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Lifespan RE Resources for Courage




Introduction
The content of this packet is shaped by the theme of Courage. It is grounded in three of our principles as follows, and one of our sources.

· 2nd principle: Justice, equity and compassion in human relations / We believe that all people should be treated fairly and kindly.
· 5th principle: The right of conscience and the use of the democratic process within our congregations and in society at large / We believe that all persons should have a vote about the things that concern them.
· 6th principle: The goal of world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all / We believe in working for a peaceful, fair, and free world.

· 2nd source: Words and deeds of prophetic people which challenge us to confront powers and structures of evil with justice, compassion, and the transforming power of love / The wise people of long ago and today whose lives remind us to be kind and fair.

An enduring symbol of bravery is our own Flaming Chalice, which was created during World War II as a symbol of help and safety for refugees. Certainly, the flame symbolizes freedom and truth, but it also symbolizes courage. 

One experience for children and youth that requires courage is the response to bullying as a victim or as a bystander. 

In this moment, the world bears witness to the courage of Ukrainians, as they defend their country against a Russian invasion. Consider an article written by Rebecca Solnit, Ukraine has Taught us Moral Courage, at https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2022/apr/25/ukraine-has-taught-us-all-a-lesson-in-moral-courage.

Courage is not one-dimensional, limited to physical courage, as the following list suggests.
· Physical Courage: To keep going with resiliency, balance & awareness.
· Social Courage: To be yourself unapologetically.
· Moral Courage: Doing the right thing even when it’s uncomfortable or unpopular.
· Emotional Courage: Felling all of your emotions (positive & negative) without guilt or attachment.
· Intellectual Courage: To learn, unlearn, and relearn with and open & flexible mind.
· Spiritual Courage: Living with purpose & meaning through a heart-centered approach towards all life and oneself.

Clinical psychologist Melanie Greenberg, Ph.D. offers the following as hallmarks of courage:
1. Feeling Fear Yet Choosing to Act
2. Following Your Heart
3. Persevering in the Face of Adversity
4. Standing Up For What Is Right
5. Expanding Your Horizons; Letting Go of the Familiar
6. Facing Suffering With Dignity or Faith

In 2008, as the commencement speaker at Cornell University, Maya Angelou said, “Courage is the most important of the virtues, because without it, no other virtue can be practiced consistently.” “You can be kind and true and fair and generous and just, and even merciful, occasionally, she said, “but to be that thing time after time, you have to really have courage.” This understanding of the importance of the virtues of courage has held sway since antiquity forward.






Resources for Children
1.0: Pins
2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
2.1: Supporting the People Who Need Us by Mandy Neff (390 words)
2.2: What Would You Do? by Rev. Erika Hewitt (822 words)
3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
3.1: The Determined Hummingbird, told by Wangari Maathai, Kenyan activist and first environmentalist to win a Nobel Peace Prize (128 words)
3.2: Trees for Kenya (543 words)
3.3: Circles of Light by Janeen Grohsmeyer, adapted from the story, Circles of Light: The Flaming Chalice (590 words)
3.4: Amelia and Her Super Magical Powers by Gail Sphar (938 words)
3.5: The Emperor’s New Clothes by Barbara Gadon (447 words)
3.6: Who Loves the Dark? by Sheri Phillabaum (1,392 words)
3.7: The Christmas Truce by Gail Forsyth-Vail (688 words)
3.8: Olympia Brown—A Voice and a Vote by Janeen Grohsmeyer (700 words)
3.9: A Different Kind of Superhero: Christopher Reeve (912 words)
3.10: Harriet’s Freedom Journeys (988 words)
3.11: Antoinette Brown and Olympia Brown (680 words)
3.12: The Sword of Wood, a Jewish tale from Afghanistan (1,129 words)
3.13: Ruby Bridges, Surrounded by Love by Janeen Grohsmeyer (718 words)
3.14: Annie Arnzen Making A Difference (882 words)
3.15: Belonging: Fannie Barrier Williams by Janeen Grohsmeyer (873 words)
3.16: The Lion on the Path (1,201 words)
3.17: The Brave Little Parrot (856 words)
3.18: Angel of the Battlefield, Clara Barton by Betsy Hill Williams (1,469 words)
      Multigenerational
3.19: The Snake Husband (1,290 words)
      Youth
3.20: The Flaming Chalice by Dan Hotchkiss (867 words)
3.21: Righteous Among the Nations (560 words)
3.22: The Farmer on the Hill, a wisdom tale from Japan (489 words)
3.23: On the Trail with No More Deaths (619 words)
3.24: The Village That Could (602 words)
      Adults
3.25: But His Mind by Ani Tenzin Palmo (185 words)
3.26: Frances Ellen Watkins Harper by Polly Peterson (1,267 words)
3.27: The Wind in Both Ears (293 words)
3.28: Dolores Huerta (1,067 words)
4.0: Children’s Books involving courage and bravery
4.1: I Am Courage: A Book of Resilience by Susan Verde, author and Peter H. Reynolds, illustrator (2021)
4.2: When You Are Brave by Pat Zietlow Miller, author and Eliza Wheeler, illustrator (2019)
4.3: The Very Brave Lion by Wendy Ravenhill, author and Cee Biscoe, illustrator (2016)
4.4: The Courageous Dragon by Kirsten Irving, author and Gavin Scott, illustrator (2019)
4.5: The Lion Inside by Rachel Bright, author and Jim Field, illustrator (2016)
4.6: Malala’s Magic Pencil by Malala Yousafzai, author and Kerascoët, illustrator (2017)
4.7: A Little SPOT of Courage: A Story About Being Brave by Diane Alber (2020)
4.8: Be Brave, Little Penguin by Giles Andreae, author and Guy Parker-Rees, illustrator (2017)
4.9: Courageous People Who Changed the World by Heidi Poelman, author and Kyle Kershner, illustrator (2018)
4.10: Brave As Can Be: A Book of Courage by Jo Witek, author and Christine Roussey, illustrator (2015)
4.11: Brave Irene by William Steig (1986)
4.12: You Are Brave by Todd Snow, author and Melodee Strong, illustrator (2007)
4.13: Dare to Be Brave: The Magic of Thinking Big by Eevi Jones, author and Mel Schroeder, illustrator (2019)
4.14: Stand Up for Yourself: The Kids’ Book of Courage by Anders Hanson (2014)
4.15: You Can Face Your Fears (Persistence Project) by Daniel Kenney, author and Sumit Roy, illustrator (2018)
4.16: The Day You Begin by Jacqueline Woodson, author and Rafael López, illustrator (2018)
4.17: The Year We Learned to Fly by Jacqueline Woodson, author and Rafael López, illustrator (2022) 
4.18: Courage by Bernard Waber (2002)
4.19: When Worry Takes Hold by Liz Haske, author and Insong Nam, illustrator (2017)
4.20: Brave Girl: Clara and the Shirtwaist Makers’ Strike of 1909 by Michelle Markel, author and Melissa Sweet, illustrator (2013)
4.21: The Youngest Marcher: The Story of Audrey Faye Hendricks, a Young Civil Rights Activist by Cynthia Levinson, author and Vanessa Brantley-Newton, illustrator (2017)
4.22: Lizzie Demands a Seat!: Elizabeth Jennings Fights for Streetcar Rights by Beth Anderson, author and E. B. Lewis, illustrator (2020)
4.23: Muhammad Ali: A Champion Is Born by Gene Barretta, author and Frank Morrison, illustrator (2017)
4.24: White Water by Michael S. Bandy and Eric Stein, authors and Shadra Stickland illustrator (2011)
4.25: Granddaddy’s Turn (A Journey to the Ballot Box) by Michael S. Bandy & Eric Stein, authors and James E. Ransome illustrator (2015)
4.26: Northbound: A Train Ride Out of Segregation by Michael S. Bandy & Eric Stein, authors and James E. Ransome illustrator (2020)
5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
5.1: Be Brave Little Penguin by Giles Andreas as a song from Savannah Kids TV (6:15)
5.2: What is Courage? Written & Voiced by Stephanie Bierman (2:21)
5.3: A Bug’s Life scene about Courage (1:41)
6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 22: Imagination
6.1.2: Session 4: Making Chalices
6.1.3: Session 6: Chalice Necklaces
6.1.4: Session 8: Fruit Chalices
6.1.5: Session 27: Teddy Bear Month — Lost!
6.1.6: Session 30: Halloween
6.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 2: Symbols of Faith
6.3: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 11: Hear Our Voices
6.4: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.4.1: Session 2: Conscience: Hearing the Inner Voice
6.4.2: Session 12: Making a Difference
6.4.3: Session 13: Justice for All
6.4.4: Session 14: Courage
6.4.5: Session 15: Courage and Perseverance
6.5: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
6.5.1: Session 10: Speak Out
6.5.2: Session 11: Get Involved
6.5.3: Session 12: Make Peace
6.5.4: Session 13: Build World Community
6.6: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.6.1: Session 15: Love in Action
6.7: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
6.7.1: Session 15: Witness for Justice: Public Signs of Our UU Values
6.8: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.8.1: Session 10: Courage and Conviction (Saddlebags)
6.8.2: Session 14: Justice (Flashlight)
6.9: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 13: Images of Injustice
6.10: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.11: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.11.1: Session 9: Right and Wrong
6.12: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
6.13: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
6.13.1: Workshop 8: Come Be with Trees
6.14: Heeding the Call, Jr. High Ages 12-15: Qualities of A Justice Maker
6.14.1: Workshop 5: The Call for Courage
6.14.2: Workshop 8: The Call for Peace
6.15: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
6.15.1: Workshop 19: Atheism and Agnosticism: Not in Temples Made with Hands
6.15.2: Workshop 20: Cults: Lose Your Will, Lose Your Soul
Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: Quiet Braveries by Mark Nepo (176 words)
7.2: The Courage of Compassion by Christina Feldman (226 words)
7.3: The Courage of Writing Fiction by Melissa Pritchard (232 words)
7.4: Four Ways to Courage by David Richo (233 words)
7.5: Courageous Compassion by Thupten Jinpa (277 words)
7.6: Sabbath Mind by Wayne Muller (277 words)
7.7: Courage, Perseverance, and Community by Amy Sander Montanez (242 words)
7.8: The Inward Rappel by Parker Palmer (256 words)
7.9: Love is Not a Feeling, It’s an Ability that Requires Courage by bell hooks (266 words)
7.10: The Ultimate Journey by Christina Feldman (252 words)
7.11: Into the Chrysalis by Chris Corrigan (242 words)
7.12: Going into Fear to find Courage by Cynthia Kneen (264 words)
7.13: The Courage to do the Right Thing by Harold S. Kushner (274 words) 
7.14: Holding and Listening by Mark Nepo (222 words)
7.15: Wisdom and Courage by Wayne Muller (271 words)
7.16: Living in Hope by Suzanne C. Cole (60 words)
7.17: Carson’s Courage by Terry Tempest Williams (257 words)
7.18: Daring to Dance by Sue Monk Kidd (232 words)
7.19: The Courage of Joy by Angela Williams Gorrell (190 words)
7.20: The Courage and Necessity of Listening by Nancy Gibbs (267 words)
7.21: Fear and Moral Courage by Ben Dean (251 words)
7.22: Psychological Courage by Nikki Davies (250 words)
8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
8.1: A Chorus of Faiths: A Program That Builds Interfaith Youth Leaders
8.1.1: Workshop 2: We Need Not Think Alike to Love Alike
8.2: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
8.2.1: Workshop 1: Beginning Together
8.2.2: Workshop 8: Freedom
8.3: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
8.3.1: Workshop 10: Courage
8.4: Videos to Prompt Discussion
     Adults
8.5: Building the World We Dream About for Young Adults: An Anti-racist Multicultural Program
8.5.1: Workshop 7: Resistance
8.6: Facing Death with Life: A Program for Adults
8.6.1: Workshop 1: Talking about Death
9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Imagine by John Lennon (3:53)
9.2: Don’t Stop Believin’ by Journey (4:20)
9.3: Brave by Sara Bareilles (3:57) 
9.4: Fight Song by Rachel Platten (3:35) 
9.5: The Greatest by Sia (5:51) 
9.6: Scars to Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10) 
9.7: Hall of Fame by The Script ft. will.i.am (3:53) 
9.8: Roar by Katy Perry (4:29) 
9.9: Stronger by Kelly Clarkson (Summertime Ball 2015) (4:00)
9.10: Broken & Beautiful by Kelly Clarkson (3:54)
9.11: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56) 
9.12: You’re the Voice by John Farnham (5:09) 
9.13: Get Up, Stand Up by Bob Marley (Live at Munich, 1980) (7:22)
9.14: Something Inside So Strong by Labi Siffre (4:35) 
9.15: The Climb by Miley Cyrus (3:48)
9.16: We Are The Champions by Queen (3:10)
9.17: Praying by Kesha (4:59) 
9.18: Hold On by Skepta (3:14) 
9.19: Phoenix by Olivia Holt (3:09) 
9.20: Stand Up For Something by Andra Day feat. Common (3:46) 
10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
10.1: Courage by Angelo Rodriguez (1:50)
10.2: Have Courage by Paola Trulin (2:20)
10.3: Blind Courage by Paul Christopher (3:18)
10.4: Moral Courage by James W. Foley Legacy Foundation (5:00) 
10.5: Courage // A Video Essay by Julie Arensdorf (5:12)
10.6: Courage - Motivational Video by Eddie Pinero (5:10)
10.7: What is courage? by Glenrose Foundation (2:28)
10.8: Courage - Best Motivational Video Speeches Compilation by Motiversity (35:13)
10.9: Courage - Powerful Motivational Speech by RedFrost Motivation (4:25)
10.10: Have Courage, Be Fearless by Jessica Houston (9:18)
      Ted Talks
10.11: The breathtaking courage of Harriet Tubman by Janell Hobson and Yan Dan Wong (4:39) 
10.12: The gift and power of emotional courage by Susan David (16:39)
10.13: The power of vulnerability by Brené Brown (20:03)
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Resources for Children
[bookmark: _Hlk92130377]2.0: Children’s Homilies, Sermons & Time for All Ages
2.1: Supporting the People Who Need Us by Mandy Neff (390 words)
The basis of this story is Becky Ray McCain’s Nobody Knew What To Do: A Story About Bullying, illustrated by Todd Leonardo, Albert Whitman & Company, 2001.
     I want to tell you a story about being new—and how sometimes it’s fun and sometimes it isn’t.
     Once there was a second grader named Paul. In September, he moved to a new town, had a new teacher and a new class and a brand-new desk. There was a boy sitting across from him with bright red hair, and his name was Ryan. He told Paul a knock-knock joke, and he was really funny—so that first day was a good day.
     The second day, three other boys came up to Ryan and he thought, “Oh, great. They want to make friends with me too!” But that wasn’t what happened. They came up and started poking Paul, and even calling him names.
     He looked at his friend Ryan. Ryan really didn’t want to hear what was going on, so what do you think he did? What would you do if you didn’t want to hear something that was going on?
     Wait for kids to answer.
     Well, what he did was this. Stick your fingers in your ears.
      That second day wasn’t such a good day. But the next day was even worse, because the three boys came up to Paul at lunchtime, and they stole his lunch. He didn’t have anything to eat!
     The next day, Paul didn’t come to school at all. The three boys were cheering that day because Paul wasn’t there. Then, even though he didn’t want to, Ryan heard them planning mean things they were going to do when Paul came back to school. But this time he didn’t stick his fingers in his ears. What do you think he did?
     Wait for answers again.
     That’s right, he told the teacher. And when Paul came back to school and there was recess, the three boys came around. But then, the teacher came around too.
     And Ryan said, “C’mon, come play with me!” And that day was the best day of all, because that day, Paul and Ryan became best friends.
     And so, my hope for all of you this year is that, when you hear something you’d rather not hear, that you don’t stick your fingers in your ears. I hope that when you see or hear someone that needs your help, that this year, you find a way to support someone who needs you.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/151171.shtml 

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

3.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
3.1: The Determined Hummingbird, told by Wangari Maathai, Kenyan activist and first environmentalist to win a Nobel Peace Prize (128 words)
     A huge wildfire consumed the forest where the hummingbird lived, and as the fire raged, all the animals left the forest and stood watching, transfixed and overwhelmed. They all felt so overwhelmed that they did not do anything, but the hummingbird decided, “I am going to do something about the fire.” So, it flew to the nearest stream, got a drop of water in its beak, and dropped it on the fire. Then it went back again, and again, dropping water on the fire as fast as it could. The other animals mocked the hummingbird, saying, “What are you doing? You are too small, your wings are too small, and the fire is huge.” The hummingbird turned to them and said, “I am doing the best I can.”
Source: https://www.6seconds.org/2018/12/11/growing-courageous-leaders-wangari-maathai/ 

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

3.3: Circles of Light by Janeen Grohsmeyer, adapted from the story, Circles of Light: The Flaming Chalice (590 words)
     In the dark nights and the darker days of World War II, guns blazed all over Europe and airplanes dropped death from the sky. Many people tried to escape from the war. These people were called refugees.
     Some Unitarians in the United States decided to help the refugees and formed the Unitarian Service Committee. The committee members went to Europe to try to bring refugees safely out of the war. But the refugees came from many different countries. They spoke many different languages, like German, or Yiddish, or French, or Italian, or Polish, or Hungarian. Most of the refugees did not speak English. Most of the Unitarian committee members spoke only English. How could the Unitarians explain they were there to help? It was difficult for the refugees to understand them.
     Dr. Charles Joy was in charge of the committee. He knew that the Unitarians needed a symbol everyone could recognize, no matter what language they spoke. It would have to be a picture, a symbol with no words. That way, anyone could understand the message: “We are here to help you.”
     Dr. Joy asked an artist named Hans Deutsch for help. Maybe an artist could draw the right kind of picture that could be a symbol for the Unitarians. The two men met in Portugal. Mr. Deutsch understood why a picture would be helpful. He had come from Austria. But now he was a refugee, because of the war. In Portugal, people speak Portuguese. Mr. Deutsch was used to speaking German.
     Mr. Deutsch made a drawing of a chalice with a flame, surrounded by a circle. He showed it to Dr. Joy. The symbol really worked. Soon refugees all over Europe began to see this symbol wherever the Unitarian Service Committee went to find and help them. When refugees saw the picture of a chalice, a flame, and a circle around the chalice that looked like it was protecting it, they knew they could trust the committee members. They did not need to speak English, or even know how to read, to understand the symbol. The picture gave the message of hope, freedom, and love that the refugees were looking for.
     After the war was over, Unitarians began using the flaming chalice and its circle as a symbol in worship. Later, the Universalists joined the Unitarians to form the Unitarian Universalist Association and people started to draw the symbol with two circles, instead of one. One circle is for the Unitarians and one circle is for the Universalists. The circles are so close together that they overlap. The circles are connected, just as Unitarian Universalists believe that all of us are connected to one another.
     The chalice is not in the exact middle of the circle. It is almost like the chalice has moved over to let something else come into the circle. This reminds us that as Unitarian Universalists, we always leave room for other ideas and other ways. There is always room for more in Unitarian Universalism.
     We, as Unitarian Universalists, have all kinds of chalices. We light a chalice on Sunday morning in worship, and at other times when we gather in our faith home together. Some family homes use chalices during meals or on special occasions. Chalices come in lots of different shapes, sizes, and colors, just like Unitarian Universalists.
     The flaming chalice is a faith symbol for the Unitarian Universalists. It is a symbol of learning, caring, and love. It is a symbol of hope, freedom, and light. It is our faith home symbol.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session2/60017.shtml 

3.4: Amelia and Her Super Magical Powers by Gail Sphar (938 words)
     This is the story of a young girl named Amelia. Amelia was fascinated by tales of people with super powers, like Wonder Woman, or magic like Harry Potter. She yearned to have powers like that so she could help people. Like the boy she often saw sitting all alone at lunch, looking very sad. “If I had magic powers, I could make him smile,” she said to herself. Or like the little kids who were being picked on in the school yard by an older girl. “Oooo...super powers would straighten her out fast!” she said. And whenever she walked past the old, run-down park near her house, she imagined how magic powers could fix it up so kids had a place to play.
     One night, just as Amelia was about to fall asleep, a fairy godmother came into her room. “Hello Amelia,” she said. “I’m here to help you. What have you been wishing for?” “Oh” said Amelia. “Please give me some super magic powers so I can make a difference!” “Well,” said the fairy godmother, “I’m happy to give you some magic, Amelia, but my...” “Oh thank you, thank you,” cried Amelia—and with that she fell right to      sleep!
     The next morning when Amelia woke up, she remembered what had happened the night before. She jumped out of bed, eager to get going and test out her new super powers. As she walked to school, she realized she’d forgotten to ask what she needed to do to release those powers--you know, say some secret words, give a high sign or something else--but she decided she’d figure it all out as she went along.
     That day at lunch she saw that same sad boy sitting by himself at lunch again. “Let’s try my magic,” she said, as she wiggled her fingers at him from a distance. Nothing. “Maybe I need to be closer,” she thought. So she walked closer to him and he looked up at her. She couldn’t help but give him a friendly smile, and when she did, his face beamed with his own huge smile. “HA!” thought Amelia. “I really do have magic.” “Can I join you for lunch?” she asked. “Sure!” he said, smiling even bigger. The two of them laughed and talked all during lunch time. She learned his name was Bobby, he’d lost his father earlier in the year, and he and his mother had moved here after that. He didn’t know anyone and was too shy to go up to kids and talk. Well, Amelia and Bobby became good friends and Bobby smiled a lot from then on.
     One day soon after that, Amelia and Bobby were in the playground when they saw Karen bullying two younger kids by the swings. She’d read what to do about bullies, but she had never tried any of it before because she wasn’t really sure she could do it. But now with her super powers she was ready. “Come on, Bobby. Let’s go help those kids.” So they walked up to where Karen stood over the two children and Amelia wiggled her fingers at her and said loudly, “Karen, stop it right now! Come on, Dodie and Lou. Come with Bobby and me. You’re safe with us.” After they four of them had left, Amelia told the two, “If she bothers you again, just turn around and walk away. Act like you don’t hear her. Don’t show any emotion. And if she keeps on trying to hurt you, let Mr. Crenshaw in the office know. I’ll go with you if you need me to.” They did just as Amelia said and Karen never bothered those kids again.
     Well, by now Amelia was feeling pretty good about her super magic powers. “How can I use them to fix up our old park?” she wondered. Wiggling her fingers didn’t work. She still didn’t know any magic words. “Maybe if I start working to clean it, something will occur to me.” And so she did.
     She took trash bags to the park and started picking up trash that had been left there. Before long a couple friends came by and asked what she was doing. “I’m fixing our park so we can play in it again.” That sounded like a great idea to her friends and they began to help. Soon other kids joined them. They picked up trash, pulled weeds, and cleared out dead brush. Little by little the park began to look better.
     When some of the parents saw the improvement, they decided to help. Some mowed the grass, others built picnic tables, and still others convinced the city to buy some new equipment.
     It was hard work and it took many days, but they got their new park. When it was all done, the whole neighborhood had a picnic in their new park to celebrate it.
     After the picnic, Amelia fell exhausted into bed. She was just about asleep when the fairy godmother came back. “Oh, I’m so happy to see you,” said Amelia. “I want to thank you for giving me all those super magic powers!” “But I tried to tell you my wand was broken. I didn’t give you any,” said the fairy godmother.
     “You must have given me powers,” protested Amelia. “How else could I have made Bobby happy, stopped a bully and given our neighborhood a wonderful park?!”
     The fairy godmother just smiled. “My dear, you did that because you possess three powers that you developed yourself: kindness, bravery, and determination. With those three things, you are making a difference.”
     And with that, Amelia fell fast asleep.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/time-all-ages/amelia-and-her-super-magical-powers 

3.5: The Emperor’s New Clothes by Barbara Gadon (447 words)
     Once there was an emperor who needed a new set of clothes to wear in the grand parade. He called two of his finest cloth weavers to order one. They looked at each other and decided this would be a chance to make a little extra money from the deal.
     “Oh Emperor,” one said, “We have invented the most marvelous cloth. It’ll cost you a little extra, but it is magic. It’s so magic that people can’t see it if they are stupid or if they’re lazy, or not good at their job. So not only will your majesty look your absolute royal best, you will also be able to tell IMMEDIATELY who you should fire from their jobs.”
     The Emperor thought, I’ve been wondering who those people are. “I’ll take it,” he said.
     Off went the weavers to work…. oh, but they were slow. The Emperor sent in one of his wisest advisors to check on their progress. When he got there, he saw the two of them doing nothing at all. It looked like they were waving their hands back and forth in front of the loom, but there was no cloth coming out. Still, he didn’t want the Emperor to think he was dumb, or lazy, so he rushed back and said, “It’s awesome. You’ll love it.”
     Finally, the day arrived, and the weavers brought the “suit” in to the Emperor to try on. I have it here in this bag. [Pantomime laying out a suit of clothes.] What do you think? Pretty great, isn’t it?
     Well, the Emperor thought the same thing. He felt a wave of panic. Oh no! Am I one of the dumb, lazy people? He couldn’t say that, so he asked them to help him put it on. He felt embarrassed when he looked in the mirror, because it looked like he was wearing nothing! But the weavers pulled here and creased there, and then they oohed and ahhed and admired how wonderful it looked on him. Then it was time for the grand parade and the Emperor’s big entrance.
     Everyone cheered loudly for the acrobats, dancers and horses. Then out came the Emperor—completely… naked. Everyone got really quiet. Then someone said, “Huzzah for the Emperor!” And another person said, “He, looks like um, a new man!”
     But one little boy said, “He’s not wearing any clothes!” And the parade stopped.
     I think we should make up an ending to this story. What do you think happened after that?
     [After some guesses:] Well, you just don’t know what’s going to happen when you tell the truth. That’s why it’s a brave thing to do. But it’s always important to speak up.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/emperors-new-clothes 

3.6: Who Loves the Dark? by Sheri Phillabaum (1,392 words)
     There once was a child who got lost in the woods. As night began to descend, the child became more and more frightened. I’m sure any of us would be frightened too, in that situation, but what made this child even more frightened, was that he had always been afraid of the dark. He was more afraid of the dark than any of his friends, or his siblings. He didn’t know why he was more afraid than his friends or his siblings; he only knew that when the sun went down, he was always very glad to be inside his brightly lit house.
     When the sun was all the way down, and the only light was just a tiny bit of light from the moon and the stars, the child got so frightened all he could do was sit down and cry, which he did. Soon, he heard a voice say, “What’s all that racket?”
     He looked down and saw a mole squinting up at him.
    “I’m lost in the woods,” he said, “and it’s dark, and I’m afraid.”
     “Well,” said the mole, “perhaps you could take your noisy crying farther down the path. I hate having to come out of my warm, comfortable DARK hole to tell people to be quiet.”
     Then the child heard another voice: “Go on back into your hole, Mr. Mole. I’ll take care of this.”
     The child looked up, in the direction that this newer voice seemed to come from, and in the darkness, he could see two glowing eyes looking down at him. Before he could scream, which was his first impulse, there was a flutter of wings and the creature flew down near him, and he could see that it was an owl, who said, “Please excuse Mr. Mole. He hates to come out of his nice dark hole for anything, to be honest.”
     At this, the child burst out crying even harder than before. Because, as frightened as he was of the dark, having non-human animals speak to him was beyond his experience, and a little frightening in itself.
     “No need for that crying.” Said the owl. “If you just give me your address, I can guide you home.”
     With that, the child did indeed stop crying, partly out of relief that someone might be able to lead him home, and partly out of curiosity as to how an owl could locate his home with or without the address. But, deciding he had little to lose, the child choked back his tears and replied that he would be very grateful to be guided home and gave the owl his address. And I hope everyone here has his or her home address memorized in case an owl ever has to guide you home!
     So, this strange pair headed off through the dark forest, in what the child hoped was truly the direction of his home. When his fear left him just a little but, the child looked around, and though the moonlight was dim, he began to notice his surroundings a bit. At one point, he noticed a kind of flower that he had never seen before, and slowed his pace just a little so he could gaze at it.
     “That,” said the owl, as they continued walking, “was an evening primrose. Did you know that there are some flowers that bloom only at night? There are moon flowers, and night gladiolas, too, flowers you would never see if you never went out at night.”
     After a while, the owl said, as if musing aloud to herself, “and of course, there are animals too, who love night and the darkness. Me, for example, I love the dark. In the daytime, the light hurts my eyes. So that’s when I like to go into my tree and sleep.”
     To this, the boy replied, “Well, I like the daytime—I can see to kick a ball; I like the hot sun at the beach. When the dark isn’t scary, it’s just boring!”
     “Boring, you say?” replied the owl, and she clearly had some opinions to express on this point, but just then, there was a fluttering and squeaking around their heads. It took the child just a few seconds to figure out what it was, and he shrieked, “A bat!” and he started flailing his arms to knock the creature away, shrieking the whole time.
     The shape backed away and, hovering just out of reach, said, “Excuse me. That’s just my way of saying hello.”
     “Well, hello to you, Mr. Bat,” said the owl. “This child was out here lost in the forest, and I’m helping him find his way home. You’re not hurt, are you?”
     “Well,” said the bat, “I’ll probably have a bruise on my backside, but I think I’ll live.”
     “But you’re a bat!” said the child.” A creature of darkness. Weren’t you trying to drink our blood?”
     “No,” said the bat, “but I’ve been eating lots of yummy insects who would have been biting you if I hadn’t been around. Anyway, I couldn’t help overhearing what you said about darkness being boring. If you want to come just a little bit out of your way, I can show you something really exciting.”
    “My parents always told me never to go any place with strangers,” said the child.
     “Owl will vouch for me,” said the bat. “We’ve known each other for years and years.”
     Owl agreed that Mr. Bat was indeed an upstanding citizen, so the group went off the path and traveled through the deepest forest for what seemed like just a few minutes, and they came out onto a dark beach.
     Here we are,” said the bat.
     The child gazed out at the beach, lit very gently by moonlight, and thought, “This is certainly beautiful, even in the dark, but I wouldn’t call it exciting.”
     Just then, there was movement in the sand, like a little bubble of sand rising up. Then there was another little bubble, and then another, It looked almost as if the beach in the area they were looking at were boiling. Then, out of one of those little bubbles of sand, popped a rounded shape.
      “Looks like we got here just at the right time,” said the bat.
     As they watched, more and more shadowy shapes came up out of the sand, and soon the child realized what he was seeing – lots of baby turtles, hundreds, climbing out of the sand. This was truly exciting. Once each turtle-shape pulled itself up out of the sand, it started crawling as fast as its legs could carry it, towards the water.
     “When baby sea turtles hatch,” said Owl, in a sort of teacherly voice, “they need to find their way to the water, and they almost always do this at night time, because to find the water they need darkness everywhere else to follow the moon and star light reflecting off the water. Daytime sunlight is too bright and scattered everywhere.”
     “Ohh,” said the child.
    As they turned to leave and head back towards the child’s home, Owl spoke again, as if thinking aloud to herself. “You know who else loves the darkness, besides all the nighttime plants and animals? The moon and the stars love the darkness. That’s when they can really shine. Oh, they’re there in the daytime as well, hidden behind a wall of light. But when that wall goes down with the sun, the stars and the moon reveal their beauty.”
     After what seemed like a very short time, the child and Owl left the forest and walked down a street that the child recognized as his own. He was very happy and relieved but also a little sad to say goodbye to Owl, to whom he gave a very gentle hug and a thank you. He went into his home and, being extremely tired, got ready for bed right away.
     Before he went to bed, as a matter of habit, he bent down to turn on the night light that he always kept glowing through the night to keep the dark at bay. But before his fingers touched the switch of the night light, he smiled and pulled his hand away. He got into his bed, pulled up the covers, and let the comforting arms of the darkness soothe him to sleep.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/who-loves-dark 

3.7: The Christmas Truce by Gail Forsyth-Vail (688 words)
     When the Great War, which we now call World War I, started in Europe, many young men were eager to fight. Just out of school, they joined up with their schoolmates to go off on an exciting adventure. War seemed glorious in the fall of 1914 when young men from the British Empire went to France to fight against young men from the German Empire.
     It did not take long for the new soldiers to discover the realities of war. Both sides dug trenches in the ground a few hundred feet from each other in France and in Belgium. Between the trenches was a flat open space called No Man’s Land. Young men hid in the trenches day after day as gunfire came from snipers or artillery on one side or the other. To lift your head up out of a trench was to risk getting shot. Many soldiers were killed or wounded. When it rained, soldiers were trapped in muddy, wet trenches, with the task of endless digging, as they tried to keep ahead of the floodwaters. When winter approached, there was more and more rain, and the trenches of both the German army and the British army were wet, cold, miserable mud holes.
     As the soldiers huddled in their miserable trenches, they began to wonder about the enemy soldiers so close by. Bored soldiers shouted at each other back and forth between the trenches, calling names and taunting one another. Each side sang patriotic songs and folk songs to remind them of home. The two armies were close enough to hear one another’s music. Always, there were the rifles and the machine guns, firing at any sign of movement outside the trench.
     Back home, people in Germany and Britain thought often of their soldiers. German families sent their soldiers packages of gifts, letters, and photos. They also sent Christmas trees to the soldiers, who put them on top of the sandbags protecting the fronts of the trenches. The British saw all the Christmas trees and wondered if some kind of surprise attack was being planned. They watched and waited. The British people also sent letters, candies, and gifts to their soldiers. Each one received a small brass box embossed with a profile of Princess Mary of England. The box was full of cigarettes and had a card inside saying: “With best wishes for a happy Christmas and a victorious New Year from the Princess Mary and friends at home.”
     Christmas Eve arrived in 1914 and soldiers on both sides opened their packages in the muddy trenches and wished with all their hearts to be home again. They began singing carols and making merry—as merry as one can be in a trench—when something extraordinary happened.
     Someone began to sing “Silent Night” in German, or perhaps “O Come All Ye Faithful” in English. In any event, the soldiers on the other side joined in the singing. The songs of the two armies, sung in two different languages, blended together in the starry night. Soon, a German soldier emerged from his trench. Everyone held his breath, but no one fired. He had a sign that said, “Merry Christmas! We not shoot. You not shoot.” It wasn’t long before a British soldier made his way into No Man’s Land, then another, and another. Soon all the soldiers had climbed out of the trenches and were greeting one another, enemy greeting enemy, in the middle of No Man’s Land. Officers tried in vain to forbid this from happening. Embodying the Christmas spirit of peace and good will, the men traded candies, swapped buttons from their uniforms, and showed one another pictures of families back home. Someone even started a soccer game, using an old ball and helmets to mark the goal posts.
     The unplanned Christmas truce happened all along the five-hundred-mile battlefront. Whether it lasted a few hours or a few days, it gave each man pause as he learned that the enemy was a human being like himself. It was a time when the spirit of love and joy reigned supreme even in the midst of the battlefield.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session9/161953.shtml

3.8: Olympia Brown—A Voice and a Vote by Janeen Grohsmeyer (700 words)
Reprinted from A Lamp in Every Corner: Our Unitarian Universalist Storybook (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2004).
     When Olympia Brown was little, girls weren’t supposed to whistle. Girls weren’t supposed to climb trees or run fast or catch frogs. But Olympia did; she did all those things, all those things and more. “You can do whatever a boy can do,” her mother and her father told her, and Olympia knew it was true. She climbed trees and ran fast and caught frogs, and when she was in school, she answered the teacher’s questions loud and clear.
     Little girls ought to be quiet,” Said one lady in town. “Little girls ought not to make themselves heard.” But Olympia did. She had a voice, and she was going to use it, every day.
     When Olympia Brown was a teenager, young women weren’t supposed to go to college. Young women weren’t supposed to leave home to go off and learn complicated things. But Olympia did; she did all those things and more. Olympia left home and went to Antioch College. She went to class and studied and learned all kinds of complicated things.
     “Young women ought not to be in college, “said one professor at that school. “But since they are here, they must read their reports. Young women ought not to give speeches from memory, like the men.” But Olympia did. When it was her turn to present her report, she rolled up the papers in her hand and said each and every word, loud and clear. Olympia Brown had a voice, and she was going to use it, every day.
     When Olympia Brown was in college, women weren’t supposed to wear pants. Women weren’t supposed to wear anything except very long dresses that came all the way down to their toes. But Olympia did. She wore dresses that came down only past her knees, and under them, she dared to wear pants! “Bloomers” the pants were called, after Amelia Bloomer, the woman who had created them a few years before.
     “Women ought not to show their ankles in public!” exclaimed some of the men. “And women certainly ought not to wear pants!” But Olympia did. She wore her bloomers every day, no matter how much the men sneered.
     When Olympia was finished with college, women weren’t supposed to be ministers. Women never stood up in front of a congregation and talked about God. But Olympia did; she did all those things and more. Olympia graduated from the Theological School at St. Lawrence University in 1863, and she was ordained as a Universalist minister in June of that year, the second woman ever to be officially ordained by that church. She became the Reverend Olympia Brown.
     “Women ought not to speak in public,” said a minister at that time. “Women ought not to take the pulpit or discuss the nature of God.” But the Reverend Olympia Brown did. During the next thirty-five years, she was a minister in five different congregations, and she visited other congregations, too. She took the pulpit in every single one, and she spoke on the nature of God and love, and she did an excellent job. Olympia Brown had a voice, and she used it, every day.
     When Olympia Brown was born, women weren’t allowed to vote. Women weren’t allowed to have any say in who was elected president or senator or mayor of the town. But Olympia had something to say about that. Olympia had a lot to say about that.
     She traveled all over the state of Kansas in a horse and buggy, giving speeches to convince people that women deserved the right to vote. She wrote hundreds of letters. She spoke to the representatives and senators in Congress. She marched in parades. Olympia and her friends worked hard to get women the right to vote. Olympia Brown had a voice, and she used it every day... every day for over fifty years.
     And finally, when Olympia Brown was old, women were allowed to vote. In November of 1920, when Olympia was eighty-five years old, she voted for the very first time.
     Olympia had always had a voice, and she’d used it to make sure that she--and all the other women in the United States --had a vote as well.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session15/story-3 

3.9: A Different Kind of Superhero: Christopher Reeve (912 words)
     It was a hot, muggy morning. Christopher was not sure he really wanted to be out riding in a competition. His thoroughbred horse, Eastern Express, seemed a bit off, as if maybe he would rather be grazing in the field than doing the demanding work of running and jumping with a big, muscular man on his back. Maybe, Christopher thought, it would be nicer to take the kids sailing today, where there would be a cool breeze. “Well,” he thought, “I’m a lucky man to be able to choose between riding and sailing.”
     In fact, plenty of people watching Christopher that day thought the same thing. He was many people’s idea of a superhero. He was the actor who played Superman in the movies and, in real life, he fit the part: handsome, strong, always striving toward a goal, chasing his best time, or learning a new skill.
     And then, in an instant, everything changed. Eastern Express balked at a jump, sending Christopher crashing to the ground. When he woke up in the hospital, Christopher couldn’t move his hands or feet. He couldn’t even breathe without the help of a machine. Although doctors could repair his neck, they could not fix the injury to his spinal cord. Now Christopher’s brain was unable to communicate with most of his body. Even though he still had all his strength, intelligence, and will power, there was simply no way for him to move any part of his body below his head.
     Despair washed over Christopher. If he could not do anything, could not be useful to anyone, why not put him out of his misery, like they did with horses that were injured too badly to walk again? “Maybe,” he said to his wife, Dana, “we should just let me go.”
     But Dana spoke words that helped start him on the road toward his new life: “But you’re still you. And I love you.”
     Of course, Christopher Reeve had never actually been able to leap tall buildings in a single bound, but he had been a tremendous athlete. He had always liked a goal, a challenge, something to work for. Before his accident, Christopher’s challenges involved acting, directing, and sports. Now his challenges were different. Now it took all his strength and determination to sit up in a wheelchair and steer it by puffing on a straw.
     His heart ached with all he had lost. He might never again be able to hug his wife and sons, or ride a horse or sail. But he realized he still had a lot — the love of his family, and money and fame from his career. Christopher decided to use everything he still had to work for a new goal.
     As always, Christopher Reeve dreamed big. He hoped there might be a cure for spinal cord injuries, not just for himself, but also for many thousands of others whose lives had changed when their backs or necks were broken. He and his wife set up the Christopher and Dana Reeve Foundation. They asked people for money to help pay scientists to research a cure. Then, Dana realized how lucky they were to be able to afford a ramp into their home and a big van that could fit Christopher’s wheelchair. They collected money to help pay for ramps and other helpful things, so more people with spinal cord injuries could also have them.
     Christopher realized that, even though he could no longer use his arms and legs, he had a power that many people do not. He was famous. People thought of him as Superman. Now he could really be a hero, not by flying through the air to rescue people, but by speaking up. Because he was famous, people would pay attention. They would listen, and they would want to help.
     It wasn’t easy. Christopher didn’t want people to feel sorry for him. He didn’t want to be embarrassed if he could not use his mouth to speak well, or if his body, as sometimes happened, jerked around without his control. But he knew this was a special chance to use the power he had and make the world a better place. So Christopher started speaking. He asked Congress to support stem cell research that might lead to a cure for spinal cord injuries. He asked groups of people to get involved and donate money. He talked with others who had experienced injuries like his. He even spoke, on television, to millions of people during the Academy Awards, showing everyone that, although his abilities had changed, his heart and his soul were strong and capable.
     A writer for Reader’s Digest magazine interviewed Christopher Reeve near the end of his life, in 2004, and asked him why he had joined a Unitarian church. He answered, “It gives me a moral compass. I often refer to Abe Lincoln, who said, ‘When I do good, I feel good. When I do bad, I feel bad. And that is my religion.’ I think we all have a little voice inside us that will guide us. It may be God, I don’t know. But I think that if we shut out all the noise and clutter from our lives and listen to that voice, it will tell us the right thing to do.”
     Christopher Reeve showed what a real-life hero is: a person who listens to the voice inside them, and acts when that voice tells them the right thing to do.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session3/132246.shtml 

3.10: Harriet’s Freedom Journeys (988 words)
(Leader: Invite the group to join you in singing the chorus of “Follow the Drinking Gourd.” Teach the words and tune, if needed. Tell them that any time during the story they hear you start to sing, they should join in.)
     Harriet Tubman knew that no person should be enslaved. She knew it was wrong for one person to own another person as if they were a cow or a horse or a wagon. She knew it was wrong when she was about seven years old, and her mistress whipped her over and over again if the baby cried at night. She knew it was wrong for one person to work in the fields or the house all day long without getting any pay. She knew it was wrong that owners broke families apart, selling children away from their parents, and wives away from their husbands.
     Often Harriet thought about freedom. Sometimes at night she would dream that she was flying. In her dream she would come to a big wall that she couldn’t pass. On the other side of the wall there were women wearing white, reaching up their arms to help pull her over it.
(Leader: Sing the chorus of “Follow the Drinking Gourd.” Encourage the children to join in.)
     When Harriet was a young woman, she learned that she and three of her brothers were about to be sold to a plantation owner in the deep South. She would never see her family or her husband again. It was time for Harriet to escape from slavery. She knew escaping was very dangerous. White people would hire slave catchers to chase after the people who escaped. The slave catchers’ brought dogs to sniff where people had escaped and find them. If you were caught, you would be cruelly punished, perhaps even killed. But Harriet knew she must be free.
     She made an escape plan with her brothers. She did not even tell her husband, John Tubman. He was a free African American and Harriet knew he did not want to leave their home. Harriet thought he might try to stop her. While he was sleeping, she slipped out of their home at night and met her brothers. As they walked through the woods her brothers became very afraid. It was dangerous to try to escape slavery. Finally, her brothers insisted they all go back. Harriet tried to encourage them to keep going, but they refused and brought Harriet back home with them.
     Harriet knew now she had to escape by herself. She could not wait any longer or she would be sold. Harriet’s father, Ben, had taught her all about the woods. She knew which plants and berries were safe to eat. She knew how to walk silently, without making a sound. She knew how to imitate bird calls. She knew that moss only grows on the north side of trees and how to feel for the moss to help guide her on cloudy nights. Most of all, she knew how to find the Big Dipper, and the North Star so she could follow it north to freedom.
(Leader: Sing the chorus of “Follow the Drinking Gourd.” Encourage the children to join in.)
     Walking through the woods at night, Harriet only knew one place to go for help: to the home of a white woman who was an abolitionist—someone who believed slavery was terribly wrong and who worked to end slavery. This woman was part of the Underground Railroad.
     The Underground Railroad wasn’t a real train. It was a network of people in the South and the North, men, women, black, and white, who worked together to help enslaved people escape to freedom. Their homes were the “stations” on the Underground Railroad, hiding places where people could safely rest and eat while traveling north.
     Harriet traveled from station to station, walking for hundreds of miles until she finally reached a place without slavery where she could live free.
     Harriet was free! She could choose whom she would work for and she would be paid. No one could ever whip her again. She could come and go as she pleased. She could set up a comfortable life for herself and live happily and safely for the rest of her life. But Harriet could not be comfortable knowing there were still more than two million people enslaved. She knew slavery was wrong. She knew she had to go back and help lead other people to freedom—no matter how dangerous it was. Harriet became a conductor on the Underground Railroad.
     Harriet Tubman went back to the South again and again. She led more than 300 people out of slavery to freedom by following the North Star and walking to safe stations on the Underground Railroad. Pictures of Harriet were posted throughout the South, where she was wanted as a criminal. She carefully disguised herself so she would not be recognized. Sometimes she dressed in a man’s suit. Sometimes she dressed like an old woman. The people she helped to flee hid in barns, in secret rooms, and in churches. They walked, they took trains, or rode in horse-drawn wagons, hidden under blankets or sacks of potatoes and onions.
(Leader: Sing the chorus of “Follow the Drinking Gourd.” Encourage the children to join in.)
     People would get scared along the Underground Railroad and wonder if they should turn back. They were exhausted and often near starvation. Tubman encouraged them to keep on going to freedom in the North. To keep babies from crying or making noises that might expose a hiding place, Harriet gave them medicine which made them sleep. Sometimes she carried babies them in a cloth bag tied around her waist. Harriet Tubman risked her life over and over again because she knew that no adult or child should ever have to be enslaved.
     Then the Civil War came. When it had ended, slavery was over in the United States. The law had been changed. No longer could any person own another person. Harriet lived for many years after that, working for the rest of her life to help the people who had been enslaved begin their lives in freedom. Once, she gave a speech, where she said, “I was a conductor of the Underground Railroad for eight years, and I can say what most conductors can’t say. I never ran my train off the track and I never lost a passenger.”
(Leader: Sing the chorus of “Follow the Drinking Gourd.” Encourage the children to join in.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session15/169032.shtml 

3.11: Antoinette Brown and Olympia Brown (680 words)
     Today we will hear about two girls from long ago, who both had the last name of Brown. As you hear the story, see if you can notice other things they had in common, besides a name.
     Let’s go back in time together, about 200 years, to meet Antoinette Brown. When Antoinette was a young girl, her faith was important to her. The way she wanted to show her faith was to share it with other people and encourage them to live their faith, in their own way. She decided to become a minister. But she was told, “No, that is impossible.” Because in those days in this country, there were no women ministers.
     People laughed at Antoinette. They discouraged her. They told her she was being foolish and should give up this idea. But her mother supported her. Antoinette’s mother pinned a white ribbon on her dress and said, “You can do it. I believe in you.” When Antoinette Brown felt discouraged, she would touch the ribbon and remember that she had support.
     There were many obstacles. Antoinette’s family could not afford to send her to college. Antoinette touched the white ribbon. She found a job, and worked for three years until she could pay for college herself. She attended Oberlin College, the first U.S. college to admit women and blacks. Oberlin was proud to support people who others thought not worthy of college. But when Antoinette asked to enter a program to become a minister, Oberlin College said, “No. That’s impossible.” I bet Antoinette Brown touched her white ribbon then. She did not back down. Eventually, she entered the program, but once her studies were done, Oberlin College refused to grant her a degree. Do you think she touched her ribbon?
     Antoinette found other people who supported her. Friends invited her to speak in public and in churches. She gave speeches for women’s rights and other social justice causes and she inspired and supported many people even without being in a church. Seventeen years after her mother had pinned the white ribbon on her, in 1853, Antoinette was ordained. It is believed that she was the first woman ordained as a minister in our nation. She was a minister of a Congregationalist church, but she left it and became a Unitarian minister. She is one of our faith ancestors.
     Reverend Antoinette Brown liked to give speeches to women in college. She remembered the obstacles she had faced to become a minister. She wanted to support young women with their goals, even when others might have said to them, “No. That’s impossible.” Becoming a minister had been one sign of Antoinette Brown’s faith. Now, encouraging other young women who came after her was another.
     One time, a young student invited Reverend Antoinette Brown to speak at Antioch College. The student’s name was Olympia Brown. They shared the same last name, but they were not related to each other. Olympia Brown had never heard a woman minister before. Olympia told Antoinette that she wanted to be a minister, too. Like Antoinette, she wanted to live her faith by working to make the world a better place for all people. But, Olympia Brown had not been sure a woman could become a minister. People had said to her, “No. That’s impossible.”
     Antoinette Brown gave Olympia Brown a white ribbon. Maybe she told her, “You can do it. I believe in you.”
     Olympia was ordained as a Universalist minister in 1863.
     These two women were some of the first women ministers in our country. They are our faith ancestors. Like us, they had great hopes for the future. Like us, they accepted the mantle of faithful leadership. When we show these and other signs of our faith, we honor their memory and strengthen our connection to our UU legacy.
     It takes courage to live your faith, day in and day out. It takes extra courage when people keep telling you the way you want to live your faith is wrong or impossible. How much courage did Antoinette Brown and Olympia Brown have?
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session16/288929.shtml 

3.12: The Sword of Wood, a Jewish tale from Afghanistan (1,129 words)
     Once, on a summer night in the country Afghanistan, the ruler Shah Abbis changed out of his fancy robes and left his palace dressed as a peasant to enjoy the evening air and to wander through the streets unnoticed. He walked and walked until he reached the poorest section at the edge of the town. He soon heard joyful singing coming from a dimly lit cottage. As he peered in the window, he saw a man sitting at a table. He was eating and singing and giving thanks to God. The shah was astonished to see such a poor man in such good spirits and so he asked if he might come in as a guest.
     After accepting food and drink the shah asked the man how he earned his living. “I am a poor Jew,” he said. “I wander the streets and fix shoes, and, in this way, I earn enough money to buy all the food I need for one day.”
     “But what will happen to you when you are too old to work?” asked the shah.
     “Oh, I do not have to worry about that,” the man said happily. “God blesses me day by day, and I know that somehow there will always be enough.”
     The shah returned to his palace and took off his peasant disguise. He was determined to test the faith of this man. The next day he proclaimed: “No one is allowed to fix shoes for pay!”
     When the Jew went to work, he was astonished to learn of the new law. “What is he going to do if he can’t fix shoes and earn money?” (Take a few brief suggestions.)
     Here’s what he did. He lifted his eyes to heaven (Leader — Raise your arms in the air and look up) and he prayed, “God, the Shah has made it against the law for me to fix shoes. But I know you will help me to find a new job.” He looked around and saw some people carrying water. He decided that he too would become a water carrier.
     The Jew carried water to and from the town well and sold it to people, for the rest of the day. And, in that way, he earned just enough money to buy food ... for one day. (Leader — You may wish to start the children at this point repeating the refrain, “to buy food for one day,” each time you say, “he earned just enough money ... “)
     The shah again disguised himself and returned to the man’s house. He was very surprised to find the man again singing joyfully and eating. “How are you?” he asked upon entering. “I heard of the law and had to see how you had survived the day.”
     “God did not abandon me today,” the Jew answered happily. “The shah closed one door, but God opened another to take its place. I am now a water carrier.”
     The shah took his leave again. (Leader — “And what do you think he did?” After brief answers, continue the story.) He issued another proclamation: no one was to carry water for pay. Again, the Jew wondered how he could earn money if it was against the law to carry water. But again, he prayed and this time he saw that men were going into the forest to cut trees to sell for firewood. So, he decided to cut trees and sell firewood also, and that’s just what he did. And, in that way, he earned just enough money... (Leader —” Prompt the children to finish your sentence.) “... to buy food for one day.”)
     Again, the shah came in disguise and learned of the man’s continued faith and good fortune. The next day, he issued a command that his soldiers stop all the woodcutters coming from the forests and bring them to the palace to work. He dressed them all as guards and gave them swords. He told them that they would not be paid until the end of the month.
     (Leader — “What will happen if the Jew is not paid until the end of the month? What do you suppose he should do?” After some answers, continue the story.)
     The Jew was perplexed indeed, for he had no money for dinner that evening, and it would certainly be difficult to wait a whole month for his pay. But he trusted God. So, he prayed and he prayed for an answer to his problem. How would he be able to buy food tomorrow, if he wouldn’t be paid for a full month?
     On the way home from the palace, while examining his sword and sheath, the Jew had a clever idea. He would make a sword out of wood, the same size as the shah’s metal sword that would look just like it. Then he could sell the shah’s sword. So, he made a wooden sword and sold the real one and he had just enough money for food for a month!
     The shah, in his peasant disguise again, was much surprised to find the Jew singing and eating that night. When he heard the Jew’s story about the sword, he asked him, “What will you do if the shah finds out what you have done?”
     “Oh, I do not worry about such things,” the Jew replied. “Every day my life is filled with blessings from God. I know that somehow everything will come out all right.”
     The next day the shah ordered all the guards to report to the center of the city where there was to be an execution of a man who had stolen from the royal palace. All the guards came, including the ones who used to be woodcutters, and including the Jew. All the townspeople came to see.
     The shah ordered his officer to call the Jew to come forth to cut off the man’s head. “Do not ask this of me,” the Jew cried. “I have never even killed a fly.” The officer said that it was the order of the shah and he must obey or risk his own life.
     The Jew asked for a few minutes to pray to God. Then he stood up (Leader — Stand up and speak dramatically) in front of all of the townspeople and said out loud, “God, you know that I have never killed anyone in my whole life. Please, God, if this man is guilty, let my sword be so sharp as to kill him in a single blow. But if he is not guilty, let my sword turn to wood, as a sign of his innocence.” (Leader — Look at the children and ask them to predict what will happen. When they clearly understand what is going to happen with the sword and why, resume telling the story.)
     With all eyes on him, the Jew reached for his sword. (Leader — Acts this out) He pulled it out of its sheath, and held it high. The crowd gasped, then clapped and cheered when they saw the wooden sword, for they thought a miracle had taken place.
     The shah was delighted when he saw the wisdom of the Jew. He called him near. He told him that he had been the visitor those four preceding nights. “And now,” he said, “I hope that you will come and stay with me in my palace and be my advisor, for I see that you are a man of wisdom and unwavering faith, and I have much to learn from you.”
     So, the Jew went to live in the palace with the shah. If you went by there in the evenings, you would hear them singing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session3/story-1 

3.13: Ruby Bridges, Surrounded by Love by Janeen Grohsmeyer (718 words)
     When Ruby Bridges was six years old and in the first grade, just like many other children, she went to a new school. Ruby’s school was called William Frantz Elementary School. It was in the City of New Orleans in the state of Louisiana.
     And, just like other children, Ruby was nervous about the first day of school. She knew everything was going to be different: a new building, new teachers, new rules, new things to learn, new children to play with, and (she hoped) new friends.
     But, unlike other children, Ruby didn’t go to school by walking or riding in her parents’ car or in a school bus. Ruby went to school in a police car, followed by people from her neighborhood to help keep her safe. Ruby walked to the front door of her school surrounded by four tall men who had guns and wore armbands with the words “U.S. Marshal” on their sleeves.
     Because Ruby wasn’t just like the other children at William Frantz Elementary School. She was the only African American child in the entire school, and some people didn’t think she should be there.
     You see, Ruby started first grade in 1960, about sixty years ago. Back then, in some parts of the United States, children with different skin colors went to different schools. There were schools for children with dark skin, and there with schools for children with light skin. That was called segregation.
     Some people liked segregation, but many people knew it wasn’t fair. The schools for white children always had more books, better buildings, and lots more of everything than the schools for black children. Because of that, our government made a law that said all children—no matter what their skin color—can go to the same schools. That is called integration.
     The parents at William Frantz Elementary School who liked segregation did not like integration. Because Ruby had dark skin, they thought she didn’t belong at the school. They kept their children home from school, away from her. Ruby was the only student in her class. She didn’t have anyone to play with or to talk to, except for her teacher, all day long.
     And every day, those people who didn’t like integration would go to Ruby’s school, and they would yell horrible, mean things at her. Some called her names. One woman threatened to poison her. Sometimes they would even throw rocks or eggs or tomatoes, trying to keep her away from the school.
    Yet every day, Ruby Bridges would go to that school. She would get dressed and eat breakfast and get ready for school, and then her mother would say, “I’m proud of you,” and her father would say, “You’re my brave little girl,” and they would all say, “I love you” to each other.
     Every day, her neighbors would surround the police car that Ruby was riding in, and the four U.S. Marshals would surround her as she walked through that crowd of angry people, to help keep her safe.
     And every day, Ruby would say a prayer—but not for herself. Ruby prayed for the angry people who yelled at her, asking God to forgive them and to change their minds. When Ruby Bridges was surrounded by hate, she surrounded everyone with love.
     After a while, it worked.
     The next year, when Ruby Bridges was seven years old and starting the second grade, the angry crowd of people wasn’t there. She didn’t have to ride in a police car. There were no U.S. Marshals surrounding her. White people did not keep their children home from William Frantz Elementary School, even though Ruby was there.
     When Ruby went to her classroom on that first day of second grade, there were twenty other children. Some of them had dark skin, like her. Some of them would be her friends. Integration had happened, and William Frantz Elementary School was a school for all children.
     … [In 1960], Ruby Bridges helped to integrate a school, and integration helped make our country more fair for everyone. Today, Ruby Bridges is all grown-up, and she travels to schools all over the country, telling her story and teaching people to respect and appreciate each other.
     Each of us can be like Ruby. We can all surround each other with love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session11/ruby-bridges-surrounded-love 

3.14: Annie Arnzen Making A Difference (882 words)
Adapted from “A Week at SOS Children’s Village, Tlokweng, Botswana,” by Annie Arnzen, on the “A Precious Cause” website. Used with permission.
     Annie first went to Botswana in 2006, when she was in eighth grade. She and her family attend the North Parish, Unitarian Universalist, in North Andover, Massachusetts. She is still helping to raise funds for children affected by AIDS in Botswana.
     “Look out the window, Annie,” my dad exclaimed. Gripping the arm of my seat, I gazed out the plane window. For the first time, I laid eyes on the country of Botswana.
     Over the years I had heard many stories from my dad about his time in Africa while in the Peace Corps. When I learned he was going to Africa on business, I asked to go along. I was eager for an adventure, to attempt to make a difference and to find my own stories in this place, which felt a world away.
     My dad said he would bring me with him to Botswana. He had two conditions: One, I had to find some meaningful work to do while we were there. Two, I had to earn the money to pay for half of the ticket. With those words, I could already see my wildest dreams begin.
     While earning money by babysitting, pet-sitting, and shoveling snow for our neighbors, I got my heart set on working in an orphanage. When I learned that Botswana has the second worst rate of AIDS in the world, all I could think was, there must be thousands of children whose parents cannot take care of them because of this disease.
     Finding an orphanage in such a small country, so far away, that would allow a thirteen-year-old girl from the United States to volunteer doesn’t sound easy. It was even harder than it sounded! Finally, five days before our trip to Botswana, we got a call saying the SOS Children’s Village would be happy to have me. I felt like I was on top of the world. You can imagine the awe and joy I felt while sitting on the plane, finally flying to Botswana.
     The next morning, as we pulled in through the front gate of the SOS Children’s Village, it felt like we were entering another world. I was expecting something that looked like the orphanage in the movie Annie, but I was greeted by something very different. I was startled by a cluster of fifteen houses painted in neon shades of purple, pink, blue, green, and brown.
     There are two SOS Children’s Villages in Botswana. Both villages have sixteen houses as well as a few youth houses, providing a safe environment for four hundred children. In each house they build a “family” of about ten children, including a mama and an auntie to look after them. Brothers and sisters who come to SOS together are not split up. The purpose of SOS is to build families for children whose parents cannot take care of them, and educate them so they can flourish on their own in the future.
     After Derrick James, the director, gave us a tour of the orphanage, my dad and I expected time for a typical American good-bye. But the principal of the kindergarten said, “Come with me,” and I quickly followed. I looked back at my dad, whose face was a mixture of shock and encouragement as he watched me walk away.
     We stopped in front of a small building, which stood just before the kindergarten. “This is where you will work with the babies,” she said and then turned and walked away. I stood and looked at the door for a few minutes. Then I took a deep breath and walked in. I was greeted by ten little faces the color of ebony, all between the ages of one and three.
     A woman walked over to greet me. She introduced herself as Mama Florence, and those were the only words of English I would hear from her all week. For the entire week, I played and worked with those ten little children.
     When I arrived home, I was full of new stories, experiences, and friends. But I felt so empty thinking about the children I was leaving behind and could no longer do anything to help. This is why when I received a letter from Derrick James six months later, a bubble of joy rose within me. His letter said SOS was trying to build another orphanage, because there were still so many children who needed a safe place to live and learn. Derrick said an orphanage costs a lot of money. They were still $300,000 short. He was writing to see if there was anything I could do to help here in the United States.
     This was my chance to make a difference for those kids who had made such a difference in me. My family and I started a project called “A Precious Cause” to raise money for SOS. I have been speaking at churches and schools and selling jewelry to reach the ultimate goal of $300,000 for a new orphanage for the children in Botswana. I have been moved by the outpouring of support from people who did not know about SOS before hearing my story. My hope is that as more people learn how the disease, AIDS, is hurting the children of the world, they too will be moved to make a difference.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session1/132145.shtml 

3.15: Belonging: Fannie Barrier Williams by Janeen Grohsmeyer (873 words)
     Our hearts should be too warm and too large for hatred.
     More than one hundred fifty years ago, back when trains were new and airplanes and cars hadn’t been invented, back when women always wore long skirts and everyone wore hats, a girl named Fannie Barrier lived in a town in New York State.
     Fannie lived with her older brother, George, and her older sister, Ella, and their parents. During the week, Fannie and George and Ella would get up and get dressed and eat breakfast, and then go to school. In the afternoon, they would play in the woods or maybe go sledding in the snow with their friends, then do their chores, eat dinner, do their homework, and go to bed.
     On Sundays, the whole Barrier family would go to church. Fannie’s father was a deacon, a leader at the church. Her mother taught Bible school. When Fannie was old enough, she played the piano while people sang hymns. She sang, too, and painted pictures. Maybe some of you like to do those things, too.
     Maybe Fannie’s life sounds a lot like your life, even if she did wear long skirts instead of pants and use kerosene lamps instead of electric lights and cook food on a wood stove instead of in a microwave oven. Going to school and to church, doing homework and chores, making music and playing with friends – these are all things we still do today.
     But Fannie’s life was different. Very different. Because back then, one hundred fifty years ago in the United States of America, most people didn’t believe that everyone was equal. Most people believed that some groups of people were better than other groups. They believed that men were better than women. They believed that Protestants were better than Catholics or Jews. And they believed that people with light skin were better than people with dark skin.
     Fannie Barrier had dark skin.
     When she was a teenager, she went to the city of Boston to study music. Some of the other students said, “We don’t want her here. She’s dark, so she doesn’t belong. If she stays, we’ll all go.” The school asked Fannie to leave.
     So, Fannie went to Washington DC to study painting. She had to hide behind a screen so no one could see her. “If the other students know you’re here,” they’ll want you to leave,” the teacher told Fannie
     Over and over again, all through her life, Fannie was told she wasn’t wanted and couldn’t belong, just because she had dark skin.
     When she was forty years old and living in the city of Chicago, some women invited her to join a women’s club. But some other women in the club said, “We don’t want her here. She’s dark, so she can’t belong. If she stays, we’ll all go.” The people in the club argued about it for more than a year. Finally, they voted to let Fannie in. But when she joined, those other women left.
     Now, Fannie didn’t like that. It hurts when people won’t let you belong. It hurts when people don’t want you around. Some days Fannie felt angry about it. Some days she felt sad.
     But most days, Fannie had no time to feel angry or sad, because she was busy making groups of her own. Fannie knew how much it hurt to be left out. And she knew it would be a lot easier, and more fun, to get things done together with others, than by yourself. She and her husband, the lawyer S. Laing Williams, joined the All Souls Unitarian Church in Chicago. They helped start a hospital, where everyone was welcome, no matter the color of their skin. They created a group to study art and music.
     Fannie Barrier Williams helped start a home for girls in Chicago, and she started a center where people could live together, no matter the color of their skin. She was part of the group that started the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People (the NAACP), along with Frederick Douglass, Ida Wells Barnett, Frances Watkins Harper, and W.E.B. DuBois.
     Fannie also worked with suffragists like Susan B. Anthony, helping women get the chance to vote. Because back then, remember, people thought that men were better than women. Women couldn’t own property or have a bank account or vote in elections.
     In 1920, when Fannie was sixty-five years old, women were finally allowed to vote. And about fifty years after that, people starting letting everyone vote and everyone belong to groups, no matter the color of their skin.
     Fannie Barrier Williams didn’t live to see that. She didn’t live long enough to see the United States of America become a place where most of the people believe that everyone is equal.
     But she helped make it happen. When some groups kept people out, Fannie Barrier Williams started groups that let everyone in. When the laws of our country said she and thousands of others couldn’t belong because of the color of their skin or the church they went to or because they were girls instead of boys, Fannie Barrier Williams worked to change the laws so that everyone could belong – and would belong—no matter what.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session4/132836.shtml 

3.16: The Lion on the Path (1,201 words)
Compiled from a variety of West African and South African folk tales.
     Once upon a time two cousins lived side by side in a village. They worked together in the fields each day and returned home each night to share a meal and some fun in the evening. The young woman cousin’s name was Nosa. She loved to play the mbira and to sing. The young man cousin’s name was Tobi. He loved to dance and tell great stories. One day Tobi said to Nosa, “I have to go on a journey to the village of my future wife. I must go and meet her parents.”
     “Oh, I will worry about you,” said Nosa. “You know that you must take the long path that leads over the hills and through the swamp lands. It is not as easy as the meadow path which is shorter, but that is the way people go, because a lion has often been seen on the meadow path.”
     “Of course, my cousin, I will take the long path.” He said, “I do not wish to meet any lions. I will be back before you know it.”
     Nosa said “goodbye” to her cousin, and as she was waving she called out, “Remember, when you get to the fork in the road, go left to the long path.” He waved back and headed down the path.
     All morning the Nosa worried. She loved her cousin, but he could be a bit dreamy. Sometimes he would be thinking of a story or making up a new dance step, and would forget where he was going or what time it was. The more she thought about him alone on the path, the more she worried. Finally, she started to get a baaaaaad feeling. She felt right down to her bones that something was not right. She could almost picture her cousin taking the wrong path. So, she grabbed her mbira, and ran off down the trail as fast as she could. Soon she came to the fork in the trail. Sure enough, when she got down close to the ground, she could see Tobi’s footprints heading down the wrong trail, right straight into the meadow.
     She ran as quickly as she could and it wasn’t long before she came to a bend in the path. She hid behind a tree and peered out. There she saw her cousin standing right in the middle of the path. There, facing him was a full-grown lion swishing its tail and getting ready to pounce.
     “What can I do?” she cried to herself. “I don’t have any weapons. I would throw a rock, but there are no big rocks to be seen. I could throw my mbira, but it is hollow and would not hurt the lion at all.”
     Then she thought. “Maybe I can play my mbira and distract the lion so that Tobi can get away.” Just then, Lion growled. She was so afraid that he was going to pounce on Tobi that she jumped out in front of the tree and began to sing and play a song. 
(Sung to the tune of “My Bonny Lies over the Ocean.” Leader — You may wish to stop here and teach the children to sing this song with you, repeating it together until they know it.)
My mbira plays music so pretty
My mbira plays music so sweet
My mbira plays music so pretty
Oh dance to my music with me.
     Lion was distracted. He turned to see who was singing and when he did, Tobi ran off through the woods and all the way back home. Nosa played and sang and danced again. (Leader — Sing the refrain, or lead the children in singing it with you.)
My mbira plays music so pretty
My mbira plays music so sweet
My mbira plays music so pretty
Oh dance to my music with me.
     To Nosa’s surprise and delight, Lion began to dance just as she was dancing. He seemed to have forgotten completely about his prey and was dancing and singing as if under a magic spell. (Leader — You can invite the children to sing again, and dance as if they were the lion under a spell.)
     Nosa wanted to get away too, so she tried to back up as she swayed and danced, but when she backed up the lion couldn’t hear the music anymore and he stopped dancing and looked around and said, “Where is that man I was going to eat? That was my dinner.” So poor Nosa stepped bravely forward again, and began to play and sing. 
(Leader — Sing the refrain again, or lead the children in singing it with you.)
My mbira plays music so pretty
My mbira plays music so sweet
My mbira plays music so pretty
Oh dance to my music with me.
     That lion began to dance again, and to sing as if under an enchantment. (Leader — Invite the children to sing and dance again.) Again Nosa tried to move away toward home, but each time she did, Lion would stop and look around for Tobi. This went on for a very long time until finally she was getting so tired, she could barely play any longer. Her fingers ached and her arms and hands were so tired, her throat was so sore. (Leader — Let the listeners see and hear how tired she was.) But she knew that if she stopped, Lion would eat her! So she kept on playing, playing until she thought she was going to die. (Leader: Sing again, as if very tired. Invite the children to dance and sing along with you.)
My mbira plays music so pretty
My mbira plays music so sweet
My mbira plays music so pretty
Oh dance to my music with me.
     Finally, just as Nosa was about to collapse a little rabbit popped its head out from behind a rock. “Hey, you look like you need help!”
     “Boy, do I ever,” said she. “If I stop playing Lion will eat me, but I am so tired I think I am about to drop dead anyway.”
     “Let me play,” said Rabbit. “He hopped over to Nosa and began tapping his foot, just so that he wouldn’t miss a beat. And just like that she tossed him the mbira and he started playing, and singing and dancing in his little rabbit voice. (Leader — Sing in a high, squeaky voice and invite the children to join you.)
My mbira plays music so pretty
My mbira plays music so sweet
My mbira plays music so pretty
Oh dance to my music with me.
     Rabbit kept on playing and Lion kept on dancing and singing while Nosa ran safely home. Meanwhile Rabbit began to get tired. But he had a secret. Just behind the tree a few feet down the path was his home. So carefully, inch by inch by inch, he danced closer to the hole. Lion followed him, still dancing as if under a spell. Finally, Rabbit dropped the mbira and dove into his hole safe and sound.
     There was Lion left on the path with no people to eat and a confused expression on his face. “Gee,” he said. “I could have sworn there was a young man on the path, then a young woman playing the mbira, but now there’s just an mbira on the path and I think I just saw a rabbit jump down that hole. What a strange day.”
     So, the two cousins got home safely. They celebrated together and Tobi thanked his cousin for saving his life. He even made her a new mbira from a gourd he had grown. A few days later when Tobi ventured out again to that other village he took the left fork, as Nosa had told him to do, and carried Nosa’s new mbira with him, just in case!
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session14/story1 

3.17: The Brave Little Parrot (856 words)
A Jataka Tale from India. Martin, Rafe. The Hungry Tigress: Buddhist Myths, Legends, and Jataka Tales (Somerville, MA: Yellow Moon Press, 1999). Reprinted with the permission of the author. www.rafemartin.com
     Once, long ago, the Buddha was born as a little parrot. One day, a storm broke upon her forest home. Lightning flashed, thunder crashed, and a dead tree, struck by lightning, burst into flames. Sparks leapt on the wind and soon the forest was ablaze. Terrified animals ran wildly in every direction, seeking safety from the flames and smoke.
     “Fire! Fire!” cried the little parrot. “Run! Run to the river!” Flapping her wings, she flung herself out into the fury of the storm, and, rising higher, flew towards the safety of the river. But as she flew, she could see that many animals were trapped, surrounded by the flames below, with no chance of escape.
     Suddenly, a desperate idea, a way to save them, came to her.
     She darted to the river, dipped herself in the water, and flew back over the now raging fire.
     The heat rising up from the burning forest was like the heat of an oven. The thick smoke made breathing almost unbearable. A wall of flames shot up now on one side, now on the other. Crackling flames leapt and danced before her. Twisting and turning through the mad maze of fire, the little parrot flew bravely on. At last, over the center of the forest, she shook her wings and released the few drops of water which still clung to her feathers. The tiny drops tumbled like jewels down in the heart of the blaze and vanished with a hssssssssss.
     Then the little parrot once more flew back through the flames and smoke to the river, dipped herself in the cool water, and flew back again over the burning forest. Back and forth she flew, time and time again, from the river to the forest, from the burning forest to the river. Her feathers were charred. Her feet were scorched. Her lungs ached. Her eyes, stung by smoke, burned red as coals. Her mind spun as dizzily as the spinning sparks. But still the little parrot flew on.
     At this time, some of the Devas, gods of a happy realm, were floating high overhead in their cloud palaces of ivory and gold. They happened to look down and they saw the little parrot flying through the flames. They pointed at her with perfect hands. Between mouthfuls of honeyed foods, they exclaimed, “Look at that foolish bird!” She’s trying to put out a raging forest fire with a few sprinkles of water! How ridiculous! How absurd!” And they laughed.
     But one of those Gods did not laugh. Strangely moved, he changed himself into a golden eagle and flew down, down towards the little parrot’s fiery path.
     The little parrot was just nearing the flames again when the great eagle, with eyes like molten gold appeared at her side. “Go back, little bird!” said the eagle in a solemn and majestic voice. “Your task is hopeless! A few drops of water can’t put out a forest fire! Cease now and save yourself — before it’s too late.”
     But the little parrot only continued to fly on through the smoke and flames. She could hear the great eagle flying above her as the heat grew fiercer, calling out, “Stop, foolish little parrot! Save yourself! Save yourself!”
     “I don’t need a great, shining eagle” coughed the little parrot, “to give me advice like that. My own mother, the dear bird, might have told me such things long ago. Advice! (cough, cough) I don’t need advice. I just (cough) need someone to help”
     And the god who was that great eagle, seeing the little parrot flying through the flames, thought suddenly of his own privileged kind. He could see them floating high up above. Yes, there they were, the carefree gods, still laughing and talking while many animals cried out in pain and fear from among the flames below. Seeing that, he grew ashamed, and a single desire was kindled in his heart. God though he was, he just wanted to be like that brave little parrot and to help.
     “I will help!” he exclaimed, and flushed with these new feelings, he began to weep. Stream after stream of sparkling tears poured from his eyes. Wave upon wave they washed down like the cooling rain upon the fire, upon the forest, upon the animals, and upon the little parrot herself.
     Where those tears fell, the flames died down, and the smoke began to clear. The little parrot, washed and bright, rocketed about the sky laughing for joy. “Now that’s more like it!” she exclaimed.
     The eagle’s tears dripped from burned branches and soaked into the scorched earth. Where those tears glistened, new life pushed quickly forth-shoots, stems, and leaves. Buds unfurled and blossoms opened. Green grass pushed up from among still-glowing cinders.
     All the animals looked at one another in amazement. Washed by those tears they were whole and well. Not one had been harmed. Up above, in the clear blue sky, they could see their friend, the little parrot, looping and soaring in delight. When hope was gone, somehow she had saved them. “Hurray!” they cried. “Hurray for the brave little parrot, and for this sudden, miraculous rain!”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session15/123724.shtml 

3.18: Angel of the Battlefield, Clara Barton by Betsy Hill Williams (1,469 words)
Teach participants these sounds and actions. Invite them to listen for your cues to act them out during the story.
1. Gallop a gallop a gallop (slapping hands on legs)
2. Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop (slapping hands on floor)
3. Taking care of you (patting your neighbor on the shoulder)
4. ABCs and 123s (just repeating the words)
      “Hang on tight to the mane!” Clara heard her brother call as she galloped bareback across the field. (Gallop a gallop a gallop) Clara was only five years old, but already her older brothers and sisters had taught her to do more than most five-year-olds did—especially in 1826! She was the baby of the family, and she loved learning to read, spell, and do arithmetic. Clara lived with her family on a farm in North Oxford, Massachusetts.
     Every Sunday, Clara’s family drove five miles in a horse and carriage to the Universalist church. (Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop) Clara’s father had helped to build that church and Clara never forgot the Universalist teachings she learned there. She learned that God is love, and that all lives are precious gifts that should not be destroyed.
     When her family was not with her, Clara was very shy. This worried her parents, so they sent her away to school when she was nine years old. They hoped she would make friends and forget to be shy. But Clara was so homesick she asked to come home.
     When Clara was eleven, her brother David fell from the top of their new barn and was badly hurt. The doctor said he might die. “Please,” begged Clara, “let me be David’s nurse! I’ll take very good care of him!” Her parents and the doctor agreed to let Clara try, so she stopped going to school. (Taking care of you) Clara stayed with David day and night. She fed him, gave him his medicine, and changed his bed. This was Clara’s first job as a nurse and she did it cheerfully every day for two years!
     When she was seventeen, Clara took her first job outside of home. She taught a class of forty participants, from four years old to thirteen years old—all in one room! (ABCs and 123s) Clara heard that some of the boys liked to make trouble for the teacher, so on the first day at recess, she offered to play baseball with them. They were surprised to see that she could throw a ball just as hard as they could, and run just as fast! The boys felt a deep respect for their new teacher, and Clara never had to spank or hit her students with a ruler the way other teachers did in those days.
     A few years later, a friend in Bordentown, New Jersey, asked Clara to start a public school. (ABCs and 123s) Some people there didn’t like the idea of public schools that were free, but that didn’t scare Clara away. It just made her feel even more sure that she wanted to start the public school. She offered to open a school for participants of all ages and teach without any pay for three months. The school board agreed to give her an old building. On the first day, only six students came to class. But Clara was so popular and such a good teacher that soon there were six hundred participants coming! The town built a new, eight-room schoolhouse. Clara wanted to be the principal of the new school, but in those days, nobody would hire a woman to do that job. Instead, the townspeople asked Clara to be the “female assistant”. Her pay would be only half the amount of money the town would pay a man to be the principal. Clara felt this was unfair so she gave up teaching and moved to Washington, D.C. to find a new career. (Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop)
     Clara was living and working in Washington when the Civil War broke out. She saw that the soldiers who were coming home from the war were hungry and they needed clothes and bandages for their wounds. The government was not able to help so many soldiers. Clara saw what they needed, and she used her own money to buy food and clothes for the soldiers. She wrote to the newspapers and asked them to tell people what the soldiers needed. People gave blankets, medicines, and other supplies. (Taking care of you)
     Then news came from the battlefields that medicine and food did not get to the soldiers. Wounded soldiers fell to the ground and lay there without food or water. Many died of thirst or cold because there was no one to take them to the army hospitals. There were no women nurses to help them. In those days people thought that women were not strong enough to take care of soldiers or be near a war! Seeing women on the firing line shocked the soldiers.
     But Clara knew she must do exactly what most people thought no woman could do. At first the Army laughed at the idea, but Clara kept right on asking until she got permission to go to the front lines of the battle. With a wagon full of supplies pulled by four mules, she came to a battlefield in Virginia at midnight. (Clippity Clop, Clippity Clop) The army doctor who was in charge was very tired and he had completely run out of supplies. Clara went to work cooking and taking care of the wounded right away. (Taking care of you) She even learned to take bullets out of wounded soldiers with a penknife! Later the army surgeon wrote, “If heaven ever sent out a holy angel, she must be the one!” After that, Clara was known as “The Angel of the Battlefield.”
     For fourteen battles, Clara brought supplies and took care of wounded soldiers from both sides, Confederate (South) and Union (North). (Taking care of you) She nursed anybody who needed help, because she still believed what she learned in her Universalist church when she was a child: that every life was precious. She said, “I have no enemies.”
     Once, she was kneeling beside an injured man, giving him water, when a bullet tore through the sleeve of her dress. It hit the man and killed him instantly. Another time she barely escaped from a battle by jumping onto a horse and then leaping from the horse onto a moving train! (Gallop a gallop a gallop)
     When the war ended, eighty thousand men were missing from the Union armies. Every day, Clara would hear from women and children who wanted help to find their loved ones. President Abraham Lincoln asked Clara to come to the White House to help him work on this problem. Two weeks later, President Lincoln was shot and killed. Clara was working by herself again. With money President Lincoln gave her, and some of her own money, Clara set up an office. She asked prisoners and others who had been in the war about what had happened to the missing people. She wrote down what they told her and kept the information to help find the missing soldiers.
     Soon the money ran out and Clara needed to raise more. Since there was no TV or radio in those days, people would buy tickets to hear speeches about what was happening in the country. Clara began to give lectures about what she had seen during the war. It was hard for Clara to speak in front of hundreds of people. She was still shy. “I would rather stand on the battlefield, than speak at a public meeting,” she once said. But large crowds came to hear her wherever she went, and she was able to make enough money to keep her office going. After two years of public speaking, she lost her voice and had to quit.
      Clara’s doctor suggested she go to Europe to rest. In Geneva, Switzerland, Clara learned about a new organization called the International Red Cross. This organization was started to help soldiers in battle no matter whose side they were on. (Taking care of you) Clara went back to the United States and talked to the American lawmakers and asked them to join this organization. She wanted them to sign the Geneva Treaty. This treaty was a promise by all the countries who signed it. The promise meant that during a war, doctors and nurses could take care of the sick and wounded soldiers no matter what country they were from. It was not easy, but she finally convinced the lawmakers. In 1882, the United States became a member of the International Association of the Red Cross.
     But Clara didn’t stop there. She had an idea. Why should the Red Cross only help people during wars? Why not use the Red Cross to help people in all kinds of disasters like forest fires, floods, and earthquakes? She explained her idea to other countries, and many foreign leaders gave her medals for her work. Clara was president of the American Red Cross for twenty-three years and a Red Cross worker until she was eighty-three!
     The next time you take Red Cross swimming lessons, learn Red Cross first aid, or read about the Red Cross coming to the rescue in a disaster, remember Clara. She was a shy but very brave young Universalist girl who grew up to start the American Red Cross!
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session16/angel 

      Multigenerational
3.19: The Snake Husband (1,290 words)
This Korean folk tale, translated by Heinz Insu Fenkl, is similar to the European folk tale “The Frog Prince.” Used with the translator’s permission.
     Once there was a woman who had a son late in life, and much to her surprise, he was born as a snake. She covered him with the bamboo hat she wore to work out in the fields, but rumors spread quickly.
     There were three sisters in the same village, and when they heard that the old woman had had a baby, the oldest went for a visit and asked to see it. “Grandma, grandma,” she said, “they say you had a baby, but where did you hide it?”
     “Go over to that corner and lift up the bamboo hat,” said the old woman.
     So, the girl went and lifted the hat and saw a snake under it flicking its tongue. “Grandma,” she said, “How can you say you had a baby? This is a snake!” And she ran away.
     Now the second daughter came to see the old woman’s baby. “They say you had a baby, but where did you hide him?” she asked. The old woman told her to go over to the corner and lift up the bamboo hat. The girl saw the snake and was frightened away just like her sister.
     Finally, the youngest daughter came and said, “Grandma, grandma, they say you had a baby, but where is it?”
     “Go over to that corner and lift up the bamboo hat,” said the old woman.
     So, she went and lifted up the bamboo hat, and the youngest daughter said, “Oh, grandma, you’ve given birth to a fine gentleman snake.”
     From that day on, the snake took a liking to the youngest sister, but when he was grown and of an age to be married, his parents asked the oldest sister, as was the custom, to marry him. She replied, “Even if it means I will never get married, I refuse to marry a snake!”
     So, they went and asked the second sister, and she also refused in disgust. Finally, when they asked the youngest, she said, “You’ll have to get my mother’s permission since I cannot agree to it myself.”
     When they had permission from the girl’s mother, their son the snake came out and said, “Mother, mother, fetch me some water. Warm it up and add a cup of flour.” When she had heated the water, the snake took a bath, covered himself with the flour, and put on his clothes. Suddenly he was transformed into a handsome young man all dressed up to be a bridegroom.
     And so, he got married.
     During the wedding ceremony he told his bride to put his cast-off snake skin inside the collar of her wedding dress and wear it there. She was never to let anyone touch it. She did as he asked, and he was a perfectly proper husband after they were married.
     Now the other daughters were jealous of their sister, and when her husband had gone away to Seoul to take the kwago, the government examinations, they came for a visit. The youngest sister saw that they were carrying something suspicious. She hid behind the locked gate, but when she finally went out into the courtyard, they saw her and said, “Little sister, we brought you something tasty to eat.” They asked her to open the gate, but she would not. The oldest sister said she was carrying a pot of black bean soup and her hands were getting burned. “Hurry up and open the gate!” she demanded, and the youngest had no choice but to let them in.
     Her sisters said they wanted to groom her head for lice. The youngest tried not to let them pick through her hair, but they were so insistent that, once again, she had no choice. And then, before she knew it, they had taken the snake skin from her collar and thrown it into the fire. In an instant it was consumed in the flame.
     When it came time for the husband to return from Seoul, he did not come, for he sensed that his wife had lost his molted snake skin. And so the young wife set off on a long journey in search of her husband. Though her clothes were tattered and her face was smudged and dirty. She traveled near and far, making inquiries: where people were planting crops she stayed and helped with the planting, where they were doing laundry at the river bank, she stayed and helped pound their clothes against the rocks; and, if they were making winter preserves, she stayed to help with the pickling. And so, by and by, she slowly made her way to Seoul.
     When the wife finally reached the capital, she went to a straw-roofed house to beg for alms and she was given some money and some millet. She tried to take the millet in a sack, but the grain poured out through a hole in the bottom. The young wife started picking up the spilt millet with chopsticks, one grain at a time. She was still picking up the millet grains when the sun went down.
     “Please let me sleep here for the night,” she asked.
     “There’s no place here for you to sleep,” said the owners of the house. But she pleaded and pleaded and they finally allowed her to sleep in the cow shed.
     Though she did not know it, the young wife had come to the very house where her husband was staying. That night the moon was full, and the wife was unable to sleep. She sang this sad song.
O moon so bright, o moon so bright
Is my husband in your sight?
Though I, myself, have eyes to see,
I cannot see where he may be.
     The husband was still up poring over his books, and he heard the plaintive song. He paused his studying. “I’ve heard that voice somewhere before,” he said, but thinking that his ears must be deceiving him, he went back to his reading. But then he heard the song again, and once again, with sadness in his heart, he endured the melody, but when he heard it for the third time, he sent his personal servant outside to find out who was singing.
     The servant went out into the courtyard and saw the sad creature singing in the moonlight. He went back to the husband and explained who she was. “She’s just a beggar,” he said. “We gave her a handout during the day. She lingered here picking up millet with chopsticks, and when the sun went down, she asked for a place to sleep, so we said she could sleep in the cow shed. She’s the one singing that pathetic song.”
     The husband went outside to see for himself. He pretended not to notice her, and the wife sang the sad song once again.
     “You!” said the husband, “Who are you? Show yourself.”
     The wife was too embarrassed to show herself, looking like a common beggar. She sang the song again.
O moon so bright, o moon so bright
Is my husband in your sight?
Though I, myself, have eyes to see,
I cannot see where he may be.
     She sang the song again and again.
     “You! Old woman! Where are you from?” said the husband.
     Finally, the wife told her long tale of woe, describing how her sisters had tricked her, how she had endured great hardships on her way to Seoul. “Since you did not return, I traveled far and wide looking for you, and I have finally found you here,” she said.
     “Now I understand what has happened,” said the husband. They were together again at last. He dressed his wife in clean new clothes. They say he passed the civil examinations and the two of them lived happily.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-3/snake-husband 

      Youth
3.20: The Flaming Chalice by Dan Hotchkiss (867 words)
     At the opening of Unitarian Universalist worship services, many congregations light a flame inside a chalice. This flaming chalice has become a well-known symbol of our denomination. It unites our members in worship and symbolizes the spirit of our work. The flaming chalice combines two archetypes—a drinking vessel and a flame—and as a religious symbol has different meanings to different beholders. Chalices, cups, and flagons can be found worldwide on ancient manuscripts and altars. The chalice used by Jesus at his last Passover Seder became the Holy Grail sought by the knights of Wales and England. Jan Hus, Czech priest and forerunner of the Reformation, was burned at the stake for proposing, among other things, that the communion chalice be shared with the laity. More recently, feminist writer Riane Eisler has used the chalice as a symbol of the “partnership way” of being in community. Sharing, generosity, sustenance, and love are some of the meanings symbolized by a chalice.
     As a sacrificial fire, flame has been a central symbol for the world’s oldest scriptures, the Vedic hymns of India. Today, lights shine on Christmas and Hanukkah, eternal flames stand watch at monuments and tombs, and candles flicker in cathedrals, temples, mosques, and meeting houses. A flame can symbolize witness, sacrifice, testing, courage, and illumination.
     The chalice and the flame were brought together as a Unitarian symbol by an Austrian artist, Hans Deutsch, in 1941. Living in Paris during the 1930s, Deutsch drew critical cartoons of Adolf Hitler. When the Nazis invaded Paris in 1940, he abandoned all he had and fled to the South of France, then to Spain, and finally, with an altered passport, into Portugal.
     There, he met the Reverend Charles Joy, executive director of the Unitarian Service Committee (USC). The Service Committee was new, founded in Boston to assist Eastern Europeans, among them Unitarians as well as Jews, who needed to escape Nazi persecution. From his Lisbon headquarters, Joy oversaw a secret network of couriers and agents.
     Deutsch was most impressed and soon was working for the USC. He later wrote to Joy: “There is something that urges me to tell you . . . how much I admire your utter self-denial [and] readiness to serve, to sacrifice all, your time, your health, your well-being, to help, help, help. I am not what you may actually call a believer. But if your kind of life is the profession of your faith-as it is, I feel sure-then religion, ceasing to be magic and mysticism, becomes confession to practical philosophy and-what is more-to active, really useful social work. And this religion-with or without a heading-is one to which even a ‘godless’ fellow like myself can say wholeheartedly, ‘Yes!’”
     The USC was an unknown organization in 1941. This was a special handicap in the cloak-and-dagger world, where establishing trust quickly across barriers of language, nationality, and faith could mean life instead of death. Disguises, signs and countersigns, and midnight runs across guarded borders were the means of freedom in those days. Joy asked Deutsch to create a symbol for their papers “to make them look official, to give dignity and importance to them, and at the same time to symbolize the spirit of our work... When a document may keep a man out of jail, give him standing with governments and police, it is important that it look important.”
     Thus, Hans Deutsch made his lasting contribution to the USC and, as it turned out, to Unitarian Universalism. With pencil and ink, he drew a chalice with a flame. It was, Joy wrote his board in Boston, “a chalice with a flame, the kind of chalice which the Greeks and Romans put on their altars. The holy oil burning in it is a symbol of helpfulness and sacrifice... This was in the mind of the artist. The fact, however, that it remotely suggests a cross was not in his mind, but to me this also has its merit. We do not limit our work to Christians. Indeed, at the present moment, our work is nine-tenths for the Jews, yet we do stem from the Christian tradition, and the cross does symbolize Christianity and its central theme of sacrificial love.”
     The flaming chalice design was made into a seal for papers and a badge for agents moving refugees to freedom. In time it became a symbol of Unitarian Universalism all around the world.
     The story of Hans Deutsch reminds us that the symbol of a flaming chalice stood in the beginning for a life of service. When Deutsch designed the flaming chalice, he had never seen a Unitarian or Universalist church or heard a sermon. What he had seen was faith in action—people who were willing to risk all for others in a time of urgent need.
     Today, the flaming chalice is the official symbol of the UU Service Committee and the Unitarian Universalist Association. Officially or unofficially, it functions as a logo for hundreds of congregations. Perhaps most importantly, it has become a focal point for worship. No one meaning or interpretation is official. The flaming chalice, like our faith, stands open to receive new truths that pass the tests of reason, justice, and compassion.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop2/handout1 

3.21: Righteous Among the Nations (560 words)
Adapted from “Unitarian Couple Honored for World War II Bravery,” a story by Michelle Bates Deakin, first published December 12, 2005, by UU World.
     What Rosemary Feigl remembers most clearly about the woman who rescued her from the Nazis is her hat. Martha Sharp wore a fancy one with a long pheasant feather. To Feigl, a 13-year-old girl with nothing but a suitcase to her name, Sharp was her elegant American savior.
     Feigl, who had fled her home in Vienna with her parents in the aftermath of the devastating destruction of Kristallnacht, had a hat of her own, too. It was a beige beret. Twenty-six other children wore hats just like it as Martha Sharp lead them across war-torn Europe to Portugal, where they boarded a ship sailing to the United States in December 1940.
     “Mrs. Sharp risked her safety and her life, when she didn’t even know us,” said Feigl. “She certainly wasn’t Jewish. There was no reason for her to do it other than her strength of character.”
     Sixty-five years later, Martha Sharp and her husband, the Rev. Waitstill Sharp, were honored by Israel as “Righteous Among the Nations” for their strength of character and heroism in their six-year mission to rescue Jews and other refugees from Nazi persecution. Only one other American has been so honored.
     For six years, the Sharps stayed a step ahead of the Gestapo in Czechoslovakia, France, Switzerland, Italy, and Spain as they assisted Jews, journalists, political leaders, and children in finding safety in England and the United States.
     The Sharps’ legacy continues in the human rights organization they helped to found: The Unitarian Universalist Service Committee. The UUSC helped as many as 3,000 people escape Europe. They focused on freeing political refugees who had spoken out against Nazism in Germany or Fascism in Spain.
     In 1941, the Service Committee introduced the symbol of the flaming chalice, which it used as a seal in authenticating travel documents and as its logo. The flaming chalice was later embraced by Unitarian Universalists as the symbol of their religion. The UUSC continues today as an independent human rights organization and an associate member of the UUA.
     Rosemary Feigl was a Jewish child with her parents, seeking refuge in Italy, then Vichy France. Feigl recalls her father coming across a network of Unitarians who were providing affidavits for asylum. And he heard about Martha Sharp, who was arranging to transport children to safety.
     Feigl said goodbye to her parents in Marseilles. “I was so frightened of being alone. I had no money. I was going to a strange country and didn’t speak a word of English,” she recalled in a telephone interview.
     One year and three months after Feigl arrived in the United States, her parents followed.
     After the war, the Sharps’ lives became less dangerous but continued to focus on international relief efforts. Martha continued to work for the USC and in 1943 helped found Children to Palestine, an interfaith effort to bring European Jewish refugee children to new homes in what was then Palestine. Waitstill accepted a position in Cairo with the United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Agency.
     In 2005, Charlie Clements, then UUSC president, said “Over the past 65 years, the legacy of the Sharps and their work during the Holocaust has informed our work and inspired us to challenge modern forms of oppression. The honor bestowed on the Sharps reinforces our commitment to challenge the inhumanity of this era.”
     Waitstill died in 1984. Martha died in 1999.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop2/173602.shtml 

3.22: The Farmer on the Hill, a wisdom tale from Japan (489 words)
     On the top of the hill lived the village curmudgeon.
     No one knew why the farmer was so ornery, yet he never seemed to have a kind word to say.
     No one knew why he was so inhospitable, yet he would not even open his door to visitors.
     No one knew why he lived isolated, at the top of a hill that was difficult to traverse, yet it was rumored that he had moved there after the death of his young son.
     What everyone did know, was that he wanted to be left alone. And alone he was.
     It was time for the festival. Everyone in the village would be there—except for the farmer at the top of the hill. The women sang, the men told tall tales, and the children played, screaming at the top of their lungs as they ripped and ran, trailing long streamers behind them.
     It was all the noise that brought the farmer at the top of the hill outside. “What is all the commotion?” he wondered aloud. Looking down the hill, he could see the village festivities. But it was not the bright sights of the celebration that took his breath away. For looking beyond the village, out to the nearby sea, the farmer saw a huge wave rolling toward the shore with tremendous speed. Though he had never witnessed one, he knew what this was: a tsunami.
     Though his house was safe, up upon the hill, the tsunami was heading straight for the village.
     The farmer yelled out a warning. But because of the festivities, no one could hear him.
     He jumped up and down and waved his arms. But because everyone was having so much fun together, no one saw him. The farmer was frantic. How could he stop the tsunami from drowning the entire village?
     Suddenly, he knew. Though he might be ornery and inhospitable, he knew the village people were not. They had always reached out to him with kindness. The farmer did the only thing he could think to do. With no concern for his own safety, he rushed into his fields and lit all his crops afire.
     A raging inferno ensued, as the dry vegetation quickly wilted and crumbled in the flames. Who saw the flames first? No one knew. Perhaps a bright-eyed child, or an elder with a nose finely attuned for smoke. Whoever it was, the cry of, “Fire!” spread quickly and all the festivities stopped as the villagers’ eyes turned toward the hill.
     “Quick! Get buckets of water! We have to save the farmer and his land!”
     And everyone did. All the villagers rushed up the hill—with buckets, with blankets, and with no concern for their own safety.
     They reached the top and doused the last of the flames. By then, all the farmer’s crops were destroyed. Yet no one from the village drowned in the tsunami. And they all knew why.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop10/194607.shtml 

3.23: On the Trail with No More Deaths (619 words)
Used with permission of Geoffrey Bayer, No More Deaths.
     The July sun beat down, and by mid-morning, there was no avoiding the heat. By 10 am, the anticipation rose with the heat as nearly 40 humanitarian volunteers gathered in a parking lot just outside the small desert town of Arivaca. Our goal was simple, with 110-degree heat predicted for the coming weekend, we came to put jugs of water out for migrants. The trails we hoped to cover were on the Buenos Aires National Wildlife Refuge. The refuge starts at the border and extends north 30 miles in one of the most active migrant corridors in Arizona.
     We arrived at the first water drop after a short drive west. Our caravan stretched up and down both sides of the road, and our first three volunteers, with gallon jugs in hand, started up the trail amidst applause by onlookers. Soon afterwards, U.S. Fish and Wildlife agents arrived and followed them up the trail. Several minutes went by before our volunteers returned, followed by the agents carrying out the jugs. One by one the water droppers were called over and cited for littering. The group included a nurse, a retired professor of social work, and a Presbyterian minister.
     We drove on to our next stop with law enforcement vehicles now in the caravan. Reverend Fife, a resident of Cascabel, and a Hamilton College student took their jugs and placed them on another migrant trail. Fish and Wildlife agents immediately confiscated the water and again issued citations for littering.
     We continued west to the third location, which was quite a distance off Arivaca Road and required some hiking. Upon our arrival we found that our expert in mapping and GPS, and the former Dean of Geo Sciences at the University of Arizona, was also ticketed for littering, but in his case for giving us guidance to the trailheads. The contrast between the two options for water that day were striking: a gallon of clean, pure drinking water on one hand, and a muddy pool of day old rain water in the other. Four more volunteers, including a preschool teacher and a librarian, placed water along a trail as onlookers pleaded with the agents to leave the water: “Please don’t take that water; there are women and children dying out here.” Then solemn chanting began as the agents moved to their trucks, emphasizing each word: “No-more-deaths! No-more-deaths!” The message fell on deaf ears as agents for a third time immediately removed all water and wrote four more citations.
     As the summer sun continued to bear down on us, we arrived at our final planned stop. A Franciscan priest and retired clinical psychologist proceeded to the last drop, but certainly not least! With abundant enthusiasm they ducked under the barbed wire to place desperately needed water jugs on known migrant routes — only to be met and cited, as had all the others.
     After nearly four hours we gathered again, this time on the side of the road, to celebrate the courageous resistance of people of conscience and the communities that stand with them. As the caravan departed in mid-afternoon, we left hopeful and still committed, yet at the same time saddened, as dozens of life-giving jugs of water sat confiscated as ‘evidence of a crime’ in the back of a truck instead of on the migrant trail where it is so desperately needed. We also left burdened by the knowledge that, as weekend desert temperatures reached 112 degrees, we would soon hear the news of the next unnecessary deaths that will undoubtedly come. Indeed, as our migrant brothers and sisters continue on this journey, forced to cross in more dangerous areas, we must keep the resolve to continue this work by their side.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop4/171812.shtml 

3.24: The Village That Could (602 words)
The quotes in this story come from the website Oasis of Peace.
     Imagine a village that is home to 55 families with a waiting list of more than 300 families hoping to become part of the community. Parents choose to raise their children here because they want to break down barriers of fear and mistrust while building bridges of respect and cooperation. Imagine that this village has hosted more than 45,000 visitors over the last 30 years. These visitors have traveled from all over the world to take part in seminars and projects that examine how our world came to be so fractured through miscommunication and preconceived ideas, and how we might heal and find new directions for living together. Fortunately for all of us, this community is real.
     This cooperative village is called Neve Shalom/Wahat al-Salam, also known as Oasis of Peace. The name itself is an act of cooperation because the residents of this village are 50 percent Jewish and 50 percent Palestinian, all with Israeli citizenship. Oasis of Peace, which in Hebrew is Neve Shalom and in Arabic is Wahat al-Salam, is located in Israel and despite the continued conflicts between Israel and Palestine, the residents remain committed to choosing respect over fear and cooperation over isolation and opposition.
     The village began in 1978 when the first family joined Father Bruno Hussar who had been living on the land for six years. Father Hussar was born a Jew in Egypt and later converted to Catholicism. He has dedicated much of his life to establishing peace between Arabs and Jews. His vision included a community where the primary focus is the education of children. “For years there have been academies in the various countries where the art of war has been taught,” Father Hussar wrote. “(W)e wanted to found a school for peace, for peace, too, is an art...”
     The Primary School located in Oasis of Peace offers bilingual and bicultural classes for students from Kindergarten through 7th grade. The environment is one of mutual respect in which the students learn about each other’s heritage, beliefs, language, and cultural narrative in a way that offers legitimacy to that narrative without needing to agree with it. Most of the school’s more than 200 students come from surrounding towns, and the first graduates of the school are now in their 20’s. “I think it’s an achievement,” says Ranin Boulos, a graduate who creates summer camps for Palestinian refugee children. “When you see people from outside the Village sending their kids to a school that is not in their area, it means the message of the school is really working.”
     Another educational center, the School for Peace, extends the learning far beyond the boundaries of the village. Over 45,000 youth and adults have taken part in workshops that provide communication tools as well as opportunities for dialogue in an effort to understand personal roles and responsibilities in conflicts. In memory of Father Hussar, who died in 1996, the Pluralistic Spiritual Centre was also established to provide a space for study and reflection while drawing inspiration from spiritual traditions from around the world.
     Noam Shuster, another graduate of the Primary School, eventually attended an all-Jewish high school. “I would get questions like, ‘What! You’re living with Arabs? Aren’t you afraid they’ll throw stones at you?’ And I was like, ‘WHAT! You’re talking about my best friends!’ Then I realized that (my classmates) didn’t meet people from the other side.”
     In this village, learning the art of peace requires more than just meeting people from the other side. Day after day, the residents of Neve Shalom/Wahat al-Salam prove that Arabs and Jews can live side by side.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop6/village-that-could 

      Adults
3.25: But His Mind by Ani Tenzin Palmo (185 words)
     When the Communists took over Tibet, they imprisoned many monks, nuns, and lamas. These people had done nothing wrong. They were merely there at the time. Some were imprisoned in Chinese labor camps for twenty or thirty years and are only now being released. A while back, I met a monk who had been imprisoned for twenty-five years. He had been tortured and treated badly, and his body was pretty much a wreck. But his mind! When you looked into his eyes, far from seeing bitterness, brokenness, or hatred in them, you could see that they were glowing. He looked as though he had just spent twenty-five years on retreat! All he talked about was his gratitude to the Chinese. They had really helped him develop overwhelming love and compassion towards those who caused him harm. He said, “Without them I would just have continued mouthing platitudes.” But because of his imprisonment, he had to draw on his inner strength. In such circumstances, you either go under or you surmount. When he emerged from prison, he felt nothing but love and understanding towards his captors.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13837 

3.26: Frances Ellen Watkins Harper by Polly Peterson (1,267 words)
Originally published in Stirring the Nation’s Heart: Eighteen Stories of Prophetic Unitarians and Universalists of the Nineteenth Century (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association of Congregations, 2010).
     In the city of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, in the year 1858, a young woman entered a streetcar and sat down. The conductor came to her and insisted she leave, but she stayed quietly in her seat. A passenger intervened, asking if the woman in question might be permitted to sit in a corner. She did not move. When she reached her destination, the woman got up and tried to pay the fare, but the conductor refused to take her money. She threw it down on the floor and left.
     What was that all about?
     It was all about racism. The white conductor was giving the woman on the streetcar, Frances Ellen Watkins, a hard time because she was African American, and Watkins was having none of it. She believed in equality. She believed in treating all people with dignity and respect. Her work obliged her to travel from place to place, and she was used to enduring prejudice and injustice. She had the courage not to let it stop her.
     Frances Ellen Watkins was born in 1825 in Maryland, when slavery was still legal. Born to free parents, she was never a slave. But by the age of three, she was an orphan, living with relatives in Baltimore. Her sad situation had one fortunate outcome. Her uncle William Watkins ran a school called the Academy for Negro Youth, and Frances received an excellent classical education there. Such schools for blacks were very rare.
     By the age of fourteen, Frances had to leave school and go to work. She became a domestic servant. But this unfortunate situation also offered an opportunity. The Quaker family she worked for owned a bookshop and also had books in the house. Whenever time allowed, they gave her free access to all those books. She was an avid reader and soon became known as a writer too. By the age of twenty, she had written enough poems and essays to publish a small book.
     Life for free blacks in Maryland was difficult and became worse after the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850. William Watkins was forced to close his school. He moved to Canada with some of the family, but Frances, at age twenty-five, moved to the free state of Ohio, where she took a job teaching sewing. Two years later, she moved to Pennsylvania, where she continued to teach. Her heart told her that educating black children was the most important work in the world, but she soon realized that managing fifty-three unruly pupils in rural Pennsylvania was not the right job for her.
     While she considered what to do next, events in her home state gave her a new aspiration. Maryland passed a law saying that any free person of color who entered the state would be arrested and sold into slavery. Frances Watkins heard about a young man who unwittingly crossed into Maryland and was sold to a Georgia slaveholder. He escaped but was recaptured and sent back to Georgia, where he soon died. “Upon that grave,” Watkins wrote to a friend, “I pledged myself to the Anti-Slavery cause.”
     Watkins moved to Philadelphia, where there was a substantial community of well-educated and successful blacks. Homeless and friendless, she found her way to William Still, a leader in the African American community. Still was chairman of the Vigilance Committee, organized to assist runaway slaves passing through Philadelphia. His home was the busiest station on the Underground Railroad—a place where people fleeing from slavery could rest and find assistance. Watkins met many fugitives there and heard their heartrending stories.
     For Watkins, the antislavery cause opened a whole new career. Abolitionist papers began publishing her work, and, in 1854, she gave a public lecture on “The Education and the Elevation of the Colored Race.” She gave several more lectures that same week, and soon she had a full-time job as a traveling lecturer for the State Anti-Slavery Society of Maine. She drew large audiences, and judging from newspaper accounts and reviews, she did not disappoint them. New Englanders had long disapproved of women who spoke in public, but opinions were beginning to change, and Frances Watkins was a novelty. Audiences, whether black or white, male or female, wanted to hear this eloquent woman of color who outshone nearly all other orators on the circuit. They were charmed by her musical voice, her well-reasoned arguments, and her poetic language. She published a book of poems in 1854, and thousands of people who attended her lectures bought her book after hearing her speak.
     She donated most of the money she earned from her books to the antislavery cause. Whenever she could, she sent a few dollars to William Still for the Vigilance Committee and the fugitives. At one point, he must have admonished Watkins to keep more of her earnings for herself. She wrote back, “Let me explain a few matters to you. In the first place, I am able to give something. In the second place, I am willing to do so.” In fact, she was more than willing and able. To her, helping humanity was a sacred calling, and she felt blessed to be able to do it. “Oh, is it not a privilege,” she wrote to a friend, “if you are sisterless and lonely, to be a sister to the human race, and to place your heart where it may throb close to down-trodden humanity?”
     Watkins supported a movement called Free Produce, which encouraged people to boycott all products tied to slave labor. “Oh, could slavery exist long if it did not sit on a commercial throne?” she wrote. “Our moral influence against slavery must be weakened, our testimony diluted if . . . we are constantly demanding rice from the swamps, cotton from the plantations, and sugar from the deadly mills.”
     She hoped that blacks would establish a network of schools, newspapers, and churches dedicated to the betterment of themselves and each other. She believed that an important goal of antislavery work was to teach her people “how to build up a character for themselves—a character that will challenge respect in spite of opposition and prejudice; to develop their own souls, intellect and genius, and thus verify their credentials.”
     In 1860, Frances Ellen Watkins married Fenton Harper. When war broke out between the North and the South, she was living on a small farm in Ohio. But her husband died after less than four years of marriage, leaving Frances with a little daughter. She returned to the lecture circuit and traveled throughout the North, supporting the war effort and encouraging the Union Army to allow black troops to join them in the fight.
     The Civil War ended slavery in America, leaving blacks with great hopes but also enormous problems. Frances Harper continued to give speeches and lectures, working in the South now, as well as the North. She did all she could to defend, support, and educate the newly freed blacks.
     Frances Harper advocated for equality and reforms for the rest of her life. The racist rhetoric of her day was ugly and white people who harmed or even murdered blacks usually went unpunished, yet she did not give in to anger or despair. Her words helped Americans across racial lines understand their common humanity and common yearnings. She believed she could contribute to the betterment of society by uplifting her listeners, and she hoped that her life might “gladden the earth.” She shone a light on injustice so that others might see it more clearly—but she remained confident that someday, there would be liberty and justice for all.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/ethics/workshop4/harper 

3.27: The Wind in Both Ears (293 words)
“The Wind in Both Ears,” by Angus MacLean, in The Wind in Both Ears (Boston: Beacon Press, 1965).
     Introduce the story by explaining that the author, Angus MacLean was a Universalist, a professor of religious education, and dean of the Theological School at St. Lawrence University. His influence included a call for religious education to be relevant, to address problems in the world, and to support the family as the prime source of religious education. Read the story aloud, asking the questions included in the text.
     My father sent me up from the root cellar to see about the wind. He was rechecking the winter’s potatoes to remove all signs of rot and was planning on setting out nets for some fresh cod later on. Was there a steady breeze, he wanted to know. Yes, there was. “Now face it,” he said, “so that the wind sings in both your ears. Then tell me where your nose points to.”
     [Ask, “What do you learn by figuring out where the wind sings in both ears? How is that a metaphor for finding direction in life?”]
     …We wonder about truth, about all the whats and whys and whithers of life. Wondering is very important, but it should bear the fruits of faith and thought, and it should turn our faces to whatever is coming down the winds of time and circumstance. We should be finding ourselves on the highway to the realization of great human goals, but here is no clear light on the highway except as an individual may see it for himself [sic].
[Ask, “How has wondering borne fruit in your religious and spiritual life?”]
     ... What is it that’s coming down the wind to meet us? We have decided to make do with an orientation in this life, and all that lies between us and life’s exits calls for courage, thought, and imagination, and active concern...
     ... Anyway, let’s keep the wind singing in both ears, and pray for the courage to interpret and act upon what it brings to us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/newuu/workshop3/160304.shtml 

3.28: Dolores Huerta (1,067 words)
     In September 1965, Filipino grape workers in Delano, California, went on strike for more pay and better working conditions. A week later, the predominantly Mexican American National Farm Workers’ Association joined the strike. Within a year, the two groups merged to form the United Farm Workers of America (UFW), a group that used a variety of nonviolent resistance strategies to push for higher wages and humane working conditions for grape workers. From 1969 to 1970, after a lengthy consumer boycott of California table grapes, the UFW won historic contracts with many growers. The union was a strong force behind the 1975 passage of the California Agricultural Labor Relations Act, which protected the rights of farm workers to organize and negotiate with their employers.
     Behind much of the UFW’s success were its two leaders—the charismatic President Cesar Chavez and the tireless, brilliant, and fearless leader who was the union’s principal organizer, Vice President Dolores Huerta.
     Dolores Huerta was born in 1930 in Dawson, New Mexico, where her father was a miner and union activist, who sometimes worked on local farms. After her parents divorced when she was three, her mother moved with Huerta and her four siblings to a farm worker community in Stockton, California, which is in the San Joaquin Valley. Her mother worked hard, and eventually bought a restaurant and a hotel. A community and union activist, she taught her children to work hard and to care for others.
     Huerta married right out of high school and soon had two children. The marriage did not last, and after the divorce, she earned a teaching degree. Her career in the classroom was brief, however, as she explains, “I couldn’t stand seeing kids come to class hungry and needing shoes. I thought I could do more by organizing farm workers than by trying to teach their hungry children.” Huerta joined the Community Service Organization, which worked on grassroots organizing of Mexican American farm workers. During her five years with the Community Service Organization, she learned many of the organizing skills she would use to great effect throughout her life. She spoke Spanish as she worked on voter registration drives, and English as she lobbied at the state capital for improved public services and voting access for Mexican Americans. In those years, she married for a second time, giving birth to five more children. And she met Cesar Chavez.
     While working for the Community Service Organization, Huerta paid attention to the needs of the farm workers she was organizing. Whole families, including children, worked in the fields for low wages. There were no sanitary facilities and no drinking water provided for the agricultural workers. They were continually exposed to the effects of high doses of pesticides used to increase the growers’ yields. It became clear to her that the workers needed more than the right to vote in elections. They needed a union. When in 1962 the Community Service Organization decided not to become involved in union organizing, she and Chavez resigned and formed the National Farm Workers’ Association, a union that would four years later join with the Filipino union to become the UFW. In the years leading up to the grape workers’ strike, Chavez and Huerta joined the workers picking grapes in the field as a way to earn money to finance the union efforts. There they experienced the inhumane conditions firsthand as they recruited many workers to join their fledgling union.
     During the five-year-long grape workers’ strike, Huerta proved a formidable organizer and advocate. She fully supported Chavez’s principled commitment to nonviolent action and, with him, decided to launch a table grape boycott that raised awareness of conditions for farm workers and gave people across the country an opportunity to do something in support of the UFW. She mentored many people, men and women alike, in leadership roles within the union, knowing just how far to stretch them with each action, so that they grew in skill without being overwhelmed. She was a firm believer in involving entire families in union actions, marches, and pickets, noting that women and children had long worked in the fields, and should be full participants in actions to improve their working conditions. In addition, the presence of women and children helped to keep the union movement nonviolent. It helped to win over public opinion, as Huerta began negotiations with organizers by focusing on what she called “motherhood kinds of things, like clean water and toilets” as well as the risk of pesticides to the children in the field. She said: “Excluding women, protecting them, keeping women at home, that’s the middle class way. Poor people’s movements have always had whole families on the line, ready to move at a moment’s notice, with more courage because that’s all we had. It’s a class not an ethnic thing.” (Mario Garcia, A Delores Huerta Reader (Albuquerque, NM: University of New Mexico Press, 2008))
     By the time the contracts were signed with growers, a first for migrant farm workers, Dolores Huerta had a firmly established reputation as an organizer.
     Throughout that time, and in the decades that followed, she faced enormous criticism about her personal life. She divorced her second husband and began a relationship with Cesar Chavez’s brother, Richard, with whom she had four more children. She took very little pay for her work, and her family often survived on donations. She brought her children along on her organizing trips if they were small enough to be nursing or old enough to help; those in between were often cared for by relatives or neighbors. Many of her children, now well into adulthood, continue to work for the union.
     In 1988, while demonstrating in San Francisco outside of an event that featured presidential candidate George H. W. Bush, Huerta was clubbed and beaten severely by police officers, who broke six of her ribs and damaged her spleen so badly that it had to be surgically removed. A videotape of the beating proved so damaging that the city settled with Huerta out of court for $825,000. She used that money to set up the Dolores Huerta Foundation, whose mission is “to inspire and motivate people to organize sustainable communities to attain social justice.” She serves on the board of the foundation as she continues her life’s work—educating, agitating, organizing, advocating, and motivating at the grassroots to help immigrants and other economically marginalized people act to better their communities and the conditions under which they live and work.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/ethics/workshop9/192040.shtml 


4.0: Children’s Books involving courage and bravery
[bookmark: _Hlk101546476]4.1: I Am Courage: A Book of Resilience by Susan Verde, author and Peter H. Reynolds, illustrator (2021)
[image: I Am Courage: A Book of Resilience (I Am Books): Verde, Susan:  9781419746468: Amazon.com: Books]     “When we picture someone brave, we might think they’re fearless; but real courage comes from feeling scared and facing what challenges us anyway. When our minds tell us ‘I can’t,’ we can look inside ourselves and find the strength to say, ‘Yes, I CAN!’”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WF35l1J1Ay4 (2:59)


4.2: When You Are Brave by Pat Zietlow Miller, author and Eliza Wheeler, illustrator (2019)
[image: When You Are Brave: Miller, Pat Zietlow, Wheeler, Eliza: 9780316392525:  Amazon.com: Books]     “An inspiring picture book affirmation about having courage even in difficult times, because some days, when everything around you seems scary, you have to be brave.
     “Saying goodbye to neighbors. Worrying about new friends. Passing through a big city. Seeing a dark road ahead. In these moments, a young girl feels small and quiet and alone. But when she breathes deeply and looks inside herself, a hidden spark of courage appears, one she can nurture and grow until she glows inside and out.” 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qaXJCjACms0 (5:19)

4.3: The Very Brave Lion by Wendy Ravenhill, author and Cee Biscoe, illustrator (2016)
[image: Amazon.com: Jellycat The Very Brave Lion, 9 inches : Wendy Ravenhill, Cee  Biscoe: Books]     “In ‘The Very Brave Lion,’ a little cub talks to his father about growing up. He learns it’s OK to be scared sometimes, and that kindness and love are all that matters.”
 Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mgQDSI4QokE (3:35)


4.4: The Courageous Dragon by Kirsten Irving, author and Gavin Scott, illustrator (2019)
[image: ]     “Sometimes life can be scary but a true friend can help us be brave. In this gentle adventure a bright, bold dragon helps to make frightening things exciting!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ewupCkkUtjo (2:34)







4.5: The Lion Inside by Rachel Bright, author and Jim Field, illustrator (2016)
[image: The Lion Inside by Rachel Bright]     “‘That day they BOTH learned, that, no matter your size, we all have a mouse AND a lion inside.’ A mouse feels small and insecure and determines that what he needs to do is learn how to roar like a lion. He knows he has to act brave when he approaches a lion to learn how. In a hilarious turn of events, the lion is afraid of mice! The mouse comforts the lion, they become friends, and we learn that there’s a lion and a mouse inside all of us.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H019G18irW0 (6:21)

[image: Malala's Magic Pencil: Yousafzai, Malala, Kerascoët: 9780316319577:  Amazon.com: Books]4.6: Malala’s Magic Pencil by Malala Yousafzai, author and Kerascoët, illustrator (2017)
     “As a child in Pakistan, Malala made a wish for a magic pencil. She would use it to make everyone happy, to erase the smell of garbage from her city, to sleep an extra hour in the morning. But as she grew older, Malala saw that there were more important things to wish for. She saw a 
 world that needed fixing. And even if she never found a magic pencil, Malala realized that she could still work hard every day to make her wishes come true.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zVgtqDDXWVg (10:09)

4.7: A Little SPOT of Courage: A Story About Being Brave by Diane Alber (2020)
[image: A Little SPOT of Courage: A Story About Being Brave (Inspire to Create A  Better You!): Alber, Diane: 9781951287245: Amazon.com: Books]     “What is courage? You might think of super hero when you hear COURAGE, but all of us can do small and big acts of COURAGE every day! A Little SPOT of Courage will show you some ways you can grow your COURAGE SPOT From trying out for a basketball team to helping someone when they are being treated unkind to much more!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0RvnpZlLl4o (9:24)

4.8: Be Brave, Little Penguin by Giles Andreae, author and Guy Parker-Rees, illustrator (2017)
[image: Amazon.com: Be Brave Little Penguin: 9781408338384: Andreae, Giles: Books]     “Little Penguin Pip-Pip would love to join in with all his friends swimming in the sea, but there’s just one problem . . . he’s scared of water. Can Pip-Pip overcome his fears and finally take the plunge? This irresistible story shows that sometimes all it takes is a little bit of encouragement—and a whole lot of heart—to finally make that leap and be BRAVE!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-UQ-vvC6psE (3:38)





4.9: Courageous People Who Changed the World by Heidi Poelman, author and Kyle Kershner, illustrator (2018)
[image: Courageous People Who Changed the World (1): Poelman, Heidi, Kershner,  Kyle: 9781945547751: Amazon.com: Books]     “From the intrepid efforts of Susan B. Anthony to the quiet courage of Rosa Parks, Courageous People Who Changed the World is a young child’s first introduction to the brave people who fought to make the world a better place. Simple text and adorable illustrations tell the contributions of eight champions of freedom: Abraham Lincoln, Rosa Parks, Susan B. Anthony, Malala Yousafzai, Harriet Tubman, William Wilberforce, Mahatma Gandhi, and Martin Luther King Jr. A quote from each individual is included on each spread along with colorful, delightful artwork.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IJPDoggyR58 (8:57)

4.10: Brave As Can Be: A Book of Courage by Jo Witek, author and Christine Roussey, illustrator (2015)
[image: Brave As Can Be: A Book of Courage by Jo Witek, Christine Roussey,  Hardcover | Barnes & Noble®]     “The life of a child can be full of frightening things: the dark, the neighbor’s dog, and thunderstorms, just to name a few. As children get older, they begin to feel braver around these everyday events, but how do they build this newfound confidence?
     “In this lyrical, insightful picture book, an older sister explains to her younger sister all the things she used to be afraid of, along with some tricks to help, whether it’s a special blanket for bedtime or singing during a storm. Now, big sister assures little sister, the fears that once felt as big as a mountain feel as minuscule as a speck of dust.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_i4L2mITBfE (4:45)

[image: Brave Irene: A Picture Book: Steig, William, Steig, William: 9780312564223:  Amazon.com: Books]4.11: Brave Irene by William Steig (1986)
     “Brave Irene is Irene Bobbin, the dressmaker’s daughter. Her mother, Mrs. Bobbin, isn’t feeling so well and can’t possibly deliver the beautiful ball gown she’s made for the duchess to wear that very evening. So plucky Irene volunteers to get the gown to the palace on time, in spite of the fierce snowstorm that’s brewing-- quite an errand for a little girl.
     “But where there’s a will, there’s a way, as Irene proves in the danger-fraught adventure that follows. She must defy the wiles of the wicked wind, her most formidable opponent, and overcome many obstacles before she completes her mission.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qVxjBvnaEyA (10:12)

4.12: You Are Brave by Todd Snow, author and Melodee Strong, illustrator (2007)
[image: Book Review: A self-esteem book for children "You Are Brave" By Todd Snow -  Cleverly Changing]     “Every child is brave in his or her own way. With simple words and vivid illustrations that relate to children’s everyday lives, You Are Brave lets very young children know that bravery is about all kinds of things: walking and running, meeting new people, letting friends play with your toys, trying new foods, and more.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=355QEvaaUDg (1:50)


4.13: Dare to Be Brave: The Magic of Thinking Big by Eevi Jones, author and Mel Schroeder, illustrator (2019)
[image: Dare To Be Brave: The Magic Of Thinking Big (2) (Braving the World): Jones,  Eevi, Schroeder, Mel: 9781732373341: Amazon.com: Books]     “Meet Sally O’Nelly, / a brave little girl. / Freckled and kind, / out to take on the world.
     “‘Fears,’ she ponders, / ‘are funny ol’ things! / Meant to keep us safe, / yet clipping our wings!’
     “Encouraging our little ones to think big, this beautifully illustrated children’s book celebrates the feats of growing into strong, resilient little souls that are not afraid to try, persevere, show strength, and to make mistakes.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KieThsfxai4 (4:33)

[image: Stand Up for Yourself: The Kids' Book of Courage (What We Stand for):  Hanson, Anders: 9781624032974: Amazon.com: Books]4.14: Stand Up for Yourself: The Kids’ Book of Courage by Anders Hanson (2014)
     “Get the courage to stand up for what you believe in! Stand Up for Yourself: the Kids’ Book of Courage will teach kids to try something new, ask for help, show their talents, share their feelings and tell the truth. This book will show kids how to use compassion, respect, responsibility, and honesty with those around them.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5TQ35tuK55M (2:50)

4.15: You Can Face Your Fears (Persistence Project) by Daniel Kenney, author and Sumit Roy, illustrator (2018)
[image: You Can Face Your Fears (Persistence Project): Kenney, Daniel:  9781947865150: Amazon.com: Books]     “The fact is that everybody gets scared. EVERYBODY! And learning to face one’s fears is essential to a life of happiness and success.
     “And parents, guardians, and mentors play a crucial role in helping children learn how to face their fears.
     “You Can Face Your Fears is a simple book... but after reading it, your children will be inspired to face some of those scary things in their lives.
     “They may seem like simple situations to you and I, but dealing with a dark room, a noisy toilet, a neighborhood dog, a scary car wash, or the dentist can seem monumental to a young child.
     “So, it can be very helpful when there is a simple way to start the conversation about these fears. Like this book.
     With fun and silly pictures, and a simple but positive message, You Can Face Your Fears inspires children and lets them know: they are brave, they can face their fears, and win!
     “And... at the end of the read aloud portion of the book, there is a short section that helps parents lead their children in a discussion of exactly how to face their fears.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YIsG9egJNrY (5:00)

4.16: The Day You Begin by Jacqueline Woodson, author and Rafael López, illustrator (2018)
[image: The Day You Begin: Woodson, Jacqueline, López, Rafael: 9780399246531:  Amazon.com: Books]     “There are many reasons to feel different. Maybe it’s how you look or talk, or where you’re from; maybe it’s what you eat, or something just as random. It’s not easy to take those first steps into a place where nobody really knows you yet, but somehow you do it.
     “Jacqueline Woodson’s lyrical text and Rafael López’s dazzling art reminds us that we all feel like outsiders sometimes-and how brave it is that we go forth anyway. And that sometimes, when we reach out and begin to share our stories, others will be happy to meet us halfway.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U02y5gSIDOs (4:51)

4.17: The Year We Learned to Fly by Jacqueline Woodson, author and Rafael López, illustrator (2022) 
[image: The Year We Learned to Fly by Jacqueline Woodson: 9780399545535 |  PenguinRandomHouse.com: Books]     “On a dreary, stuck-inside kind of day, a brother and sister heed their grandmother’s advice: ‘Use those beautiful and brilliant minds of yours. Lift your arms, close your eyes, take a deep breath, and believe in a thing. Somebody somewhere at some point was just as bored you are now.’ And before they know it, their imaginations lift them up and out of their boredom. Then, on a day full of quarrels, it’s time for a trip outside their minds again, and they are able to leave their anger behind. This precious skill, their grandmother tells them, harkens back to the days long before they were born, when their ancestors showed the world the strength and resilience of their beautiful and brilliant minds.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JIyxqKS0wqk (4:31)

4.18: Courage by Bernard Waber (2002)
[image: Courage: Waber, Bernard: 0046442238557: Amazon.com: Books]     “What is courage? Certainly, it takes courage for a firefighter to rescue someone trapped in a burning building, but there are many other kinds of courage too. Everyday kinds that normal, ordinary people exhibit all the time, like ‘being the first to make up after an argument,’ or ‘going to bed without a nightlight.’ [The book] …explores the many varied kinds of courage and celebrates the moments, big and small, that bring out the hero in each of us.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7wtOxPXKmG0 (4:45)

4.19: When Worry Takes Hold by Liz Haske, author and Insong Nam, illustrator (2017)
[image: When Worry Takes Hold: Haske, Liz, Nam, Insong: 9780999441503: Amazon.com:  Books]     “One night just before the lights went out, Worry snuck into Maya’s mind. Worry grew bigger and bigger until there was no space left for anything else. Just darkness and fear. Join Maya as she finds Courage, through the form of a calming breath, and learns how to break free from Worry’s hold.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3gqWyY6eKOg (7:38)

4.20: Brave Girl: Clara and the Shirtwaist Makers’ Strike of 1909 by Michelle Markel, author and Melissa Sweet, illustrator (2013)
[image: Brave Girl: Clara and the Shirtwaist Makers' Strike of 1909: Markel,  Michelle, Sweet, Melissa: 9780061804427: Amazon.com: Books]     “The true story of the young immigrant who led the largest strike of women workers in U.S. history. This picture book biography about the plight of immigrants in America in the early 1900s and the timeless fight for equality and justice should not be missed.
     “When Clara arrived in America [from Ukraine], she couldn’t speak English. She didn’t know that young women had to go to work, that they traded an education for long hours of labor, that she was expected to grow up fast.
     “But that didn’t stop Clara. She went to night school, spent hours studying English, and helped support her family by sewing in a shirtwaist factory.
     “Clara never quit, and she never accepted that girls should be treated poorly and paid little. Fed up with the mistreatment of her fellow laborers, Clara led the largest walkout of women workers the country had seen.
     “From her short time in America, Clara learned that everyone deserved a fair chance. That you had to stand together and fight for what you wanted. And, most importantly, that you could do anything you put your mind to.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RxbHVOUuSZI (10:29)

4.21: The Youngest Marcher: The Story of Audrey Faye Hendricks, a Young Civil Rights Activist by Cynthia Levinson, author and Vanessa Brantley-Newton, illustrator (2017)
[image: The Youngest Marcher: The Story of Audrey Faye Hendricks, a Young Civil  Rights Activist by Cynthia Levinson (Paperback) | Scholastic Book Clubs]     “Meet the youngest known child to be arrested for a civil rights protest in Birmingham, Alabama, 1963, in this moving picture book that proves you’re never too little to make a difference.
     “Nine-year-old Audrey Faye Hendricks intended to go places and do things like anybody else.
     “So, when she heard grown-ups talk about wiping out Birmingham’s segregation laws, she spoke up. As she listened to the preacher’s words, smooth as glass, she sat up tall. And when she heard the plan—picket those white stores! March to protest those unfair laws! Fill the jails!—she stepped right up and said, I’ll do it! She was going to j-a-a-il!
     “Audrey Faye Hendricks was confident and bold and brave as can be, and hers is the remarkable and inspiring story of one child’s role in the Civil Rights Movement.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wMp2VAPYhgo (14:10)

4.22: Lizzie Demands a Seat!: Elizabeth Jennings Fights for Streetcar Rights by Beth Anderson, author and E. B. Lewis, illustrator (2020)
[image: Lizzie Demands a Seat!: Elizabeth Jennings Fights for Streetcar Rights:  Anderson, Beth, Lewis, E. B.: 9781629799391: Amazon.com: Books]     “In 1854, Elizabeth ‘Lizzie’ Jennings, an African American schoolteacher, fought back when she was unjustly denied entry to a New York City streetcar, sparking the beginnings of the long struggle to gain equal rights on public transportation.
     “One hundred years before Rosa Parks took her stand, Elizabeth ‘Lizzie’ Jennings tried to board a streetcar in New York City on her way to church. Though there were plenty of empty seats, she was denied entry, assaulted, and threatened all because of her race—even though New York was a free state at that time. Lizzie decided to fight back. She told her story, took her case to court—where future president Chester Arthur represented her--and won! Her victory was the first recorded in the fight for equal rights on public transportation, and Lizzie’s case set a precedent.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F2g-5kjccMU (12:56)

4.23: Muhammad Ali: A Champion Is Born by Gene Barretta, author and Frank Morrison, illustrator (2017)
[image: Muhammad Ali: A Champion Is Born: Barretta, Gene, Morrison, Frank:  9780062430168: Amazon.com: Books]     “The Louisville Lip. The Greatest. The People’s Champion. Muhammad Ali had many nicknames. But before he became one of the most recognizable faces in the world, before the nicknames and the championships, before he converted to Islam and changed his name to Muhammad Ali, he was twelve-year-old Cassius Clay riding a brand-new red-and-white bicycle through the streets of Louisville, Kentucky. One fateful day, this proud and bold young boy had that bike stolen, his prized possession, and he wouldn’t let it go. Not without a fight.
     “This would be the day he discovered boxing. And a champion was born.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=db2x9vMbLP8 (14:00)










4.24: White Water by Michael S. Bandy and Eric Stein, authors and Shadra Stickland illustrator (2011)
[image: White Water by Michael S. Bandy, Eric Stein: 9780763679453 |  PenguinRandomHouse.com: Books]     “It’s a scorching hot day, and going into town with Grandma is one of Michael’s favorite things. When the bus pulls up, they climb in and pay their fare, get out, walk to the back door, and climb in again. By the time they arrive in town, Michael’s throat is as dry as a bone, so he runs to the water fountain. But after a few sips, the warm, rusty water tastes bad. Why is the kid at the ‘Whites Only’ fountain still drinking? Is his water clear and refreshingly cool? No matter how much trouble Michael might get into, he’s determined to find out for himself. Based on a transformative experience co-author Michael Bandy had as a boy, this compelling story sheds light on the reality of segregation through a child’s eyes, while showing the powerful awareness that comes from daring to question the way things are.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LSFKtbpBcmg (6:57)

4.25: Granddaddy’s Turn (A Journey to the Ballot Box) by Michael S. Bandy & Eric Stein, authors and James E. Ransome illustrator (2015)
[image: Granddaddy's Turn: A Journey to the Ballot Box: Bandy, Michael S., Stein,  Eric, Ransome, James E.: 9780763665937: Amazon.com: Books]     “Life on the farm with Granddaddy is full of hard work, but despite all the chores, Granddaddy always makes time for play, especially fishing trips. Even when there isn’t a bite to catch, he reminds young Michael that it takes patience to get what’s coming to you. One morning, when Granddaddy heads into town in his fancy suit, Michael knows that something very special must be happening—and sure enough, everyone is lined up at the town hall! For the very first time, Granddaddy is allowed to vote, and he couldn’t be more proud. But can Michael be patient when it seems that justice just can’t come soon enough? This powerful and touching true-life story shares one boy’s perspective of growing up in the segregated South, while beautiful illustrations depict the rural setting in tender detail.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VIvXYEEvbng (6:07)

4.26: Northbound: A Train Ride Out of Segregation by Michael S. Bandy & Eric Stein, authors and James E. Ransome illustrator (2020)
[image: Northbound: A Train Ride Out of Segregation: Bandy, Michael S., Stein,  Eric, Ransome, James E.: 9780763696504: Amazon.com: Books]     “Michael and his granddaddy always stop working to watch the trains as they rush by their Alabama farm on the way to distant places. One day Michael gets what he’s always dreamed of: his first train journey, to visit cousins in Ohio! Boarding the train in the bustling station, Michael and his grandma follow the conductor to the car with the ‘colored only’ sign. But when the train pulls out of Atlanta, the signs come down, and a boy from the next car runs up to Michael, inviting him to explore. The two new friends happily scour the train together and play in Bobby Ray’s car—until the conductor calls out ‘Chattanooga!’ and abruptly ushers Michael back to his grandma for the rest of the ride. How could the rules be so changeable from state to state—and so unfair? Based on author Michael Bandy’s own recollections of taking the train as a boy during the segregation era, this story of a child’s magical first experience is intercut with a sense of baffling injustice, offering both a hopeful tale of friendship and a window into a dark period of history that still resonates today.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=197RzQHQyQ0 

5.0: Music, Videos, and Related Resources for Children
5.1: Be Brave Little Penguin by Giles Andreas as a song from Savannah Kids TV (6:15)
See the book at 4.8. 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Zn7bYgo7Sgk 
5.2: What is Courage? Written & Voiced by Stephanie Bierman (2:21)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rkg-ffNGv_E 
5.3: A Bug’s Life scene about Courage (1:41)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lC_Xsd2ekkw 

6.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
6.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
6.1.1: Session 22: Imagination
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session22 
Imagination is one of the tools involved in theological reflection.
“Participants will:
· Express their imagination through art
· Experience a connection between imagination and creativity
· Understand that people of all ages can use their imagination to wonder and to express feelings.”
6.1.2: Session 4: Making Chalices
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session4 
Given its history, the flaming chalice is a symbol of courage.
“Participants will:
· Become familiar with the chalice as a symbol of our Unitarian Universalist faith. See story about the flaming chalice at https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session2/60017.shtml 
· Begin to develop a sense of identity as a Unitarian Universalist
· Begin to understand that there are many ways to express religion.”
6.1.3: Session 6: Chalice Necklaces
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session6 
Given its history, the flaming chalice is a symbol of courage.
“Participants will:
· Reinforce their understanding of the chalice as a symbol of their Unitarian Universalist faith
· Connect wonder, peace, love, and joy with the chalice
· Learn the song I’ve Got Peace Like a River.”
6.1.4: Session 8: Fruit Chalices
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session8 
Given its history, the flaming chalice is a symbol of courage.
“Participants will:
· Explore the shape and parts of the chalice, using edible fruit
· Reinforce their understanding of the chalice as the symbol of Unitarian Universalism. See story about the flaming chalice at https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session2/60017.shtml
· Feel connected to the chalice and to their Chalice Children group.”
6.1.5: Session 27: Teddy Bear Month — Lost!
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session27 
Overcoming fear requires courage.
“Participants will:
· Experience comfort as they share with the group their fears of and feelings about being lost
· Understand that fear is a feeling everyone shares and that it helps to talk about it.”
6.1.6: Session 30: Halloween
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session30 
Overcoming fear requires courage.
“Participants will:
· Experience how exploring fears together makes them less scary
· Connect a safe, fun experience of Halloween with their Unitarian Universalist congregation.”

6.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
6.2.1: Session 2: Symbols of Faith
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session2 
Given its history, the flaming chalice is a symbol of courage.
“Participants will:
· Create a personal faith symbol or decorate a chalice
· Construct a chalice as a symbol of their faith home to use in their family home
· Listen and interact with the story, Flame of Learning, Chalice of Love. Explore the meaning of the components of the chalice symbol
· Learn the hymn, Spirit of Life
· Create personal symbols of faith
· Optional: Internalize the chalice story by participating in a Faith in Action project involving refugees”

6.3: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
6.3.1: Session 11: Hear Our Voices
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session11 
The story of Ruby Bridges is a story about courage. Further, making our voices heard can also require considerable courage.
“This session will:
· Introduce the Unitarian Universalist fifth Principle, that everyone deserves a say about the things that concern them
· Teach that participants can make a difference in others’ lives even with what we think are small actions
· Foster empathy.
· Share a story about Ruby Bridges.
· Affirm the gifts they have to offer the world around them.”

6.4: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
6.4.1: Session 2: Conscience: Hearing the Inner Voice
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session2 
Listening to and acting on one’s conscience often requires courage.
“This session will:
· Introduce the concept of having an “inner voice” or conscience
· Identify the conscience as one of many tools that Unitarians use to search for truth and make moral decisions
· Strengthen participants’ understanding of the concepts included in both parts of the fifth Unitarian Universalist Principle, “right of conscience and the use of the democratic process”
· Guide participants to notice and document their own acts of goodness and talk about these acts each time Moral Tales meets, in the Gems of Goodness project
· Strengthen participants’ connections to their faith community
· Strengthen participants’ sense of responsibility to the community.”
6.4.2: Session 12: Making a Difference
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session12 
Making a difference often requires courage.
“The session will:
· Take pride in sharing ways that they acted with courage this week
· Learn more about courage from hearing other children share their acts of goodness
· Gain a greater understanding of the meaning of courage to act with conscience
· Experience feeling more assertive and courageous
· Identify situations in which they would like to feel more courageous
· Strengthen connection to their faith community
· Strengthen their sense of responsibility to the community.”
6.4.3: Session 13: Justice for All
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session13 
Working for justice often requires courage.
“This session will:
· Make participants aware of the inequitable distribution of wealth around the world
· Build participants’ empathy for people who are treated unfairly
· Begin to empower participants to take action when they experience or witness injustice
· Teach participants to be allies for people who are oppressed, suffering or being treated unfairly
· Engage participants in experiences that promote the second and fourth Unitarian Universalist Principles: justice, equity and compassion in human relations, and the goal of world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all.”
6.4.4: Session 14: Courage
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session14 
This session defines courage “as the ability to stand up for what we believe is right despite our fears.”
“This session will:
· Give participants an opportunity to share acts of goodness that they have done (or witnessed)
· Provide a forum for children to hear peers share stories about courage and articulate their own
· Encourage participants to imagine themselves feeling more courageous in a situation that they are concerned about
· Help participants understand courage as an act of goodness
· Guide participants’ understanding of the role of conscience and compassion in inspiring one to act with courage.
· Strengthen participants’ connection to and sense of responsibility to their faith community.”
6.4.5: Session 15: Courage and Perseverance
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session15 
“To act out of goodness and for justice often requires courage, determination and the will to keep going despite many challenges.”
“Participants will:
· Participate in the Gems of Goodness exercise
· Hear a story that illustrates courage and perseverance when one is compelled by conscience and compassion.
· Discuss perseverance and share stories of times when they have worked hard for something important.
· Learn about a variety of real children and adults who worked hard for what they believed in
· Engage in visual or verbal expression by creating a comic strip or book about a real-life hero who worked hard for something they believed in.”

6.5: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
6.5.1: Session 10: Speak Out
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session10 
Standing up to others in response to one’s conscience requires courage.
This session will:
· Strengthen Unitarian Universalist identity by introducing Maria Cook, a 19th-century Universalist minister and practitioner of civil disobedience, as an example of our second Source, words and deeds of prophetic women and men that challenge us to confront powers and structures of evil with justice, compassion, and the transforming power of love
· Explore our fifth Unitarian Universalist Principle, the right of conscience and the use of the democratic process
· Demonstrate how standing up to others, including those in power, in order to follow one’s conscience can be an act of faith
· Give participants inspiration, affirmation, and strategies for standing up for what they think is right in their daily lives
· Teach children how their actions can and do express their faith — their ideas of right and wrong, their values and their beliefs.
6.5.2: Session 11: Get Involved
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session11 
The right of conscience and exercising and defending democracy require courage, as does standing for justice.
“Participants will:
· Become empowered as people who can act in faith and make a difference by expressing their convictions in a democratic process
· Learn how Unitarian Universalists of all ages in California spoke up for marriage equality (which is now under attack in some places in the United States)
· Learn about the democratic process and practice civic responsibility through participation in an action campaign
· Experience different feelings associated with justice and injustice through singing a justice song
· Name ways that they might act which would reflect the signpost ‘Get Involved’”
· Name ways that they have translated faith into action by participating in the Faithful Footprints exercise.
6.5.3: Session 12: Make Peace
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session12 
Peace is linked to liberty and justice for all, all of which involve courage.
“This session will:
· Strengthen Unitarian Universalist identity as children learn about Adin Ballou and his work for peace
· Teach and reinforce our sixth Unitarian Universalist Principle, the goal of world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all
· Demonstrate how working for peace is a way to act faithfully based on our sixth Principle
· Encourage and empower participants as peacemakers
· Teach children how their actions can and do express their faith — their ideas of right and wrong, their values and their beliefs.”
6.5.4: Session 13: Build World Community
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session13 
Really working to build world community often involves courage.
This session will:
· Teach and reinforce our sixth Unitarian Universalist Principle, the goal of world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all
· Present our denomination as a builder of international connections through our Unitarian Universalist Partner Church program
· Affirm the worth and dignity of people whose cultural traditions may differ from our own
· Nurture children’s international empathy by exploring cultural commonalities and differences
· Model hospitality and welcome as ways to act on our sixth Principle, through a story of a Transylvanian Unitarian community welcoming a visitor from another country.

6.6: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
6.6.1: Session 15: Love in Action
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session15 
Our second source reminds us of prophetic women and men who chose courage.
“This session will:
· Deepen understanding of the second Unitarian Universalist Source, in child-friendly language “The women and men of long ago and today whose lives remind us to be kind and fair”
· Encourage empathy and affirm courage, through a story of Harriet Tubman and the Underground Railroad
· Introduce the concept of a “bystander” and the choice to get involved when something is wrong
· Empower children to act as agents of justice and kindness
· Reinforce the metaphor of following the stars so love can guide us
· Help children evaluate what makes a good leader.”

6.7: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
6.7.1: Session 15: Witness for Justice: Public Signs of Our UU Values
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session15 
Public witness for justice is often a demonstration of courage.
“This session will:
· Show that public witness for justice is a sign of our faith
· Introduce John L. Cashin, a UU ancestor who showed his faith through public witness
· Demonstrate multiple ways to make public witness
· Explore the congregation’s public witness ministry.”

6.8: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
6.8.1: Session 10: Courage and Conviction (Saddlebags)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session10 
For Unitarian Universalists, courage is an integral aspect of a life of faith.
“This session will:
· Deepen Unitarian Universalist identity, ethical discernment, and understanding of Unitarian Universalist faith through reflection and discussion
· Convey that Unitarian Universalism affirms courage and conviction as integral aspects of a life of faith
· Demonstrate that Unitarian Universalism is a faith that values an unending search for truth and meaning, encourages individuals and faith communities to discern convictions that they find spiritually imperative, and supports them in standing up for these convictions in their lives and communities
· Show how Unitarian Universalism helps people find courage to stand up for what they believe
· Present Unitarian Universalism as a faith with a long tradition of courageous leadership in matters of the spirit, exemplified by the early pioneers of the Universalist movement who traveled and preached, often at great peril, because they believed strongly in religion that values faith, hope and love over anger, punishment, and fear
· Engage participants in the spiritual practices of chalice lighting, voicing of joys and concerns, and intentional discussion.”
6.8.2: Session 14: Justice (Flashlight)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session14 
Working for justice usually requires considerable courage.
“Participants will:
· Reflect on the variety of ways to work for justice as Unitarian Universalists
· Confront the challenge presented by a call to shine one’s light on global issues at the expense of helping with family and local issues
· Explore and release tension about difficult justice issues, through play
· Express hope for justice using the symbolism of shining their own light
· Create a personal ‘light’ to symbolize the light in each person.”

6.9: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
6.9.1: Session 13: Images of Injustice
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session13 
Working against inequity can require courage.
“Participants will:
· Learn about 19th-century Unitarian writer Charles Dickens
· Learn the terms ‘haves’ and ‘have-nots’ and apply them to Dickens’ society and our own
· Explore how contemporary media portray extreme poverty and extreme wealth
· Identify specific ways for awareness of inequities to guide our faithful actions
· Reflect on their own lives, in terms of ‘abundance’ or ‘scarcity,’ and express this reflection on their individual Window/Mirror Panels.”

6.10: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
6.10.1: Session 8: The Power of Peace
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session8 
Nonviolence protest and civil disobedience both require courage.
“This session will:
· Examine the phrase “dwell together in peace” as one expression of how Unitarian Universalists can be tied together in beloved community
· Demonstrate how the concept of civil disobedience links Henry David Thoreau, Mohandas Gandhi, and Martin Luther King, Jr.
· Demonstrate how prophetic love can span generations, geographies, and social justice issues
· Teach that promoting nonviolent communication and seeking social justice and political change through use of peaceful means are part of our Unitarian Universalist heritage.”

6.11: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
6.11.1: Session 9: Right and Wrong
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session9 
Following one’s conscience in choosing right over wrong is often an act of courage.
“This session will:
· Pose the Big Question ‘How can I tell right from wrong?’ and explore Unitarian Universalist responses
· Explore the concept of the conscience
· Examine how one’s actions affect oneself and others
· Apply moral abstractions to real situations
· Provide Unitarian Universalist guidelines for confronting moral and ethical dilemmas.”

6.12: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
Amazing Grace helps sixth graders understand right and wrong and act on their new understanding. Given its focus, all of the sessions touch on the theme of courage directly or indirectly.
· Session 1: Introducing Amazing Grace: Exploring Right and Wrong
· Session 2: Curious Faith
· Session 3: Being Good, Being Bad
· Session 4: Telling Right From Wrong
· Session 5: Unitarian Universalism
· Session 6: The First U
· Session 7: The Second U
· Session 8: Uus In Action
· Session 9: Spirituality and Me
· Session 10: Right and Wrong Together
· Session 11: Rules, Rules, Rules
· Session 12: Human And Divine
· Session 13: The Seeds of Character
· Session 14: Doing Your Good Side
· Session 15: Saving the World
· Session 16: Look At Me, World

6.13: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
6.13.1: Workshop 8: Come Be with Trees
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop8
The Green Belt Movement launched by Wangari Maathai in Kenya empowered women who have planted 51 million trees. Such empowerment often involves courage.
“Participants will:
· Directly engage with trees and nature in a variety of ways
· Gain inspiration and a sense of empowerment from the story of Wangari Maathai
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and song
· Experience multigenerational learning.”

6.14: Heeding the Call, Jr. High Ages 12-15: Qualities of A Justice Maker
6.14.1: Workshop 5: The Call for Courage
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop5 
Courage is an important quality of being a justice maker.
“This workshop will:
· Identify courage as a quality needed to bring about a more just world
· Examine how we can act with courage in big and small ways
· Encourage youth to be courageous
· Explore the role that fear plays in acting with courage
· Introduce the Oppression Continuum, a new tool for the Justicemakers Guide.”
6.14.2: Workshop 8: The Call for Peace
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop8 
Peace-building, a crucial activity, requires courage.
“This workshop will:
· Identify a commitment to peace building as a quality needed to bring about a more just world
· Encourage youth to work for peace
· Introduce peace-building tools
· Explore individual and collective roles in building peace.”

6.15: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
6.15.1: Workshop 19: Atheism and Agnosticism: Not in Temples Made with Hands
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop19 
Being an atheist publicly can involve considerable courage.
“This workshop will:
· Introduce participants to fundamentals of atheism and agnosticism
· Acquaint participants with some important legal successes of the American atheist movement
· Learn how novelist Mary McCarthy went from believer to nonbeliever in a God
· Consider the importance of atheists and agnostics to Unitarian Universalism.”
6.15.2: Workshop 20: Cults: Lose Your Will, Lose Your Soul
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop20 
Resisting the influence of cults, as well as leaving a cult, requires courage.
“This workshop will:
· Establish a working definition of a “cult” and introduce some fundamental characteristics of cults
· Provide resources for analyzing the behavior of groups
· Introduce the story of the growth and tragic end of the Peoples Temple
· Acquaint participants with ways in which Unitarian Universalism is sometimes considered a cult.”

Resources for Youth & Adults
7.0: Reflections, Readings, Stories & Poetry
7.1: Quiet Braveries by Mark Nepo (176 words)
     Breeders shoot horses with broken legs, as if there’s nothing else to be done. But now I know they do this for themselves, not wanting to care for a horse that cannot run.
     In just this way, fearful and selfish people cut the cord to those who are broken, not wanting to sit with a friend who can’t find tomorrow, not wanting to be saddled with someone who will slow them down, not wanting to face what is broken in themselves. In this lies the challenge of compassion. For when we dare to hold those forced to the ground, dare hold them close, the truth of the holding and listening sings and we are carried into the wisdom of broken bones and how things heal.
     These are quiet braveries we all need: The courage to wait and to watch with all of who we are. The courage to admit that we are not alone. The courage to hold each other to the ear of our heart. And the courage to care for things that are broken.
Source: The Exquisite Risk: Daring to Live an Authentic Life by Mark Nepo

7.2: The Courage of Compassion by Christina Feldman (226 words)
     Empathy and embodiment together are the nature of compassion. Empathy teaches us to listen to and understand suffering and its causes. Embodiment is concerned with what we do with that understanding. Embodiment asks for courage. A compassionate life is a fearless life. It is courage that rescues compassion from being only a fine sentiment restricted to those who are helpless and innocent. It takes great courage to have compassion be the guiding principle of our thoughts, words, and acts. Courage is needed as mindfulness awakens us to the depth and apparent endlessness of suffering in the world. Remarkable courage is needed to stay close to the suffering that feels unbearable. It is courage that enables us to look pain in the eye without wavering. Compassion in its deepest sense is immeasurable. It embraces the most difficult people in our lives, the most brutal people in the world. Compassion is concerned with meeting suffering and uprooting the causes of suffering: the greed, hatred, and confusion that scars the lives and hearts of too many in this world.
     …Compassion recognizes the ways in which untold suffering is generated and regenerated through thoughts, words, and acts of ill will, fear, and confusion, and does not turn away. We may indeed feel fearful in the face of cruelty and harshness but know there is something more important than our fear.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28223 

7.3: The Courage of Writing Fiction by Melissa Pritchard (232 words)
     If, as John Gardner asserts in his book On Moral Fiction, true art is moral, if art instructs by seeking to improve life, then the artist finds herself, as Simone Weil insists, accountable. She must be conscious of what she espouses. To be accountable to the power of language and responsible at least for the conscious intent of one’s stories demands courage on the part of the artist. And courage, as I think about it, seems to have something to do with the willingness to eternally, doggedly pursue truth, no matter what the threat to our safe notion of things.
     An almost intolerable tension exists between the mind’s sense of its own eternity and the anguished awareness of life’s mortality. To be capable of sustaining this tension, the artist must cultivate Keats’ “capacity for a negative genius,” a capacity to tolerate, endure, even thrive on uncertainty, to be capable of posing, as Chekhov claimed we must, the correct questions and not impose answers. To go where narrative events prove most dangerous, where the risk to the integrity of one’s characters is highest, to refer not to secular laws of justice so much as to examine their disturbing exceptions demands courage. As Emile Zola said in J’Accuse, “I have but one passion, the passion for the light, in the name of humanity which has suffered so much and which is entitled to happiness….”
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27935 

7.4: Four Ways to Courage by David Richo (233 words)
     Wholeness implies that we have all the virtues as potential within…. For instance, courage is always resident in our psyche. Like all virtues, it can be activated in any of four ways: It can happen by effort: keep acting as if you were courageous and eventually you will build the habit of courage (A virtue is a habit.) It can also happen interactively as the natural result of experiences that provide encouragement. …As a result, we notice that we automatically have more courage. 
     …Virtue can also happen by grace, which takes two forms. It is sometimes available in an essential ongoing way so that it seems to be part of our personality. Sometimes grace is existentially available, suddenly granted in the here-and-now moment of need. When the grace is essential, courage is an innate gift that we have always been able to access. The daredevil you remember in grammar school may be an example of someone with that gift. When the grace is existential, courage comes to us suddenly: we see someone in need or are confronted with a challenge and we respond courageously without thinking. It seems to come from nowhere, not from familiar ego resources but from a power beyond our limitations; hence it is called grace.
     So, virtues manifest in four ways: by effort, interaction, essential grace, and existential grace. Look within yourself and ask how courage lives in you. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/11794

7.5: Courageous Compassion by Thupten Jinpa (277 words)
     When we make a habit of compassion in our everyday lives through regular practice and action, we live with more courage, less stress, and greater freedom. In time, we will automatically see ourselves and the world in terms of the interconnectedness of ourselves and others. Our default position toward other people will be as fellow humans rather than sources of antagonism and threat. Our new, other-oriented habits will free us from the old habits of self-judgment, self-protection, and worrying about ourselves that they replace. …We will come to embody compassion, not just admire it as an ideal. We will learn to live it through our thoughts, feelings, and behavior. In short, making a habit of compassion will transform our lives.
     Being compassionate does not make us timid or tolerant of injustice. On a societal level, in fact, a truly compassionate response to injustice stems from a sense of strong moral outrage—a form of anger, but a constructive one. It was moral outrage that spurred Mahatma Gandhi to lead the Indian people to freedom from British Colonial rule, drove Abraham Lincoln to his campaign against slavery, Rosa Parks to courageously defy bus segregation one cold December morning in Montgomery, Alabama, and Nelson Mandela to lead a lifelong campaign against the apartheid system. Thanks to their strong sense of moral outrage and courage, today our world is a better place. What sustains the amazing courage of the young Pakistani activist Yousufzai Malala is her moral outrage at the injustice of the Taliban’s ban on education of girls. At the root of their moral outrage: a deep concern for the welfare of others, especially the weak and the downtrodden.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28043 

7.6: Sabbath Mind by Wayne Muller (277 words)
     I was speaking with Hans-Peter Durr, who for twenty years collaborated with Nobel Prize winner Werner Heisenberg, discoverer of the famous Uncertainty Principle in quantum physics. Himself a noted quantum physicist, Hans-Peter told me that he often had long, impassioned discussions with Heisenberg when they were working together on a particular problem. “We would be talking excitedly about the problem from every angle, and then suddenly Heisenberg would say, ‘Wait, I think we have touched on something very important here. Let’s not talk about it anymore. Let’s wait for two weeks, and let it solve itself.’ Then, when we got back together two weeks later, it would invariably be solved. We would begin talking, and we both knew we had the answer.”
     Sabbath honors this quality of not knowing, an open receptivity of mind essential for allowing things to speak to us from where they are. If we take a day and rest, we cultivate Sabbath Mind. We let go of knowing what will happen next, and find the courage to wait for the teaching that has not yet emerged. The presumption of the Sabbath is the it is good, and that the wisdom, courage, and clarity we need are already embedded in creation. Our work is not always to push and strive and struggle. Sometimes we have only to be still ... and we will know.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28586 

7.7: Courage, Perseverance, and Community by Amy Sander Montanez (242 words)
     This process of healing and being healed, of living into our uniqueness and fullness, is …[a] joy…. We are all trying to find our way back Home, home to our holy nature, and …we do it, healing thread by thread. I believe this kind of personal transformation requires three things of us: courage, perseverance, and community.
     Courage, because one of the hardest things we do as people who believe in transformation is to look at the truth of ourselves. Being vulnerable and truthful with ourselves …and others is courageous work. Sometimes the process of this inner work, the process of claiming our personal truths can feel negative, dark, and full of grief. For some of us, it is even scary to look at our light and our strengths. Somehow, we know that our lives will change if we claim and share our stories and our personal truths. We also know that we can’t control how they will change, and giving up that control can be frightening. It can also be freeing.
     That is why perseverance is necessary. Transformation is not an easy process and there is no quick fix. …Sticking with the process and believing we are worth it; we will come out transformed into our own unique Self.
     …The aspect that seems the hardest for some of us is belonging to and participating in community. Most of us need support and encouragement, …[to] …stay on the path. …That’s simply the truth. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/25815 

7.8: The Inward Rappel by Parker Palmer (256 words)
     …Years ago, I went on an amazing, week-long Outward Bound program. I say “amazing” now. At the time, what amazed me was that I was paying good money to do things that scared me to death!
     One of those things was rappelling down a 110-foot cliff on Hurricane Island off the coast of Maine. I was not alone in my fear. Most of the ten people who came on that program were fearful about rappelling, as well as the other physical and mental challenges we faced day and night.
     I’ve forgotten how to rappel. But I will never forget the way ten strangers offered each other constant encouragement and support that week. Not once was anyone ignored — let alone scoffed at or shamed — as they wrestled with their fears. Instead, we talked openly about what scared us, and offered each other the kind of compassion that gave everyone courage to make it through.
     When I came home and went back to work, I looked around and said to myself, “If only we could see the ‘inward rappel’ so many of us are making right now — the daunting challenges so many folks wake up to each morning — we’d have more compassion and offer each other more support. If our inner struggles were more visible, more compassion would flow.”
     …All of us can exercise an empathetic imagination about the “inward rappels” others are making, just as the poet Miller Williams urges us to do: “Have compassion for everyone you meet / even if they don’t want it …”
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/rappelling-together-downward-and-inward/ 

7.9: Love is Not a Feeling, It’s an Ability that Requires Courage by bell hooks (266 words)
     When you tell someone that there’s really a practice …to love—they are hesitant to fully accept that. 
     …Anytime we do the work of love, we are doing the work of ending domination. In a culture of domination, it’s extremely hard to cultivate love or to be love. …There’s so much disrespect afloat. Respect comes from a word meaning to look at. Right now, we are not looking at one another with loving-kindness, with compassion. [...]
     These days, I feel fear and uncertainty in my relationship to strangers. …How do I love people who are beaming a lot of hate in my direction? That’s a really crucial national question right now. How can we return ourselves to a place of loving-kindness?
     …Martin Luther King Jr. …talked about love as a transformational source. It’s come down to us as a sort of a watered-down version of “Love your neighbor as yourself,” not as an empowering force that changes everything. I love Dr. King’s book Strength to Love, in which he talks about the courage it takes, in the midst of domination, to decide to love.
     …How do we make that commitment? How do we start to love? We’re in such a climate of hate right now. We’re seeing diminishing acts of kindness and love because fear of the stranger has been so deeply cultivated in us. Breaking down that us-and-them binary is part of the work of love. [...] Our innate capacity to love is like a seed in the soil. What do we need to do to activate that seed, to make it capable of blossoming?
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2534 

7.10: The Ultimate Journey by Christina Feldman (252 words)
     …We may…idealize …those who are compassionate…. We imagine these people as saints, possessed of powers inaccessible to us. Yet stories of great suffering are often stories of ordinary people who have found greatness of heart. To discover an awakened heart within ourselves, it is crucial not to idealize …compassion. Our compassion simply grows out of our willingness to meet pain rather than to flee from it.
     …None of us can build walls around our hearts that are invulnerable to being breached by life. Facing the sorrow we meet…, …our hearts can close, our minds recoil, our bodies contract, and we can experience the heart that lives in a state of painful refusal. We can also dive deeply within ourselves to nurture the courage, balance, patience, and wisdom that enable us to care.
     …Compassion is not a state. It is a way of engaging with the fragile and unpredictable world. Its domain is not only the world of those you love and care for, but …of those who threaten us, disturb us, and cause us harm, …of the countless beings we never meet who are facing an unendurable life.
     The ultimate journey of a human being is to discover how much our hearts can encompass. Our capacity to cause suffering as well as to heal suffering live side by side within us. If we choose to develop the capacity to heal, which is the challenge of every human life, we will find our hearts can encompass a great deal, and we can learn to heal—rather than increase—the schisms that divide us from one another.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2358 

7.11: Into the Chrysalis by Chris Corrigan (242 words)
     Chrysalises both inspire and baffle me. The thought that a caterpillar can crawl into a sac made of its own body and dissolve its form and come out as a butterfly is a cliched image of transformation, but holy crap. Stop for a moment and really think about that. Does the caterpillar know this is going to happen? If it does that shows some tremendous trust. If it doesn’t, then that shows some incredible courage. It just hangs out there, isolating itself from the rest of the world and changing in ways it can never understand.
     Does a caterpillar see a butterfly and go “that will be me one day?”
     …We are all heading into our chrysalises. We have all climbed into our cocoons and are waiting for …new ways of being. We might be here for a long time, and learn some things. 
     …Inside the chrysalis, your ideas about yourself dissolve and life itself takes over. Watch for the small signals, watch for what happens at the edges. Amplify the acts of kindness and possibility that you see in your community and your personal life. Document and grow the new practices you discover be they helpfulness, attention, curiosity, [courage,] or competence. Stifle the urge to seek cortisol hits from triggering events and social media that make you angry, or the outrage merchants that still crave a hold on your consciousness. Instead, cocoon yourself and study your imagination.
     Into the goo, friends.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2413 

7.12: Going into Fear to find Courage by Cynthia Kneen (264 words)
     Courage as a warrior depends on getting to know fear. If we ignore fear, we can’t go beyond it. …The way to develop courage is not to cast out fear, but to find out more about it by looking directly at fear. Until you see what the problem is, trying to get away from the fear just gives the fear more energy. Finding out more about your own fear is fearlessness. It is the leap you need to take….
     …When our heart is challenged, it’s difficult to stay genuine and true and to befriend our problems as they are. We long to go beyond them, instead of examining them to see what the issue really is. …The warrior’s discipline is to lean into what frightens you. You can open to the fear or not, and you’re choosing to open up. Don’t look away. Even if you are afraid, don’t run away. Open to what you are feeling. Soften. Then go into the fear. …You are calm from being real. Now you can use your intelligence and your heart, and improvise.
     You’ve just practiced the warrior’s discipline. You went into the fear, and in the process you transcended the obstacle. You came out the other side. The process is like opening a door and going in. The threshold where you were is completely transcended and you find yourself on the other side of fear. …Now you can pick up clues about what to do. Just seeing the obstacle very clearly, just using awareness once you really see the obstacle, your genuine intelligence arises by itself.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13901 

7.13: The Courage to do the Right Thing by Harold S. Kushner (274 words) 
     Where do I turn when the world scares me, when I fear for my well-being, for my family, for my neighborhood, for my country, for the survival of our planet? Where do I find the will to offer further sacrifices on the altar of doing the right thing? I summon up memories of the past, times when I had to do something I wasn’t sure I would be able to do and somehow found myself capable of doing it and doing it well, from embarking on a career …without any assurance that I would be good at it to helping raise a child with an incurable illness. I think of times I faced the challenge of doing something that I believed was the right thing to do. When I acted on my best instincts, sometimes it worked out well and sometimes it didn’t. But when I look back on those occasions when I was afraid to do what I knew was right, I do so with regret and a measure of embarrassment. I find the courage to do the right thing now by calling up memories of how good it felt when I did what I thought was right and how weak and embarrassed I was when I let the fear prevail. I don’t enjoy failure…, but I feel better about having tried and failed than I do about times when I was afraid to try.
     …I leave you with the words of the philosopher-psychologist William James: “These, then, are my last words to you: Be not afraid of life. Believe that life is worth living and your belief will help create the fact.”
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/19492 

7.14: Holding and Listening by Mark Nepo (222 words)
     My own time on earth has led me to believe in two powerful instruments that turn experience into love: holding and listening. For every time I have held or been held, every time I have listened or been listened to, experience burns like wood in that eternal fire and I find myself in the presence of love. This has always been so. …
     …These are quiet braveries we all need. The courage to wait and watch with all of who we are. The courage to admit that we are not alone. The courage to hold each other to the ear of our heart. And the courage to care for things that are broken.
     The practice ground for these braveries is always the small things at hand. Somehow, through the practice of doing small things with great love, as Mother Teresa puts it, we learn how to be brave. In truth, the work of love is tending to small things completely. Such tending opens the mystery. By the large-heartedness of our smallest attention, we enter the ocean of love that carries us all.
     Simply and profoundly, the work of love is to love. For in that act, the Universe comes alive. Such aliveness is the space that opens between us, as Martin Buber says, when two bow and touch in a true way.
Source: The Exquisite Risk: Daring to Live an Authentic Life by Mark Nepo

7.15: Wisdom and Courage by Wayne Muller (271 words)
     Every year, in early spring, our friend Molly comes out to the house for dinner. It is the time of year to prune our fruit trees, and Molly is the only one who can do it. She has a particular wisdom, an uncanny ability to see the tree that will grow out of the tree that now is. When she sees this, she is able without hesitation to cut from the tree what simply must go, and allow to remain what must remain.
     Every year, as I cook dinner on the grill in the backyard, I argue with Molly as she moves from tree to tree. “You’re cutting too much!” I always protest. I am afraid she will take more than the tree can do without, and it will not grow. She, of course, understands that things often grow taller and stronger with less, not more. This is something I still have trouble accepting completely, although I understand it conceptually. But Molly knows this for a fact. And so, she cuts and cuts, leaving a trim, firm shape behind. Sometimes she leaves a little extra, just for me. The tree doesn’t need it, she insists; it is just so I won’t get so upset.
     Much of spiritual practice is just this: cutting away what must be cut, and letting remain what must remain. Knowing what to cut—this is wisdom. Being clear and strong enough to make the cut when it is time for things to go—this is courage. Together, the practices of wisdom and courage enable us, day by day and task by task, to gradually simplify our life.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/18445 

7.16: Living in Hope by Suzanne C. Cole (60 words)
     When I feel most alone,
Hope holds my hand.
When sadness buckles me,
Hope helps me stand.
When circumstances overwhelm me,
Hope restores my energy.
When chores numb and bore me,
Hope glorifies them.
in light when it is dark,
in beauty when ugliness abounds,
in peace when conflict reigns,
in love when hatred marches.
     May I never stop hoping.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/19206 

7.17: Carson’s Courage by Terry Tempest Williams (257 words)
     …Rachel Carson’s spirit is among us. Like her, we can be both fierce and compassionate at once. …We can carry a healthy sense of indignation within us that will shatter the complacency that has seeped into our society in the name of all we have lost, knowing there is still so much to be saved.
     Call it sacred rage, rage grounded in the understanding that all life is intertwined. And we can come to know and continue to learn from the grace of wild things as they hold an organic wisdom that sustains peace
     …Do we have the moral courage to step forward and openly question every law, person, and practice that denies justice toward nature?
     …And do we have the imagination to rediscover an authentic patriotism that inspires empathy and reflection over pride and nationalism?
     Rachel Carson’s name is synonymous with courage. She dared to expose the underbelly of the chemical industry and show how it was disrupting the balance of nature. In Silent Spring we see her signature strengths on the page, and witness how a confluence of poetry and politics with sound science can create an ethical stance toward life. But perhaps Rachel Carson’s true courage lies in her willingness to align science with the sacred, to admit that her bond toward nature is a spiritual one.
     ... I walked outside and sat on our back porch. The blinking bodies of fireflies were rising and falling above the grasses. They appeared as a company of code talkers flashing S.O.S. on a very dark night.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/view/28781/patriotism-and-the-american-land 

7.18: Daring to Dance by Sue Monk Kidd (232 words)
     Sometimes the more public the opposition, the larger it may seem. Once when I spoke before a large audience on the feminine spiritual journey, a woman in the back stood up during the question session, raised her Bible, and cried out, “What you’re saying is an abomination!” After having her say (and what a say it was!), she marched out, inviting others to follow. Fortunately, only one other woman went, but it was high drama, moments I watched in still-frame, half-believing. Meanwhile the full realization about the opposition that’s out there came crashing down like a piece of the sky.
     What I did was to stand there and remember every iron-jawed angel I could think of.
     One I often call is the old grandmother in the movie Strictly Ballroom. Her granddaughter, along with a partner, want to dance a daring, new dance that breaks with convention. They face a barrage of public opposition because of it, so much that they are about to back off. At this moment, the old grandmother steps forth, sets her iron jaw, looks into her granddaughter’s eyes, and says, “A life lived in fear is a life half lived.”
     I try to take that old woman with me at all times.
     In the end, refusing the fear is what gets us through oppositional experiences. Refusing to half-live our lives means going out there and daring to dance.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28542 

7.19: The Courage of Joy by Angela Williams Gorrell (190 words)
     Like other powerful emotions, joy can be difficult for us, even terrifying, as researcher Brene Brown has discussed, because it requires vulnerability and courage. The moment we experience joy, we might wonder when we will lose it, or we might immediately anticipate that disappointment or disaster are sure to follow.
     We also do not share our joy boldly lest we be seen as overly excited or too expressive. To display joy fully requires being “too demonstrative,” “too passionate”—or so we might imagine. We may be anxious about being “too much.”
     Joy, like other emotions, longs to be shared though. Expressing joy, as with other challenging emotions, requires support.
     Not only do we need permission to be honest about emotions like sadness, anger, and fear, we need permission to be joy-filled. And we need this permission from other people and ourselves. We can give one another and ourselves permission to experience joy in many ways.
     One is to create spaces of joy.
     Like preparing for joy (ladders against fences), we can organize spaces that are meant to invite and cultivate joy — spaces that suggest joy is both anticipated and welcomed.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28674 

7.20: The Courage and Necessity of Listening by Nancy Gibbs (267 words)
     …Listen is a quiet word, that half swallowed L and diffident I and softly hissing S. It defies the clamorous words it absorbs, the words that have defined this year, the shouts and roars, the bray and bluster. Listening is hard when the sounds around us grow mean and ugly.
     And listening takes particular courage in divisive times. 
     “Courage is not just about standing up for what you believe,” Doug Elmendorf tells his students at Harvard. “Sometimes courage is about sitting down and listening to what you may not initially believe.”
     Which is not to say that if we all just listened more, our wounds would heal and our conflicts end. Nor does it mean abandoning our values; it’s a strategic reminder of the value of humility. “It’s always wise to seek the truth in our opponents’ error, and the error in our own truth,” theologian Reinhold Niebuhr said. Listening, closely and bravely, to an opposing view deepens our insight and sharpens our arguments—especially in our public life.
     It’s long past time that we quiet our animal spirits. Our fierce public battles, political fights that have infected our friendships and family, have degraded our discourse, defaced institutions, disturbed our peace. I grew up in Quaker schools, which included regular silent meetings. This did not come naturally to nine-year-olds. But I found then, and need to be reminded now, that we can’t hear the soft, sane voice inside us if we’re talking all the time, and certainly not if we’re shouting.
     Instead, let’s listen. Invite surprise. Invest in subtlety. And surrender to silence once in a while.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2349 

7.21: Fear and Moral Courage by Ben Dean (251 words)
     Whatever the circumstances testing courage, fear must be overcome.
     The fear that accompanies physical courage relates to bodily injury or death. It is also possible for a fear of shame, opprobrium, or similar humiliations to spur physical courage, producing what is popularly called the “courage born of fear.” In warfare, for example, some individuals may display physical courage because they fear cowardice. Or they may accept that they are cowards yet fear being recognized as such by others.
     Moral courage, too, may relate to fear of others’ adverse opinions. Looking foolish before peers, for example, is a common fear. But moral courage compels or allows an individual to do what he or she believes is right, despite fear of the consequences.
     The fear that can summon moral courage takes many forms: fear of job loss, fear of poverty, fear of losing friends, fear of criticism, fear of ostracism, fear of embarrassment, fear of making enemies, fear of losing status, to name but a few potential human fears. In addition, one may fear a loss of ethical integrity or even a loss of authenticity if he or she fails to act in accord with conscience.
     As there are many variations of fear, there are many dimensions to moral courage, ranging from the social courage represented by Rosa Parks and Gandhi to the political courage represented, if infrequently, by elected officials. The opportunities to act with moral courage are numerous, and the fears calling for moral courage are as varied as individuals themselves.
Source: https://www.authentichappiness.sas.upenn.edu/newsletters/authentichappinesscoaching/courage 

7.22: Psychological Courage by Nikki Davies (250 words)
     In positive psychology, psychological courage allows us to overcome our personal limitations in order to pursue a fuller life. …It is about choosing to risk being vulnerable in order to pursue our greatest aspirations. …Positive psychologists have aligned the idea of psychological courage with four strengths: integrity (acting with authenticity), bravery (expressing moral courage in the face of opposition), persistence and vitality (being wholehearted in your approach to life).
     At the heart of any definition of courage generally is the idea that there needs to be some kind of catalyst and risk. …Discussion around the role of fear in the concept of courage is ongoing and the basic questions are these: Do we need fear to be in play to draw on courage? Is fear the only catalyst for courage to be engaged? While some psychologists believe fear must be in play for courage to be triggered, others suggest that other prompts can be just as useful in galvanizing it.
     These theorists suggest that in everyday circumstances it is perhaps more a sense of discomfort or disquiet that can trigger the use of courage. That is, the feeling of conflict between the life we’re living and the life we want to live. This theory suggests that psychological courage is a necessary part of an ongoing process: the first part is about recognizing the need for self-reflection, the second is about using courage to practice self-reflection and the third requires us to engage our psychological courage to do something about it. 
Source: https://www.wellbeing.com.au/mind-spirit/mind/how-to-build-your-courage.html 

8.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth & Adults
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
8.1: A Chorus of Faiths: A Program That Builds Interfaith Youth Leaders
8.1.1: Workshop 2: We Need Not Think Alike to Love Alike
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop2 
The focus on the story of the Flaming Chalice and the work if the Sharps in World War II illustrate the importance of courage.
“Participants will:
· Understand the Golden Rule as an example of a Unitarian Universalist value inherited from our Judeo-Christian tradition
· Learn the story of the Unitarian Universalist flaming chalice symbol and hear about the interfaith service work of Unitarians Martha and Waitstill Sharp during World War II
· Map their community’s assets for diverse, interfaith cooperation in service work
· Move the group’s interfaith service project forward by identifying potential partners and projects in their community
· Recognize and reflect on the importance of human similarities and differences.
8.1.2: Workshop 3: The Beloved Community
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop3 
The story of the march at Selma was a profile in courage in the Civil Rights movement.
“Participants will:
· Learn about the Unitarian Universalist participation in the march at Selma
· Understand the history of interfaith cooperation in the world and come up with ideas for emulating it
· Learn about interfaith work Unitarian Universalists do in their local community
· Discover how interfaith work can deepen faith identity
· Move the group’s interfaith service project forward by planning the next action steps.”

8.2: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
8.2.1: Workshop 1: Beginning Together
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop1 
The story of David and Goliath and James Luther Adams’ five smooth stones evoke the importance of courage.
“Participants will:
· Worship together
· Encounter James Luther Adams’ concept of the Five Smooth Stones of Religious Liberalism
· Learn about the program’s key themes and activities
· Make connections between migrations and spiritual journeys
· Learn about each other and each person’s Unitarian Universalist or religious ‘biography’
· Create a journal to use throughout the program.”
8.2.2: Workshop 8: Freedom
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop8 
The story, Viola Liuzzo, To Freedom Land, conveys her courage and sacrifice in Selma.
“Participants will:
· Learn about the historical and theological importance of freedom in Unitarian Universalism
· Understand that freedom has different meanings for different people and communities
· Reflect on the role of freedom in their life and faith, and the connection between freedom and responsibility
· Optional: Explore the difference between liberalism and liberation theology.”

8.3: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
8.3.1: Workshop 10: Courage
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop10
This workshop examines courage as a virtue, one necessary in making ethical decisions.
“This workshop will:
· Examine the meaning of courage
· Provide examples of ethical dilemmas that call for courage
· Guide youth to identify themselves as courageous people.”

8.4: Videos to Prompt Discussion
See section 10.0 below 

     Adults
8.5: Building the World We Dream About for Young Adults: An Anti-racist Multicultural Program
8.5.1: Workshop 7: Resistance
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/btwwdaya/workshop7 
Resisting racism and systems of privilege requires courage.
“This workshop will:
· Introduce different approaches to resisting racism and systems of privilege and provide real-life illustrations of three approaches
· Provide models geared toward young adults for resisting racism and systems of privilege and working to build the multicultural world we dream about
· Provide practice with everyday scenarios to increase multicultural competence.”

8.6: Facing Death with Life: A Program for Adults
8.6.1: Workshop 1: Talking about Death
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/facing-death/workshop-1 
Talking about death can be hard and can require courage.
“This workshop will:
· Provide processes and activities to help people express thoughts and feelings about death that they may be unable to express directly
· Guide participants into learning the art of listening, or “listening with the ear of the heart”
· Provide a variety of perspectives on death and dying and invite participants to identify ones that most speak to them
· Invite participants to begin exploring their own emotions, experiences, and perspectives on death and dying.”

9.0: Popular Music
9.1: Imagine by John Lennon (3:53)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YkgkThdzX-8 
9.2: Don’t Stop Believin’ by Journey (4:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ODdXBFDx8dc 
9.3: Brave by Sara Bareilles (3:57) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QUQsqBqxoR4 
9.4: Fight Song by Rachel Platten (3:35) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xo1VInw-SKc 
9.5: The Greatest by Sia (5:51) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GKSRyLdjsPA 
9.6: Scars to Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MWASeaYuHZo 
9.7: Hall of Fame by The Script ft. will.i.am (3:53) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mk48xRzuNvA 
9.8: Roar by Katy Perry (4:29) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CevxZvSJLk8 
9.9: Stronger by Kelly Clarkson (Summertime Ball 2015) (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PkLFKuCJ9xM 
9.10: Broken & Beautiful by Kelly Clarkson (3:54)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Wy9poGs-w6Q 
9.11: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lwgr_IMeEgA 
9.12: You’re the Voice by John Farnham (5:09) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tbkOZTSvrHs 
9.13: Get Up, Stand Up by Bob Marley (Live at Munich, 1980) (7:22)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RhJ0q7X3DLM 
9.14: Something Inside So Strong by Labi Siffre (4:35) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7B-4Lsrx8IA
9.15: The Climb by Miley Cyrus (3:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NG2zyeVRcbs 
9.16: We Are The Champions by Queen (3:10)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=04854XqcfCY 
9.17: Praying by Kesha (4:59) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v-Dur3uXXCQ 
9.18: Hold On by Skepta (3:14) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e5iqtQLm-BM 
9.19: Phoenix by Olivia Holt (3:09) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U6-x_7ctc-c 
9.20: Stand Up For Something by Andra Day feat. Common (3:46) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2GhY7qXGx-0 

10.0: Videos, Short Films, Movie Clips, Audio Recordings & Photography
[bookmark: _Hlk101966832]10.1: Courage by Angelo Rodriguez (1:50)
“An inspirational video on having the courage to face your fears. It's ok to be afraid, just don't let fear stop you. Do what you fear and fear will disappear.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kthQSbaFcH8 

10.2: Have Courage by Paola Trulin (2:20)
     “The ‘Have Courage’ Campaign was born out of the need to produce visually compelling, motivational stories, stories that influence a positive change and a lasting impact.
     “The film showcased today is the beginning of a series of short films, telling relatable stories that inspire and define courage in people.
     “Courage comes from within, can be influenced by others and triggered by circumstances. It is the moment one conquers a fear and transforms into a more empowered human being. It is an element in life that we cannot live without; it has many shapes and forms, which opens limitless opportunities for storytelling.
      The ‘Be Yourself’ piece introduces our campaign with conversations with real vulnerable, authentic and courage women.
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/228717498 

10.3: Blind Courage by Paul Christopher (3:18)
     “It is a real blessing for me to be part of what the We Inspire Society are doing and inspire people through incredible stories of everyday people who overcome life's challenges with courage and grace. This particular story has special meaning for me, as Robyne is my sister, and watching her grow up without sight has marked me with a deep sensitivity and compassion for people who fight the unseen battles of life. It's had a real effect on how I observe people and how I interpret what I feel through the lens of my camera. It's why I so often choose in life the road less travelled; fight for the underdog; and persist in pursuing joy and balance in life instead of dollars.
     “I am so proud of my sister, and the example of courage she is to so many people and the gift she is to me. She is one of many reasons why I decided to start this work with the We Inspire Society.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/114584829 

10.4: Moral Courage by James W. Foley (1973-2014) Legacy Foundation (5:00) 
     James Foley, a journalist, was captured in Syria in 2012 by ISIS and murdered by his captors in 2014. The video captures Foley’s words about being a journalist as well as the role of moral courage, as well as remarks by some of the people who knew him well. The Foundation was created as a legacy to him. It operates in three areas: “building a resource center for families of American hostages and fostering a global dialog on governmental policies in hostage crises; supporting American journalists reporting from conflict zones and promoting quality educational opportunities for urban youth.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/290571022 

10.5: Courage // A Video Essay by Julie Arensdorf (5:12)
“This video was inspired by the book "What Unites Us" by Dan Rather.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6v2ixlu1e8E 

10.6: Courage - Motivational Video by Eddie Pinero (5:10)
“Courage is saying to yourself, ‘I am worth more than I have now, I am faster than this stopwatch shows, I am better than this grade reflects.’”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lnWcd4FEzz8&t=15s 

10.7: What is courage? by Glenrose Foundation (2:28)
“Courage required in a rehabilitation setting.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kZJ5uF-36Bc 

10.8: Courage - Best Motivational Video Speeches Compilation by Motiversity (35:13)
“Have courage and be fearless and you do can do and achieve anything. It takes courage to be successful, it takes courage to go where you have never been before and it take courage to live and to love.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cVNW9bx5SK8 

10.9: Courage - Powerful Motivational Speech by RedFrost Motivation (4:25)
“Based on poems by Poems by Edgar Albert Guest (1881-1959)”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=soQS6LZngAM 

10.10: Have Courage, Be Fearless by Jessica Houston (9:18)
“Believe in yourself and believe that you have what it takes! What you have left, is all you need to rebuild.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=exbTBwoF_0c 

      Ted Talks
10.11: The breathtaking courage of Harriet Tubman by Janell Hobson and Yan Dan Wong (4:39) 
“Escaping slavery; risking everything to save her family; leading a military raid; championing the cause of women's suffrage; these are just a handful of the accomplishments of one of America's most courageous heroes. Janell Hobson details Harriet Tubman's many fights for freedom. [TED-Ed Animation by Yan Dan Wong]”
Video Link: https://www.ted.com/talks/janell_hobson_the_breathtaking_courage_of_harriet_tubman 

10.12: The gift and power of emotional courage by Susan David (16:39)
Psychologist Susan David shares how the way we deal with our emotions shapes everything that matters: our actions, careers, relationships, health and happiness. In this deeply moving, humorous and potentially life-changing talk, she challenges a culture that prizes positivity over emotional truth and discusses the powerful strategies of emotional agility.
Video Link: https://www.ted.com/talks/susan_david_the_gift_and_power_of_emotional_courage 


10.13: The power of vulnerability by Brené Brown (20:03)
“Brené Brown studies human connection -- our ability to empathize, belong, love. In a poignant, funny talk, she shares a deep insight from her research, one that sent her on a personal quest to know herself as well as to understand humanity.” As Brown notes, vulnerability is a doorway to courage.
Video Link: https://www.ted.com/talks/brene_brown_the_power_of_vulnerability 
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