Jewish children from Germany above the existing quota.”
     The ship was turned away.

     The official account, from the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum, concludes as follows:

“Following the US government’s refusal to permit the passengers to disembark, the St. Louis sailed back to Europe on June 6, 1939. Jewish organizations negotiated with four European governments to secure entry visas for the passengers: Great Britain took 288; the Netherlands admitted 181, Belgium took in 214; and 224 found at least temporary refuge in France. Of the 288 passengers admitted by Great Britain, all survived World War II save one, who was killed during an air raid in 1940. Of the 620 passengers who returned to the continent, 87 managed to emigrate before the German invasion of Western Europe in May 1940. 532 St. Louis passengers were trapped when Germany conquered Western Europe. Just over half, 278 survived the Holocaust.” The rest, 254 souls, were murdered.

     Every time I read this account, I weep.

     I weep. Because my family got on the boat, and got off. And took the train.

And so I live.

     Every time I read this account, I weep. I don’t know what else to say.

     I want to take every politician and pundit -- everyone whose heart has shrunk two sizes too small -- and sit down at a table together. A kitchen table, perhaps, where we sing with joy, with sorrow. We pray of suffering and remorse. We give thanks.

     A kitchen table, and we can pray, give thanks, and recall our ancestors; I’ll read the account of the St. Louis and its passengers, and I’ll read it again,

and I’ll read it again,

and I’ll read it again,

until their hearts are opened and their conscience awakes.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/asking-refuge 

8.33: Connection as Resistance by Rev. Erika Hewitt (276 words)
     In her 1975 theological treatise Suffering, German liberation theologian Dorothee Söelle* examines the ways that suffering can knit humans beings closer together, and can draw us more fully into the process of loving. She uses the term apatheia, “the inability to suffer,” to describe the condition in which people become “so dominated by the goal of avoiding suffering that it becomes a goal to avoid human relationships and contacts altogether.”
     Isolation and apathy are forms of powerlessness. Both destroy—in Söelle’s words, “We are destroyed most thoroughly by that affliction that robs us of any possibility of loving any longer. . . . The capacity we need the most [is] the capacity to keep on loving.”
     If pain and suffering tempt us to become isolated and apathetic, Söelle argues, we must instead give voice to our suffering by creating “a language of lament” that might draw us into solidarity.

     The theology offered by Dorothee Söelle echoes that of her rough contemporary, Hannah Arendt—who was a political theorist, rather than a theologian. One of Arendt’s most well-known assertions, from her work The Origins of Totalitarianism, is that “totalitarianism is organized loneliness,” and that the seed of loneliness is isolation: “the experience of not belonging to the world at all, which is among the most radical and desperate experiences of [human beings].”
     Therefore, resisting the isolation that breeds loneliness is not just an emotional, psychological, or even spiritual act, but also a political one. The blogger and critic Maria Popova puts it this way: “Our insistence on belonging, community, and human connection is one of the greatest acts of courage and resistance in the face of oppression.”
*Söelle is pronounced ZERH-lah

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/connection-resistance 

8.34: Deciding to Build by Rev. Chris Rothbauer (420 words)
     The first time I was told that I was too queer to be a congregation’s minister, they asked, “What will the neighbors think?,” as if it were the most natural question in the world.

     It was then that I understood how grace works: it’s costly. It requires us to be uncomfortable, to get outside ourselves, to go all in.

     I decided that I didn’t want a wishy-washy faith: one that uses me to signal virtue (“We’re so enlightened! We supported same-sex marriage!”), as if it’s a contest to see who can hold the most correct positions—and not my life they’re talking about. Where were they when a transwoman was murdered in Montgomery?, or when a queer couple was denied the right to adopt children?, or when Congress failed yet again to pass an employment non-discrimination act that would keep people like me from being fired just for who we are?, or when a teenager, despondent when their parents told them to get the hell out of their house, took an overdose of their antidepressants?

     I don’t want a faith that cares more about what conservative neighbors (who would never join us anyway) think more than caring about affirming my humanity; who understand that throwing your lot in with marginalized people requires more than talking about your friendship with the lesbian couple down the street.

     I don’t want a faith that wordsmiths my truth, that asks why it’s necessary to use the words that best describe my experience as a queer person. I don’t need help finding alternative words that might go over better with strangers. I need my siblings in faith to notice their discomfort in hearing about my experiences, and use it as a catalyst to action rather than as a way to cement their own comfort.

     I want a faith that doesn’t consider me as a “queer minister,” but rather does its damndest to live up to our professed values. I want a faith that centers my voice—and others like me, when necessary; that doesn’t think that decades of marginalization can be erased with a few good deeds.

     I don’t want a faith that claims to be universalist, but constantly judges some of us for the sin of not conforming to ideas of who we should be.

     Instead, I want to build this faith. I’ll do it with my own two hands if I have to. If I pick up some friends along the way, maybe we just might be able to build something spectacular together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/deciding-build 

8.35: For the Sake of the Common Good by Rev. Erika Hewitt and Becky Brooks (611 words)
     Although the German word Giftschrank sounds like a quirky holiday tradition, the term is really a combination of the words poison and cabinet. The term once referred to literal pharmaceutical cabinets in which chemicals were locked safely away, evolving to describe any container in which dangerous items are sealed to protect the common good.

     As any parent knows, our homes (and even our workplaces) contain informal “poison cabinets:” places where we stow medicine, liquor, knives, or other things that could be life-threatening to a child who doesn’t understand the items’ power. How do we, as citizens, respond to similar threats at the social level?

     In the 1580s, Bavarian leaders had to decide what to do with books in the state collection that were considered heretical. On one hand, destroying the books would represent an unnecessary loss; on the other hand, the heresies contained in the books—from writers like Galileo and Martin Luther—were considered too dangerous to expose citizens to. In the words of Roman Mars, host of the 99% Invisible podcast, the Bavarian monarchy opted to keep these works “in order to better understand the arguments of their enemies,” sealing hundreds of books into a locked box that was called a Giftschrank.

     Since that time, Giftschrank has come to refer to the conceptual containers—often special rooms or vaults—used by libraries, museums, and government agencies as repositories for material that’s considered harmful or sensitive.

     The best-known modern usage of Giftschrank occurred in Germany between 1945 and 2016. When the Nazi regime ended, it became clear that Hitler’s propagandistic autobiography Mein Kampf (“My Struggle”) was a threat. Rights to the book passed to the Bavarian state government, which made two decisions: rather than banning the book—which was too reminiscent of the Third Reich’s book-burning campaigns—it decided not to publish any new editions in German, and it also decided to allow access to existing copies only to people pursuing scholarly ends, rather than political ones.

     So for decades, until digital and virtual access to written material became commonplace, public libraries in Germany held copies of Mein Kampf in their Giftschränke, restricting access to those who were deemed to have valid reasons. These restrictions were maintained until 2016, when the book’s copyright expired and it passed into public domain, so that it could be reprinted by publishers and sold in bookstores.

     A Giftschrank is intended to contain, to control access for the sake of the common good. The stashing away of questionable writing or art isn’t an attempt at secrecy, nor is it the same thing as censorship. There are still ways to access the metaphorical poison in the cabinet. Whereas the outright banning of material is a surefire way to trigger our human craving for the forbidden (and our proclivity to seek it out), the Giftschrank is like a building whose front door is locked, but whose side door is open to those with the password.

     Both in the United States and in our Unitarian Universalist congregations, we’re primed to speak of “freedom,” and to reflexively protect our right to exercise free speech. We’re enamored of freedom as concept and practice, and chafe at its narrowing—even in principle. When we study history, however, we learn that freedom is rarely freedom for all, and is more often freedom for some at the expense of others.

     If our congregations value interdependence, we must also acknowledge the ripple effects that can wreak unintended consequences on the innocent. At times, we’re called to surrender some of our freedom in order to serve The Whole. How might members of our communities be harmed if we give freedom a greater value than responsibility?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/sake-common-good 

8.36: Futility Refuted by Jeffrey Lockwood (545 words)
     There is no such thing as a lasting peace, a tranquility that will persist forever, a final resting place for the lion and the lamb. We yearn for the completion of our task, the fulfillment of our striving, the consummation of our journey. And this longing sows the seeds of our defeat. We aspire to solve conflicts, we ache to be done with the hard work of life, we pine for the day in which an everlasting peace prevails. In believing that the purpose of a peace movement lies in securing an outcome, in reaching an amicable conclusion, in attaining a serene world, we assure our own frustration, our own futility, and ultimately our own failure.

     The work of peacemaking will never be done; that is the curse and the blessing of being human. It’s a curse in that there is no utopian culmination of our labors, a blessing in that we will always have meaningful work. The peacemaker is like Sisyphus, whom the gods condemned to an eternal life of shoving a boulder up a hill, only to see it roll back down again in an endless cycle of apparent futility. How could Sisyphus endure such a fate? I’ve asked my students, and their answers were revealing.

     Some students supposed that there is always hope, a hope that the gods will relent, that peace will finally come to Sisyphus and perhaps to us. A particularly creative student suggested that over time, the rolling of the boulder would erode the hill so that eventually the labor of Sisyphus would be complete. Maybe as we roll the boulder of peace in every generation, the hill of hate is worn down. But I believe that the most compelling answer came from those students who understood that a sense of futility comes from the belief that we rightfully expect to see the fruit of our labors. We forget that virtue lies in the doing of good works, not in the completing of our task.

     Maybe Sisyphus will never recover the graces of the gods; maybe the hill will never be worn down. But if he—if we—can authentically and deeply engage in our labors, if we roll the boulder of peace because it is what we are called to do, if the measure of our work is its capacity to shape who we are, we can go on pushing. And if in the course of our labors the hill of hate is eroded, that will be a beautiful thing, a very beautiful thing.

     But as much as we hope that peacemaking will replace warmongering, as much as we hope to live at a critical point in human history, as much as we dream of a glorious conversion of society, we must understand that while epiphanies may change souls, they rarely change the world. To know what we can do, to understand what the world needs of us, we must look into the eyes of the frightened soldier and the terrified child. But to sustain our work, we must look inside ourselves. There we shall find the understanding that the endless labor of life is not about changing the world but about creating ourselves. We cannot make the world peaceful, but neither can the world make us hopeless.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/futility-refuted
8.37: In This Delicate Turning by Rev. Marta I. Valentín (248 words)
     It is time to throw out our exceptional identity and humble ourselves... We have always done good in the world—it is in our DNA. The question is, are we ready to do better for our own people? Because the world includes every person in our faith—many of whom have been micro-aggressioned right out the door. It is the silent revolving door that many do not want to acknowledge. It is time to look ourselves not just in our faces, but in our souls and ask ourselves, who are we, really? Which Unitarian Universalism are we taking into our future? If we have no intention of taking it to the promised land, then let’s just acknowledge that. Let’s Marie Kondo our unfaithful practices and release what no longer serves us and make room for what will. How can we save the world if we can’t save ourselves? Remember, I say this because love you and I need you to survive.

     But I also need to say this, and I speak only for myself: I am running out of truths to tell and ways of saying them. It is time now to keep this beloved faith from fracturing, moreover, in this delicate turning let us remember that before anything, ante todos, somos sere humanos, we are human beings who have chosen to travel together, to make a new, more just world together. We must continue to choose each other as companions if we are to accompany one another.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/delicate-turning
8.38: My Heart is Moved by All I Cannot Save by Adrienne Rich (34 words)
     My heart is moved by all I cannot save:

so much has been destroyed

     I have to cast my lot with those

who age after age, perversely,

     with no extraordinary power,

reconstitute the world.

#463, Singing the Living Tradition

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading-quote/my-heart-moved 

8.39: On White Supremacy Culture and Why I Use These Words by Carolina Krawarik-Graham (237 words)
     A common “issue” in anti-racism work is the use of the term culture of white supremacy or white supremacy culture, which many people view as charged, controversial, or even deeply offensive. Sometimes there are even challenges/dismissals from people in positions of power/authority about it.

     For me, use of the term is a necessity for these reasons:

     Because it’s used commonly by many prominent writers and speakers on the subject of race and privilege, and one cannot actively pursue this work without coming across it

     Because it’s very uncomfortable for me to read/write/say white supremacy culture on so many different levels, not the least of which has to do with sensitivities around my own national/cultural heritage, so it’s my way of directly challenging my own right to comfort

     Because when this term is used by someone from the dominant group (in this case, white), it is a very different experience, generally less antagonizing, and a bit more difficult to dismiss than when it comes from someone who’s marginalized (in this case, someone of color) - and it is a way that I exercise my privilege toward laying groundwork for others’ voices

     And lastly, because I have been asked to use these words by people in oppressed communities, both directly and indirectly, because “white supremacy culture” most accurately and succinctly describes the/their harsh experience of systemic discrimination. It is one of the ways in which I express my ally-ship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/white-supremacy-culture-and-why-i-use-these-words 

8.40: Racist or Antiracist by Ibram X. Kendi (469 words)
     Ironically, Americans who self-identify as not racist—whether they’re conservatives, moderates, liberals, radicals, progressives—they don’t realize… that we are connecting ourselves to a history of slave traders who self-identified as not racist (although they didn’t use that term).

     We’re connecting ourselves to enslavers who said, “Yes, when we say black people should be enslaved; when we say slavery is a positive good; when we say slavery is a necessary evil; when we say that black people are the cursed descendants of Ham, those are not racist ideas, that’s God’s law. That’s science’s law, that’s nature, that’s logic.”
     We don’t realize we’re connecting to Jim Crow segregationists who said, “I’m not racist, it’s separate but equal down here... You can’t tell it’s separate but equal? We’re following the law. We’re not racist.”
     We’re connecting to eugenicists—who were really the first group of Americans to be classified as racist—who also turned around and said, “This is science. This isn’t racism. This is science. We have empirical data to demonstrate that black people are intellectually inferior by nature. Just look at their test scores.”
     And today we have white nationalists. We have white supremacists who self-identify as not racist. We have white supremacists who, before they go into a Walmart in El Paso, Texas, write a manifesto claiming that Latinx immigrants are invading Texas. And then also claiming, “I’m not racist.”
     We have this long history of racists classifying themselves as as not racist; racists who cannot imagine that they have been reinforcing notions that there’s something wrong with a particular racial group; racists who can’t imagine that the policies and policy makers they’re supporting are creating and reproducing racial inequity.

     Fundamentally racism—its heartbeat—has always been denial. And the sound of that heartbeat has always been “I’m not racist.” To be more specific, the sound of that heartbeat has always been “not racist.”
     And so in writing How to be an Antiracist, I’ve had one singular goal. If I could somehow shape the world, what I would hope would come out of this book is very simply we would eradicate the term “not racist” from the American vocabulary. And then it would force people to recognize that they’re either what? Racist or anti-racist.

     It would force Americans…to recognize that all policies are either racist or anti-racist. …All ideas are either racist or anti-racist. Then we can truly have an accounting of ourselves, of our ideas, of our policies, and of our country. Because at some point we are going to have to stop denying that we have metastatic racism. Because if you didn’t already know, it is literally killing America. It is literally killing this world. The three lethal weapons that are threatening American existence, and human existence, are of course nuclear war, climate change, and bigotry.

This reading is an excerpt of a speech delivered by Ibram X. Kendi at UC Berkeley on September 12, 2019.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/racist-or-antiracist 

8.41: The Flawed Understanding of Martin Luther King, Jr. by Rev. Aisha Ansano (397 words)
     The Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. was a radical. He was called “the most dangerous man in America” by the FBI and had a 17,000-page FBI file at the time of his death.

     It wasn’t just KKK members or those in positions of power who disagreed with him or hated him. As Cornel West explains in his book The Radical King, by the time of King’s death, most of the country didn’t like him. “There was intense FBI pressure, including attempts to make him commit suicide,” West reminds us. “The black civil rights leadership was trashing him. The white establishment had rejected him. The young black revolutionaries were dismissing him.” Over the course of his life, King was not a man who was loved by most; in fact, he was hated by a select few. He was an incredibly maligned man by the time he died. And yet we never talk about that.

     Instead, we praise and honor him and hold him up as the highest standard of the struggle for justice. We as a society measure all who struggle for justice against Dr. King, but not against who he actually was. We measure those who struggle for justice against who we have decided Dr. King was: a sanitized version of the actual man. As a society, we tell activists that their protests are too unruly, their demands too harsh, their voices too strident, their methods too stringent. We have decided as a society that there is one way to struggle for justice, and it’s the way we like to imagine King struggled for justice — even though it’s not the way he actually did.

     In the summer of 2016, protesters took to the streets around the country, condemning police brutality and proclaiming that black lives matter. As has happened over and over again with these sorts of protests, many people criticized their methods and tactics. In a press conference, Atlanta Mayor Kasim Reed stated “Dr. King would never take a freeway.”
     Anyone remember the powerful thing King organized: the marches from Selma to Montgomery? The ones that entailed several hundred people walking down a highway and crossing a bridge, blocking cars from being able to drive on it? The flawed understanding of King is everywhere, and it has seeped into our society’s understanding of what is acceptable or appropriate in the struggle for racial justice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/flawed-understanding-martin-luther-king-jr 

8.42: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words)
     When this country was founded, the aspiration was high. The men who imagined it dreamed big, casting a vision of a world where all men were created equal, where rights were endowed by our creator, transcending culture and the expectations of the day; where life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness would be allowed and enjoyed without infringement. It was a radical and new vision, born from Enlightenment optimism, inspired by scientific discovery. It was an intoxicating vision, as bold as the Protestant Reformation that swept all of Europe.

And they had the hubris to believe they could make it happen. They staked their claim in the Declaration of Independence and institutionalized it in the Constitution. They elected their first President and when he stepped down, relinquishing power to return to the role of citizen, those founders believed they lived to see their vision realized. A new President ran for office and the Republic was up and running. It was done. A new world order.

     Those men weren’t distracted by the genocide they inspired, or the enslavement of other people they required for this nation to be born. They declared equality while swimming in a sea of inequality. When they declared “ALL men were created equal”, they meant white, Protestant men. They didn’t mean women. They weren’t including Black people who’d been enslaved, or those who were free. They didn’t include Catholics, Jews, or people who didn’t own land. They were so proud of their inclusivity, so inspired by their own cutting-edge philosophy, that they had no idea how narrow it was, how constrictive, how small a vision.

     The men who wrote those words were calling into being a More Perfect Union. They were Establishing Justice. Insuring Domestic Tranquility. Securing the Blessings of Liberty. They believed that they, and the men of their generation, would will this new nation into being. They would establish the structures required for such a grand vision, they would test it, and then it would be done. They didn’t realize it would require many more people, many different voices. They didn’t know how many generations would have to be part of the creation of that dream—how long it would take before the nation they imagined would be made manifest.

The soul of America has yet to be born.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/equality-sea-inequality 

8.43: Every Place Is a Battleground by Imani Perry (143 words)
     I was born nine years after four little girls were killed in Birmingham, Alabama, and two other boys later the same day. On that trip, Auntie Thelma took us to Kelly Ingram Park. We circumambulated around the path, where the marchers had gathered, where the hoses and dogs lashed out at children, right in front of the Sixteenth Street Baptist Church, where the girls had died, across from the Civil Rights Institute, where the memories are held. The beating heart of Birmingham’s freedom fighting.

     The park is named after Osmond Kelly Ingram, a Navy man who was killed by Germans in World War I. He was the son of a Confederate veteran. Ingram senior devoted his life to keeping your ancestors bound to the evil of enslavement. That is not irony. That’s the texture of our history. Every place is a battle ground.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/every-place-battleground
8.44: Witness and Pride by Eli Clare (147 words)
     Pride works in direct opposition to internalized oppression. The latter provides fertile ground for shame, denial, self-hatred, and fear. The former encourages anger, strength, and joy. To transform self-hatred into pride is a fundamental act of resistance....

     People who have lived in shame and isolation need all the pride we can muster, not to mire ourselves in a narrowly defined identity politics, but to sustain broad-based rebellion. And likewise, we need a witness to all our histories, both collective and personal. Yet we also need to remember that witness and pride are not the same. Witness pairs grief and rage with remembrance. Pride pairs joy with a determination to be visible. Witness demands primary adherence to and with history. Pride uses history as one of its many tools. Sometimes witness and pride work in concert, other times not. We cannot afford to confuse, merge, blur the two

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/witness-and-pride 

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 

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Words for Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (69 words)

     No matter how weak or how frightened we may feel, we each have gifts that can make a difference in the world. In this coming week, may you do at least one thing to support the broken; to welcome the stranger; to celebrate what is worthy; to do the work of justice and love.
     Be strong.
     Be connected.
     Each day, act — so you may be a little more whole.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/closing-words-hard-times 

10.2: Go Forth in Simplicity by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (59 words)

Go forth in simplicity.
Find and walk the path
that leads to compassion and wisdom,
that leads to happiness, peace and ease.
Welcome the stranger and
open your heart to a world in need of healing.
Be courageous before the forces of hate.
Hold and embody a vision of the common good that
serves the needs of all people.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/go-forth-simplicity 

10.3: Between the dawn and dusk by Rev. Carl Seaburg (37 words)

Between the dawn and dusk of our being, let us be brave and loving. In our little passage through the light let us sustain and forward the human venture—in gentleness, in service, and in thought. Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6005.shtml 

10.4: Much of ministry is a benediction by Rev. Susan Manker-Seale (58 words)

     Much of ministry is a benediction—
A speaking well of each other and the world—
A speaking well of what we value:

     honesty
love
forgiveness
trust

A speaking well of our efforts—
A speaking well of our dreams.
This is how we celebrate life:
Through speaking well of it,
Living the benediction,
and becoming as a word
well-spoken.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/much-of-ministry 

10.5: Take From Life Its Coals by Rev. Laurel Sheridan (34 words)

Take from life its coals, not its ashes. 

Fan the flames of love and justice 

Join hands and hearts in common endeavor 

And there will be no limit to what we can achieve together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/110092.shtml 

10.6: Remembering our ancestors by Rev. Rhys Williams (73 words)

     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 

10.7: That which is worthy of doing by Rev. Steve Crump (39 words)

     That which is worthy of doing, create with your hands. 
     That which is worthy of repeating, speak with a clear voice.
     That which is worthy of remembering, hold in your hearts.
     And that which is worthy of living, go and live it now.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6037.shtml 

10.8: We all have two religions by Rev. William Gardner (30 words)

     We all have two religions: the religion we talk about and the religion we live. It is our task to make the difference between the two as small as possible.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6048.shtml 

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Safe and Profoundly Unsound (Part One: Losing Our Liberty) by Rev. Victoria Safford (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/safe-profoundly-unsound) (1,029 words)

     Step One: Invoke an external and internal threat. Pose it as a threat to civilization itself. Create a sense of overwhelming crisis beyond the reach of any traditional solution. Insist that the leader’s superior instinct and access to privileged knowledge are more reliable than universal reason.

     Step Two: Establish secret prisons. Suspend due judicial process and the right to habeas corpus, if only for certain sectors of the population. Establish military tribunals side by side with civilian courts. Establish a policy of necessary, state-sanctioned torture, and let these all measures quietly be made public. Confound the public understanding of human rights and civil rights.

     Step Three: Develop a paramilitary force. Deploy mercenaries abroad and encourage domestic intimidation, at election sites and public demonstrations, for example.

     Step Four: Watch ordinary citizens. Monitor private correspondence, telephone and electronic networks, and hubs of information such as libraries and schools. Make it known that to place your name on a petition or list of supporters or donors to a cause may suggest subversion.

     Step Five: Infiltrate citizens’ groups. Intimidate grassroots organizations. Encumber free assembly.

    Step Six: Arbitrarily detain and release citizens. Establish lists of citizens under suspicion.

Step Seven: Target key individuals. Monitor the speech and activity of popular figures, college and university faculty, artists, progressive religious leaders and their institutions.

Step Eight: Restrict the access of the press. Threaten journalists with prison at home and violence abroad. Flood the media with misinformation.

Step Nine: Cast criticism as “espionage” and dissent as “treason.”
Step Ten: Subvert the rule of law.

     Naomi Wolf is a journalist and author who has studied the ways that totalitarian regimes and fascist governments typically have come to power. She enumerates these in the steps above. Like many historians, she concludes that most often it is not in a thunderous, violent coup that open societies have been eclipsed and dictatorships arisen, though this kind of action may be the final straw. Rather, she says, repression tends to creep in quietly, stealthily, on muffled paws, with no single action, however oppressive, likely by itself to alarm the general population. From the mid-19th century through the entire 20th, she says, democracies have been overthrown and dictatorships have arisen in countries where most of these ten steps have been advanced. In her latest book, The End of America: Letter of Warning to a Young Patriot, she says she does not mean to imply that the current administration is systematically marching through this checklist, but she does mean to warn that in recent years our leaders have deliberately, not accidentally, assaulted the premises of the Constitution, and freedoms we take so easily for granted that they are to us like air—invisible—have been eroded beyond the possibility of repair in our lifetime.

     Wolf wrote the book as a gift for a young couple she admires. It took shape as she was watching them dance at their wedding. The young woman had been Wolf’s student, a gifted writer from Texas; the young man is a Vietnamese-American teacher who helps run a national suicide prevention hotline. She says, “They are the kind of idealistic young Americans who need to lead our nation out of this crisis. It seemed to me they needed one more wedding present: tools to realize and defend their freedom, and means to be sure that their own children would be born in liberty.” She opens the book with words from Justice William O. Douglas: “As nightfall does not come all at once, neither does oppression. In both instances, there is a twilight when everything remains seemingly unchanged. And it is in such a twilight that we all must be most aware of change in the air—however slight—lest we become unwitting victims of the darkness.”
     Think of someone young you love, dancing, maybe at a wedding—dancing, working, studying, wondering, asking bright questions, and twilight is falling. Think about watching a child you love, or maybe a child you don’t even know, maybe children here. Think about their future as Americans; think about them singing, when they go to school, as I imagine they still do:

     My country, ‘tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing; Land where my fathers died, land of the pilgrims’ pride, From every mountainside—Let freedom ring!

     What do you think about that? What do you fear, on their behalf? This is not the country we grew up in. Their America is different. It’s a hard time to be young, but even harder, I think, is to be an ally of the young, knowing what we know. How to instill in them a sense of reliable, durable hope, but not only that. How do we plant in them also a sense of responsible, proud citizenship? A sense of identity not laced with nationalism, arrogance and manifest destiny, but graceful identity, worn with dignity, grounded in open-eyed history? How do we give them a sense of pride, a sense of humility, a sense of great possibility, a sense of belonging, as Americans, to the United States, the united peoples, of the world?

     Wolf writes, “We take our American liberty for granted the way we take our natural resources for granted, seeing both, rather casually, as being magically self-replenishing. We have not noticed how vulnerable either resource is until very late in the game, when systems start to falter. We have been slow to learn that liberty, like nature, demands a relationship with us in order for it to continue to sustain us.”
    Most of us have only a faint understanding of how societies open up or close down, become supportive of freedom or ruled by fear…. One reason for our vagueness about how liberty lives or dies is that we have tended lately to subcontract out the tasks of the patriot: to let the professionals—lawyers, scholars, activists, politicians—worry about understanding the Constitution and protecting our rights, the way we hire a professional to do our taxes. They can keep democracy up and running. We’re busy.

     What kind of relationship do we want our children to have with liberty? What kind of relationship do we intend to have with it ourselves?

11.2: Safe and Profoundly Unsound (Part Two: Frightening Times) by Rev. Victoria Safford (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/safe-profoundly-unsound) (1,125 words)

     Taped to the wall above my computer is a color photo clipped from the Star Tribune, a close-up of two women at the Minneapolis airport. One, with her back to the camera, is holding a baby. The other is wearing handcuffs and a face of abject anguish. She’s reaching for the baby, with tissues in her hands, sobbing, and the caption reads, “Before she was to be deported and flown to Nicaragua, Nidia Vallecillo pleaded with Immigration and Customs Enforcement agents to remove her handcuffs so she could hold her son Jared.” Immigration agents arrested her in her house in the night, and they almost took her away before she could tell them that the baby was there, asleep in his crib. The two were taken to the airport, where Nidia was informed that though she must leave the country, her son, who is a U.S. citizen could stay. “With whom?” she asked, and they were both flown to New York, where they were separated because the baby didn’t have a passport to continue to Managua. In the last moment, before the plane left, someone intervened, a temporary stay was granted, and many hours later, Nidia and Jared were flown back to Minnesota and returned to their house. There they will remain until the baby’s passport has been issued and then, at any moment, without warning, her deportation process will begin again.

     …Who belongs here, who doesn’t, who says so, and why? I look at Nidia Vallecillo in her handcuffs in the airport, crying for her child, and wonder what exactly is the threat she poses?

     …Why are we afraid of her? The immigration issue is about economics, as it has always been, and it’s about security, as it has always been—but at its core it is about fear, and racism and power and manipulation. It appeals to base and ancient instincts deep within us, not only that primal fear of “the other,” but also an even more irrational fear of change and loss and loss of control, loss of the known world, America the beautiful. Nidia’s threat to us is that she’s here, now, working 9-5, paying taxes, playing by the rules, keeping her home, raising her child, speaking English, speaking Spanish, and in every way, every day, showing us the face, the complexion, the complexity of the orientation, the character and culture of the 21st century American person. 100 years ago she was Italian, Russian, a Jew from anywhere in Eastern Europe; 150 years ago she was Chinese, Irish, German, Swedish and Norwegian. And now, of course, she is a supporting character in the great drama of the so-called War on Terror. As a so-called alien, she is a real and present danger to the so-called Homeland.

     …Fear has been a force since long before the war in Iraq…. Mohja Kahf’s collection is called E-mails from Scheherazad. She has a …poem called “Hijab Scene #7,” written in 1995:

No, I’m not bald under the scarf
No, I’m not from that country
where women can’t drive cars
No, I would not like to defect
I’m already American
but thank you for offering
What else do you need to know
relevant to my buying insurance,
opening a bank account,
reserving a seat on a flight?
Yes, I speak English
Yes, I carry explosives
They’re called words
And if you don’t get up
off your assumptions,
They’re going to blow you away

     One of the assumptions with which I struggle always is the notion that I can be a citizen without being a vigilant patriot, that because I’m unlikely to be deported or detained offshore, I can leave the hard questions and the hard work to someone else, subcontracting out my share of the work of democracy. But I know this is not true.

     We from a long line of heretics who have professed many beliefs, blasphemous and orthodox, about all kinds of things, both sacred and profane. The freedom to speak, whatever the speech, the freedom to believe, whatever the belief, is the heart of the matter for us. In centuries past Unitarians and Universalists were burned at the stake, they were tortured in dungeons, their books were burned, their churches destroyed, their livelihoods ruined for holding to their truths, for refusing to recant, refusing comply with governments, or bishops or mobs. In defense of the free mind, heart, spirit, soul, community, they died in Prague, Geneva, Krakow, London, Dachau, Selma.… We come from a long line of dissenters and dissidents who died for this faith, and from others who survived, like the ones who wrote that organizing statement in New England, “Respecting in each other and in all the right of intellect and conscience to be free, we set up no theological conditions of membership”—no ID cards, no pledge of allegiance to any creed, no fences for the spirit. “And recognizing the brotherhood of the human race,” they wrote, “and the equality of human rights, we make no distinction as to the conditions and rights of membership in this society, on account of sex, or color, or nationality.” That was written in 1863, at the height of the Civil War, and though that particular church was in the north, not everyone in the neighborhood was prepared to go that far. Most citizens and congregations were not prepared to go that far, especially when it was not yet clear which side would win the war. To the Unitarians, that didn’t matter: the congregation welcomed slaves, women, heretics and true believers, anyone who had “an honest aim” to make the search for truth the rule of life. What mattered was freedom and conscience.

     How far do we need to be prepared to go? What matters now, to us, the descendants and inheritors of such a noble legacy?

     In 1998, Mohja Kahf wrote a poem after 120 people were killed in a movie theater and a small adjacent mosque in Algiers. This is part of the last verse:

I am a disbeliever
in everything but the purity of the bodies
of the men and women—with or without the veil,
with or without the markings of right identity-

[I am a disbeliever]
in everything but the suppleness of the children

I am a disbeliever in every scripture in the world that leaves out
“How was the movie? I love you. I love you.”
     Whatever we variously believe, we are disbelievers in anything but the basic humanity of everyone. The freedom and beauty of everyone. The dignity and worth of everyone. The belonging of everyone. We are believers in the responsibility of everyone, of all of us, each of us, no matter how frightened we are in these frightening times, to be something other than afraid.

11.3: Prophetic Spirituality by Jan Edward Garrett (Excerpt, full text at http://people.wku.edu/jan.garrett/prophet.htm) (1,563 words)
     Prophetic spirituality is a way of being religious imbued with a burning concern for social justice and the improvement of flawed social institutions. This aspect of the religious life is often missing when people consider spirituality to be merely a private, personal affair, with at best an indirect relation to the common good of society. Yet there is nothing far-fetched in speaking of prophetic spirituality, as we see when we look at some of the oldest parts of the Bible and the history of the liberal religion over last several centuries.

     The term prophet is Greek in origin. It originally referred to a person who could speak for a god and interpret his will to humans. Although the word soon acquires connotations of foretelling or predicting, especially foretelling doom, this aspect is less important than the function of calling attention to overlooked or suppressed values. Prediction is less essential to prophecy than the saying forth or proclaiming of what should be done, in accord with what the divinity, or the big picture, dictates.

     Prophetic figures show up early in the historical and prophetic books of the Jewish Bible, which Christians call the Old Testament. Moses is a prophet when he utters the command of Yahweh, Let my people go. Prophets important in a later phase of the Jewish tradition are Elijah, Elisha, Hosea, and Amos. They condemned the injustice and corruption of the rulers of Israel and Judah, warning rightly, in their case, that the injustice, if continued, would increase the likelihood of political collapse and enslavement by foreign powers. They called for return to basic moral norms. 

     …The New Testament, of course, conveys words and deeds attributed to Jesus and his early followers. In relation to the Old Testament, the New Testament is both an advance and a retreat. One advance is that Christianity, although it starts as a Jewish sect, seeks converts who are not Jews. In so doing it breaks with some of the narrowness and tribalism of Old Testament Judaism. A second advance, which really just stresses something already implicit in earlier Judaism, is the importance of the creative Spirit and its ability to break through excessive attention to the letter of the moral law and the recognition, not always remembered by later Christians, that morality is made for human beings, not the other way around.

     Yet early Christianity is limited insofar as it tends to abdicate the duty, recognized by the Jewish prophets, of speaking truth to power. Whatever the saying, “Render unto Caesar that which is Caesar’s” meant for Jesus, it soon comes to mean that the Christian will avoid concern for justice in the wider society.

     …The prophetic element in the Judeo-Christian tradition revives in the context of the Protestant Reformation, beginning in the early 1500’s. Here we need to concern ourselves with the radical or religiously liberal wing of the Protestant Reformation. …The right wing of the Protestant Reformation, led by Luther, was …quite authoritarian. The liberal reformers, however, called for the priesthood and prophethood of all believers. They favored a ground-up, democratic conception of the religious congregation, known as congregational polity. This type of religious organization is a vital part of the Unitarian Universalist heritage.

     This essentially democratic idea of how Protestant congregations should be run helped to promote representative government in England and in the United States. The idea was that people who are part of a community should have say-so in the government of that community. First put into practice in the radical Protestant congregations of the Reformation, this idea was soon proposed for the society at large.

     A similar and simultaneous development is the spread of religious toleration. At first the advocates of toleration wished only to tolerate diverse religious beliefs within a single church. When the dominant church resisted this approach, advocates of toleration proposed it for the larger society. From this derives the principle of the separation of church and state embodied in the first amendment to U.S. constitution. 

     What exactly is prophetic spirituality and why is it important? 

     First, prophetic spirituality is not the whole of spirituality, but it is or should be a good half of it. There is room for the more private and personal kind of spirituality, known historically as pietism, in the other half. This view is expressed forcefully in the writings of James Luther Adams…. The pietistic and prophetic elements, he insists, go together. It is an error to abandon the individual dimension for the social…. But it is an equally serious error, and one more common for those who describe themselves as spiritual, to de-emphasize the prophetic and the social and to stress the individual and the private forms of spirituality. The prophetic voice not only criticizes public injustice but also challenges the practice of a merely private spirituality. There are those who do not lie, cheat or steal, who personally do not foment hatred of blacks or gays, and who cultivate their own personal spiritualties, but who do not act against the cultivation of racism or against other forms of organized injustice. Prophetic spirituality says: Private piety is not enough.

     …Secondly, prophetic spirituality relates to the more-than-human, to what James Luther Adams called the sustaining, commanding and renewing power. Sometimes he called it the power of being. When speaking to theists and UU Christians, of which he was one, he called it God. This point is bound to be challenging for some of us. I know it has been for me because, like our humanists, I tend to “have a problem” with God-language.

     When Adams spoke of this power of being, he used some words normally used to describe persons but he was careful not to overdo it. For example, he spoke of the power as commanding and giving, but he did not usually describe it as remembering, knowing or thinking.

     This power is the source of grace. When grace breaks into our lives we are empowered to overcome pettiness, to act more nobly than before, to create new relationships, including alliances with members of other religious groups against injustice and intolerance, to overcome impasses, social and otherwise, to be helpful in new ways.

     …This power is not merely what exists as hard fact…. Nor is this power simply what will be. What-will-be may be good, a liberation of positive possibilities; but it may also result from ignorance, or it may be an enslavement of human powers or destructive of ecological value. We stand, as existing beings, somewhere between a past that cannot now be changed and a future that may be, and in this present time we sometimes hear a command, coming not merely from something within us (as the language of “conscience” suggests) but from the totality of the real and the possible that envelopes us. When we are in tune with our best possibilities, and with what already exists and sustains us, we can hear this command and respond to it as we should.

     We are of course talking about ethical experience, about the experience of the responsible person, son, daughter, parent, teacher, doctor, lawyer, citizen. There are nonreligious ways of describing ethical experience. Adams conceded that the use of religious language is a matter of deliberate choice. But this choice can be justified, he thinks, because the tension that it sets up, between the finite human and the inexhaustible power of being, which commands, sustains and sometimes renews, is fruitful in the production of good works. …Of course, it may not be fruitful for everyone. Adams notes that there are secular social activists who have at least as much of the prophetic spirit as many of those who proclaim themselves believers.

      The third point regarding prophetic spirituality is that the prophethood is for all religiously concerned persons. Protestant reformers spoke more often of the “priesthood of all believers.” Adams insisted that the prophethood of all believers is equally important.

     Obviously, for a Unitarian Universalist, “believers” cannot refer to persons who subscribe to a particular creed. Instead, it refers to people who orient themselves in a relation to the sustaining, commanding, renewing power that is more than merely human or narrowly self-interested. It does not matter whether you call this power God. It does not matter whether you believe that it comes from outside of nature or history altogether, though my view is that it is mixed up with both of them.

     The phrase is “prophethood of all believers.” Ideally, then, we would all be prophets. We would all, for example, find occasion to stand up, in some practically useful way, for human dignity. It is no accident that there is a close connection between Adams’ notion of prophethood and the ideal of democratic citizenship in a congregation or society. Neither of these offices rest on the shoulders of a few. All members have access to the powers and responsibilities.

     [Someone said] …that Unitarian Universalism is a non-prophet religion. I don’t know who invented this joke—probably a non-UU. We laugh at the jokes others create about us—and repeat them ourselves—because we recognize the partial truths they contain. In many Unitarian Universalist discussions of spirituality, the prophetic element is indeed absent. …It would be a tragedy if Unitarian Universalism were to become a wholly non-prophetic religion. If that happens, it will have forgotten a good half of its heritage and risk degenerating into a narcissistic cult.

11.4: Our Second Source: Prophetic Women and Men by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,631 words)

     …I want to focus on here is the idea of prophetic. Our second source doesn’t say, “the words and deeds of women and men.” It says the “words and deeds of prophetic women and men.” What does this mean?

     Most of us have a notion of what a prophecy is. We find ourselves thinking of the Oracle at Delphi, the declarations of Isaiah and Elijah and Amos, of Nostradamus. A prophecy, we might think, is an “other-worldly” word, passed on to people via some extraordinary human channel. Or we might more concretely consider it to be a visionary kind of declaration, one that foretells something about the future.

    I think this is to gravely misunderstand the idea of “prophetic,” and to underestimate the significance of our second Source. Exercising our prophetic power is not the sole purview of a few special souls, divinely or intellectually inspired. Rather, …the prophetic word and deed is a foundational responsibility of the liberal church.

     Maria Harris was perhaps the premier religious educator in the country. She thrived within the Christian tradition, yet her open and liberal theology was readily accessible to anyone hoping to understand religious education, not just for children but for people. In seminary, we used Maria Harris’ work, and as I’ve said before from this pulpit, there were few texts as theologically significant in my training as her book, Fashion Me a People.
     Harris describes, in that book, three main functions of a ministry, whether it is the ministry of a clergyperson or more significantly, the ministry of a community such as our own. Those three are the priestly, the “kingly” or political, and the prophetic.

     For Harris, a people of faith must not be satisfied to know truth in their hearts, or speak of it to one another in hushed tones. The primary act of prophecy is proclamation, the announcing of truth, the denouncing of injustice, the declaration of opposition to the powers and principalities of evil. But a prophetic people do not merely wake up one morning and somehow “know the truth;” they come to it through prayer, reflection, and the asking of hard questions, chief among them this: are we being just? Are we attending to the ways in which we profit or benefit from injustice? Are we actively oppressing? As she puts it, prophecy “is the word of justice, provoking us toward a curriculum of justice.” …For Harris, justice is “recognized as fidelity to the demands of all our relationships and to the truth we are related, quite simply, to everything.”
     But again, we rarely wake up in cognition of “truth,” and the theological implications of prophetic work demand that we take the time to reflect. Harris has a beautiful description of theology: she says it is “the intelligence at work… and at its best making only the contribution the thoughtful mind can make.” Of course, for Harris and many others, that theological reflection means taking the time to listen in to the “still small voice,” which some people understand as God or some Greater source. Even so, personal understanding does not, under the demands of prophecy, stand alone. “If a brother or sister is naked and lacks daily food, and one of you says to them, “Go in peace. Keep warm, and eat your fill,” and yet you do not supply their bodily needs, what is the good of that?” as it says in 2nd James. The theologian Gustav Gutierrez puts it this way: “All the political theologies, the theologies of hope, of revolution, and of liberation, are not worth one genuine act of solidarity with the exploited social classes. They are not worth one act of faith, love, and hope committed – in whatever manner – in active participation to liberate human beings from all that dehumanizes them and prevents them from living…”
     …Most prophetic declaration is uncomfortable. It demands that we pay attention to injustice, danger, greed, fearful reactivity; it always challenges our comfortable apathy. We have prophetic voices in this church: some of them have created a forum on Iran and North Korea, and possible war there…some have insisted we pay attention to injustice at our doorstep and within our own house here; some have said “the poor are with us still,” and placed before us the choice to serve. Within Unitarian Universalism writ large, we have many prophetic voices. One well-known contemporary prophet and contrarian is the minister Rev. Dr. Davidson Loehr. [In his] …sermon …Living Under Fascism … [he writes]

     You may wonder why anyone would try to use the word “fascism” in a serious discussion of where America is today. It sounds like cheap name-calling, or melodramatic allusion to a slew of old war movies. But I am serious. I don’t mean it as name-calling at all. I mean to persuade you that the style of governing into which America has slid is most accurately described as fascism, and that the necessary implications of this fact are rightly regarded as terrifying. That’s what I am about here. (…)

     The word comes from the Latin word Fasces, denoting a bundle of sticks tied together. The individual sticks represented citizens, and the bundle represented the state. The message of this metaphor was that it was the bundle that was significant, not the individual sticks. If it sounds un-American, it’s worth knowing that the Roman Fasces appear on the wall behind the Speaker’s podium in the chamber of the US House of Representatives. (…)

     In an essay coyly titled Fascism Anyone?, Dr. Lawrence Britt, a political scientist, identifies social and political agendas common to fascist regimes. His comparisons of Hitler, Mussolini, Franco, Suharto, and Pinochet yielded this list of 14 “identifying characteristics of fascism.” (The following article is from Free Inquiry magazine, Volume 23, Number 2.) See how familiar they sound.

1. Powerful and Continuing Nationalism: Fascist regimes tend to make constant use of patriotic mottos, slogans, symbols, songs, and other paraphernalia. Flags are seen everywhere, as are flag symbols on clothing and in public displays.

2. Disdain for the Recognition of Human Rights: Because of fear of enemies and the need for security, the people in fascist regimes are persuaded that human rights can be ignored in certain cases because of “need.” The people tend to look the other way or even approve of torture, summary executions, assassinations, long incarcerations of prisoners, etc.

3. Identification of Enemies/Scapegoats as a Unifying Cause: The people are rallied into a unifying patriotic frenzy over the need to eliminate a perceived common threat or foe: racial, ethnic or religious minorities; liberals; communists; socialists, terrorists, etc.

4. Supremacy of the Military: Even when there are widespread domestic problems, the military is given a disproportionate amount of government funding, and the domestic agenda is neglected. Soldiers and military service are glamorized.

5. Rampant Sexism: The governments of fascist nations tend to be almost exclusively male-dominated. Under fascist regimes, traditional gender roles are made more rigid. Opposition to abortion is high, as is homophobia and anti-gay legislation and national policy.

6. Controlled Mass Media: Sometimes the media are directly controlled by the government, but in other cases, the media are indirectly controlled by government regulation, or sympathetic media spokespeople and executives. Censorship, especially in war time, is very common.

7. Obsession with National Security: Fear is used as a motivational tool by the government over the masses.

8. Religion and Government are Intertwined: Governments in fascist nations tend to use the most common religion in the nation as a tool to manipulate public opinion. Religious rhetoric and terminology is common from government leaders, even when the major tenets of the religion are diametrically opposed to the government’s policies or actions.

9. Corporate Power is Protected: The industrial and business aristocracy of a fascist nation often are the ones who put the government leaders into power, creating a mutually beneficial business/government relationship and power elite.

10. Labor Power is Suppressed: Because the organizing power of labor is the only real threat to a fascist government, labor unions are either eliminated entirely, or are severely suppressed.

11. Disdain for Intellectuals and the Arts: Fascist nations tend to promote and tolerate open hostility to higher education, and academia. It is not uncommon for professors and other academics to be censored or even arrested. Free expression in the arts is openly attacked, and governments often refuse to fund the arts.

12. Obsession with Crime and Punishment: Under fascist regimes, the police are given almost limitless power to enforce laws. The people are often willing to overlook police abuses and even forego civil liberties in the name of patriotism. There is often a national police force with virtually unlimited power in fascist nations

13. Rampant Cronyism and Corruption: Fascist regimes almost always are governed by groups of friends and associates who appoint each other to government positions and use governmental power and authority to protect their friends from accountability. It is not uncommon in fascist regimes for national resources and even treasures to be appropriated or even outright stolen by government leaders.

14. Fraudulent Elections: Sometimes elections in fascist nations are a complete sham. Other times elections are manipulated by smear campaigns against or even assassination of opposition candidates, use of legislation to control voting numbers or political district boundaries, and manipulation of the media. Fascist nations also typically use their judiciaries to manipulate or control elections.

     …This is a perfect example of the prophetic voice: it challenges and confronts us, it pricks our conscience and hopefully inspires us to the kingly action demanded of a prophetic people of faith. Upon hearing a word of prophecy, it is up to each of us to evaluate it according to our own lights, and take action as we see fit. Of course, we also ignore prophets to our own peril.
11.5: Black Lives Matter: More than a Slogan by Rev. Nathan Ryan (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/black-lives-matter-more-slogan) (1,270 words)

     The statement Black Lives Matter might be hard to hear because it floats. It is a bit of hyperbole. There is no counter point, no balancing narrative. This is something our culture is not accustomed to. We are used to having a good guy and a bad guy, a protagonist and an antagonist.

     We’ve seen people try to find a counter balance. There have been efforts to say you either support black lives or all lives, you either support black lives or police lives. It’s natural to want a counter balance, to find a way to have everything stand against something else. …Unitarian Universalism has forced me to find …a way to live with ambiguity, to live with statements that are contradictory, that are paradoxical. 

     …To have to say Black Lives Matter implies that otherwise they don’t matter. When I feel a tendency to say All Lives Matter, or to make the statement into an adversarial relationship with police, I’m trying to alleviate my discomfort about the implication that in our status quo black lives don’t matter.

     But the devaluing of people of color is all around us. I serve in Louisiana. In Louisiana, we have more people imprisoned per capita than anywhere in the world. These mostly black men are forced to pick cotton at gunpoint as a part of their prison sentence. Since I started serving in Baton Rouge in 2012, three hospitals have closed—all in the black half of town.

     …Because …in Louisiana, injustice towards African Americans seems so widespread, I’m prone to ignore it. I’m prone to find other explanations and rationalizations to alleviate my own feelings of sadness and anger.

     …Saying that Black Lives Matter doesn’t mean that other lives are valued less, it just means that there is a group of people who for years have been undervalued and exploited and its time we stop. If there was an epidemic of elderly people in nursing homes being abused in Louisiana and we put up a sign on our church that said “Senior Citizens Matter” it doesn’t mean that we don’t think children matter.

     I’m happy to say that many Unitarian Universalist churches have embraced this message. Many of them have put up banners. Quite a few of our churches have had their signs defaced. 

     …Part of my frustration with the way many national UUs have embraced the movement is that they seem to assume this is a simple thing to fix. Maybe we’ve become too complacent because we had so much and such quick success regarding LGBT rights and specifically marriage equality; maybe it’s because many Unitarian Universalist churches are located in places that are intentionally segregated; maybe it’s because many Unitarian Universalists don’t want to look at ways that our own religion has perpetuated cultural supremacy and devalued black people, but I’m not sure everyone who embraces this slogan understand how long a march this is.

     The entire nation is founded on the enslavement of Africans. I often complain when I read about plantations glossing over their bloody and brutal use of enslaved people, but I didn’t object once during a tour of the United States Capital building when they neglected to mention that it was built by the enslaved. The main engine for this country’s economic growth, namely cotton, came directly off of the backs of enslaved people.

     It’s written into our very constitution. The constitution originally claimed that enslaved people were 3/5ths of a person. So I did some math this week. In America black people represent 13% of the total population. Yet their representation in congress is 7.56%. If you round that up, its 8%, 3/5 of 13% is 8%.

     All of these arguments and facts and figures aren’t what are going to convince people. I serve in the south and many southern white people carry tremendous guilt, shame and feelings of helplessness. I’ve found that bludgeoning them with facts and figures just pushes them further into theological and cultural despair.

     I quickly learned when I returned home to serve in the south that many white Louisianans carry a disproportionate share of the guilt and shame. This is because much of the country has rewritten the history to make slavery, Jim Crow, and racism a southern problem.

     I’ve seen many Unitarian Universalists perpetuate this mythology of the racist south as a means of absolving themselves of their own implications in racist systems. Reverend Mark Morrison Reed said in his book Selma Awakening, “When we pinpoint the locations and relocations of their congregations, analyze their religious education materials and hymnbooks, dissect the cultural proclivities of the burgeoning fellowships, add up the number of African Americans in leadership positions, and survey the experiences of the African-American ministers, we see clearly that the espoused values of Universalists, Unitarians, and Unitarian Universalists were rarely matched by their values in practice.”
     Deep down (even in the strongest resistance to the Black Lives Matter movement) I see a deep sadness and anger for the sins of this country. Some people are able to cope with this trauma in positive ways and others cope in unhealthy ways, but we are all fighting against the same source. Sometimes those who argue the most rigorously against justice are the ones who yearn for it the most.

     With the large number of news stories that have popped up recently about unarmed black people being killed it’s natural to ask the question “where is God in all of this?” I don’t look for god in the tragedy. I look for God in the response. I see God as that pull towards justice. Each generation pulls us a little closer to justice. So every generation, God gets a little more just.

     I don’t believe there has been an uptick in violence against people of African descent. If we were to narrow in on any period in the last 500 years, there was a disturbing amount of violence towards black people. What is so amazing to me about the Black Lives Matter movement and whatever is going on right now in our larger culture, is that people in the larger American landscape are finally hearing about the abuses. I don’t know if we as a culture are finally far enough away from slavery to start engaging with the injustice, or if we’ve finally hit a critical mass, but it feels like something is changing. Looking for God in the justice and the progress is where I find the hope.

     One of the things the Black Lives Matter movement has taught me is there are dramatic regional differences to injustice and racism. And while I can stand in support, I have to remember that I don’t always know the context.

    Within the Louisiana context, there are countless instances of black lives not being valued. The entire country needed Louisiana to devalue black bodies so that it could achieve unparalleled economic gain. But it has to end.

     I’m proud to serve a church that was kicked out of some of its earliest homes because it dared to hold integrated meetings; that it dared talk about the violence black people faced. I’m proud to serve a congregation that is talking about race in Louisiana—not from a guilt and shame perspective, but with an eye towards reconciliation, healing, and justice.

     …I am not saying that black lives matter more than your life. I am not saying that there is only so much love and justice to go around. I am saying that until black people know justice, no one will know justice. To borrow from our Universalist ancestors, none are saved until all are saved.

11.6: Reclaiming Prophecy by Rev. Dr. John Morehouse (Excerpt, full text at https://uuwestport.org/reclaiming-prophecy-january-22-2017/) (1,376 words)

     …Dr. King, [said] “we may have come on different ships but we are all in the same boat now.”
     …We need to see the deep-seated call for all people of faith to reclaim the prophecy of Dr. King and so many others for what it can teach us about how to live in this broken world. Prophecy is often misunderstood as some kind of fortune telling, confusing its truth telling for a foretelling, like a tip on which horse to bet on.

     A Medieval prophet prophesied to a king that his favorite mistress would soon die. Sure enough, the woman died a short time later. The king was outraged at the prophet, certain that his prophecy had brought about the woman’s death. Word spread through the kingdom and soon got back to the prophet. The King summoned the prophet and commanded him: “Prophet, tell me when you will die! “The prophet realized that the king was planning to kill him immediately, no matter what answer he gave. The prophet thought for a moment and said: “I only know that whenever I die, the king will die three days later.” 

     We are all in lamentation, even amidst our abundance. Life itself is finite, the world has struggle and now, especially we may feel lost and not yet found. The ancient Hebrew prophet Amos speaks a timeless truth when he says of those in power: “Take away from me the noise of your songs. I will not listen to the melody of your harps. Let instead justice roll down like waters and righteousness and mercy like an ever flowing stream.” (Amos 5:24)

     The lamentations we may be feeling will lessen (but like grief never fully close) when and if we dedicate our lives to something larger than ourselves. This is the prophetic tradition we own. We need hope … and we need …to reclaim the prophetic tradition that is ours stretching back to Amos, through Jesus, through the loving ministry of Clara Barton, through Waitsail and Martha Sharpe through Dr. King and onto such luminaries in our times such as Christopher Reeves, Maya Angelou and Mary Wright Edelman, through the lights of those still to come, Corey Booker, Nina Turner and the young Unitarian Universalist minster in Bismarck at Standing Rock, Rev. Karen Van Fossan.

     We have a deep and hope filled pool of prophecy that is ours to claim. And I am proud that hundreds of thousands of women and men, girls and boys marched for justice after the inauguration. We will need to march again and again.

     As I thought about this passage from Amos, I could imagine the world he was railing against. Long gone were the glory days of Saul, David and Solomon. Israel had split into its own version of the red and blue states; a civil war had divided the land into to two states; Israel and Judah with the power resting in the Southern half of the land. The Jewish empire was faltering under its own weight, made sleepy by its wealth and arrogant by its belligerence. Amos, as all good prophets should, was telling the haughty leaders that false piety wasn’t enough. That prayer in schools wasn’t going to save them, that flag waving, scroll thumping sacrilege was a lost cause. That making Israel great again rings hollow. Only justice and righteousness will save them; in fact that is only offering God really wants from his people. Our journey is only beginning but I take courage that it is the way of tyrants to fall. It always has been.

     In the tradition of the ancient Hebrew Prophets, I see our prophecy in the words of James Luther Adams “the moral obligation to direct our effort… towards a justice loving community.” Distinctly different than those religions that retreat from the world, our religion must, by its very nature, help justice flow into the world. We and others are here to proclaim that prophecy; in the Old Testament way, not only of the future but of what in the present needs to be change. Prophets as Adams put it “foretell” if this continues this will happen, not forth tell, as if they had some crystal ball. As a free church we come from an ancient tradition of foretelling: “The Radical Reformation of the 16th century, the heralds of the Renaissance, the mystical and radically democratic sects of the 17th century, (from which many of our religious forebears hail), the democratic revolutionists of the 18th century (Including the founders of our own nation, many Unitarian), the religious liberal….the evolutionists and scientists of the Social Gospel in the 19th century– all were prophet bards foretelling and struggling for a new epoch.” (From The Prophethood of All Believers by Adams). We are right here part of that same prophethood of all believers, the prophethood that brought us Theodore Parker, Thomas Jefferson, Lydia Maria Child (the abolitionist and women’s rights advocate) , Elizabeth Cady Stanton, …all Unitarians and Universalists, who foretold and acted upon that prophecy.

     The prophets are here and they are more than us but to reclaim our prophecy we must begin by unblocking the dams up stream. It’s one thing to rescue the victims of our arrogance it’s another to unblock that which holds justice back. Or as William Booth the founder of the Salvation Army put it over a century ago, “We can’t just keep picking people up at the bottom of the cliff without climbing up the mountain to see who is throwing them off.” What are these damns that are holding justice back, not only in the freedoms of our own country, but the very right to life in the world’s poorest countries?

We can begin to live up to our prophetic imperative by proclaiming …moral values in the public square. Not only in good-minded churches binding together, but in YOU speaking out at work and in your community about YOUR moral values. We are the people we have been waiting for.

     Some would disparage over the world we live in, but take hope and have courage. …Theodore Parker, our great prophet, [said] ‘the moral arc of the universe is long but it bends towards justice’. It is our task to create a better world, even just a little bit of it, to remove those impediments towards the flow of justice again, person to person, hand to hand, arm in arm, help does arrive despite the politicians. …As Jim Wallis puts it, we must stop being the thermometer that measures the temperature of the world and begin to be the thermostat that turns the heat up and melts the dams of injustice, breaking through with the free flow of justice.

     …As Wallis said “Imagine politics being unable to co-opt the (religion) but being held accountable to its moral imperatives. Imagine social movements arising out of spiritual revivals and actually changing the wind of both our culture and politics. Imagine a fulfillment in our time of the words of the prophet Amos’ ‘Let justice roll down like waters and righteousness like an ever flowing stream.’ Just imagine.”
     …Our spiritual sustenance is tied to our engagement with the world, not, as is so often believed in our retreat from the world. One of the rising prophets of our own age of lamentation and disruption is a young African American from Cleveland and [former] State Senator in Ohio, Nina Turner. Ms. Turner offers this advice in reclaiming our prophetic voice. Her grandmother who had survived Jim Crow in the South used to say that you need three bones to be a prophet. A wishbone so that you can dream of a better time, a jaw bone so that you can speak truth to power and most importantly a back bone so you can stand up for love and justice. In the words of another upcoming prophet the Rev. Dr. William Barber the head of the North Carolina NAACP and the founder of the Moral Monday movement, “we need to move if we want to change the world, we can’t just think about it, it’s easier to build a monument than to build a better world.” Here is to building a better world, starting with the call within us to own our better selves. 

11.7: Holy Boldness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (883 words)

     Toni Cade Bambara’s 1980 novel, The Salt Eaters, opens with these words, “Are you sure, sweetheart, that you want to be well?” It is a story about a black community in the fictional town of Claybourne, Georgia. Bambara explores that community’s terror and fear, its strength and desire. Velma Henry, a community activist, a wife, a mother, and a computer programmer, suffered a nervous breakdown and attempted suicide because of her despair over the many pressures that she faces in her roles in life, including the increasing factionalism among activists.

      Bambara observed, “people sometimes believed that it was safer to live with complaints, was necessary to cooperate with grief, was all right to become an accomplice in self-ambush.” And that is what Velma has fallen victim to. The title, The Salt Eaters, is intentionally ambiguous. We need salt to live, but too much is poisonous. Joel Diaz suggests that “salt represents the edge, the chip on your shoulder, the anger carried inside burning the flesh. But also, salt as necessity. You need a bit of saltiness to act, to feel something, to feel alive.” Bambara contrasts, “…the difference between eating salt as an antidote to snakebite and turning into salt, succumbing to the serpent.” She continues, “Wasn’t that what happened to Lot’s Wife? A loyalty to old things, a fear of the new, a fear to change, to look ahead?” 

     Minnie Ransom, the “fabled healer of the district,” offering to heal Velma, asks, “No sense wasting each other’s time, sweetheart…. Can you afford to be whole? Can you afford it, is what I’m asking you, sweetheart…?” Despite Velma’s resistance, Minnie persists in healing Velma as members of the community plan for the Spring Festival. With Minnie’s help, Velma moves through despair in the direction of healing and wholeness. Velma takes up dancing and finds freedom, a freedom so powerful that she could, writes Bambara, “with no luggage and no maps …go anywhere in the universe on just sheer holy boldness.” 
     To paraphrase Bambara, we might also ask, driven by a prophetic imperative, “Are you sure, sweetheart, that you want to work for justice?” The consensus of the twenty-two contributors to the book A People so Bold: Theology and Ministry for Unitarian Universalists (2010), edited by the Rev. John Gibb Millspaugh, was a resounding yes.
     Millspaugh writes, “Many versions of the word transform appear throughout this volume. I invite you to interpret the term not in its grandiose sense—creating a new future almost completely disconnected from the past—but as the kind of momentous change that occurs in nature as a result of slight adaptations.” Like the pebble dropped into the pond, the ripples grow wider. 

     Echoed by the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., the words of the 19th century Unitarian minister Theodore Parker are an argument in favor of transformation. Parker wrote, “Look at the facts of the world. You see a continual and progressive triumph of the right. I do not pretend to understand the moral universe, the arc is a long one, my eye reaches but little ways. I cannot calculate the curve and complete the figure by the experience of sight; I can divine it by conscience. But from what I see I am sure it bends towards justice.” The reality, however, is that the moral arc of the universe does not bend toward justice unaided. It requires the sustained work of many hands and hearts to “bend” the moral arc.

     In her 2002 lecture at a convocation for Unitarian Universalist ministers in Birmingham, Alabama, the Rev. Victoria Safford said, “Matthew Fox writes somewhere of the ‘the small work in the Great Work,’ the place of your little life and love, your little daily days and little earnest effort as a solitary person within the larger Life and larger Love that some call Holy, some call God, come call History, and some call simply larger than themselves. Like everybody else, just like everybody else, we are doing small work within the Great Work of creation, and thus do we aid it and abet it in unfolding (as Annie Dillard said). We stand where we will stand, on little plots of ground, where we are maybe “called” to stand (though who knows what that means?) – in pulpits, in classrooms, in fields of lettuce and apricots…, in hospitals, in prisons (on both sides, at various times, of the gates), in streets, in agencies… and it is sacred ground if we would honor it, if we would bring to it a blessing of sacrifice and risk.”
     This same admonition of the importance of small acts is captured in the Rev. Gordon McKeeman’s meditation, A Drop in the Bucket. He writes, “You feel like a drop in the bucket? Who asked you to fill the bucket—especially all alone? Remember how many there are who share your concern.” 

     The phrase “practice random kindness and senseless acts of beauty” was written by Anne Herbert on a placemat in Sausalito, California in 1982. It was based on the phrase “random acts of violence and senseless acts of cruelty.” If we are to act with holy boldness, we need to expand the phrase to include, as a prophethood of all believers, “stand on the side of love,” “speak truth to power” and “agitate for justice.” 

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“How does our faith hold brokenness, injustice, and suffering? Clumsily. Gingerly. Tenderly. Bravely. Lovingly. Reverently. Humbly and deliberately. Imperfectly.”   Victoria Safford

“I’m no prophet. My job is making windows where there were once walls.”   Michel Foucault
“A prophet is not someone with special visions, just someone blind to most of what others see.”   Nassim Nicholas Taleb 

“Never surrender your hopes and dreams to the fateful limitations others have placed on their own lives. The vision of your true destiny does not reside within the blinkered outlook of the naysayers and the doom prophets.”   Anthon St. Maarten
“When you are a child, you are yourself and you know and see everything prophetically. And then suddenly something happens and you stop being yourself; you become what others force you to be. You lose your wisdom and your soul.”   Jean Rhys 

“…let us be artisans of hope, artisans of wonder, working with the clay of human longing, of our capacities for greed and indifference, exclusion and fear, as well as for generosity, courage, forgiveness, and resilience.”   Sharon Welch

“May we all have the eyes to see, the ears to hear, and the hearts to burn with holy, human fire.”   Dan McKanan

“A prophet is the one who, when everyone else despairs, hopes. And when everyone else hopes, he despairs. You’ll ask me why. It’s because he has mastered the Great Secret: that the Wheel turns.”   Nikos Kazantzakis 

“Prophetic love requires discipline, humility, and practice.”   Kate Lore

“Your masters …have taught you to idolize reason, drying up the prophetic capacities of your heart!”   Umberto Eco
“We can always be sure of one thing—that the messengers of discomfort and sacrifice will be stoned and pelted by those who wish to preserve at all costs their own contentment. This is not a lesson that is confined to the Testaments.”   Christopher Hitchens
“Prophetic churches minister to the community as it is while reminding the community of what it could be.”   Adam Gerhardstein

“There are prophets, there are guides, and there are argumentative people with theories, and one must be careful to discriminate between them.”  Peter Brook
“The prophetic church presents a vision that compels us to act.”   Paula Cole Jones

“Then he raised his voice in a prophet-like challenge that I knew would live with me forever: “Don’t ever give up in freedom what we would never give up in persecution!”   Nik Ripken

“The task of prophetic ministry is to nurture, nourish, and evoke a consciousness and perception alternative to the consciousness and perception of the dominant culture around us.”   

Walter Brueggemann

“But why? Why do you need prophets to tell you how you ought to live? Why do you need anyone to tell you how you ought to live”   Daniel Quinn 

“Learn the lesson that, if you are to do the work of a prophet, what you need is not a scepter but a hoe.”   Bernard of Clairvaux

“Beware of false prophets, which come to you in sheep’s clothing, but inwardly they are ravening wolves.”   Matthew 7:15

“Yet has there ever been a religion with the prophetic accuracy and reliability of science? ... No other human institution comes close.”   Carl Sagan

“Some people believe the alternative to bad religion is secularism, but that’s wrong…. The answer to bad religion is better religion—prophetic rather than partisan, broad and deep instead of narrow, and based on values as opposed to ideology.”   Jim Wallis 

“Ideas combined with courage can change the world.”   David Litwack 

“There are two ways of being a prophet. One is to tell the enslaved that they can be free. It is the difficult path of Moses. The second is to tell those who think they are free that they are in fact enslaved. This is the even more difficult path of Jesus.”   Richard Rohr

“Ezekiel and his fellow prophets have become my heroes. They were fearless. They literalized metaphors. They turned their lives into protest pieces. They proved that, in the name of truth, sometimes you can’t be afraid to take a left turn from polite society and look absurd.”   A.J. Jacobs 

“And if I have prophetic powers, and understand all mysteries and all knowledge, and if I have all faith, so as to remove mountains, but have not love, I am nothing.”  1 Corinthians 13:2

“As a teenager, I always intended to do my homework. But when the supplicant dead come to you for justice and you also have occasional prophetic dreams, life tends to interfere with your studies.”   Dean Koontz 

“One thing about change hasn’t changed: it still fascinates some people, frightens others, and provides a good living for a prophetic minority.”   Warren Wiersbe
“Any work we do within our congregation is bound to affect our work outside its walls.”   Carol Caouette

“May we lead, not lag. May we reclaim the voice of our prophetic faith.”   Kat Liu

“Prophecy is a poetry of change, social, political, moral, spiritual.”   Allegra Goodman

“Every minister worthy of the name has to walk the line between prophetic vision and spiritual sustenance, between telling people the comforting things they want to hear and challenging them with the difficult things they need to hear.”   Timothy Tyson
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