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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Reach the Place of Self by Rev. Ma Theresa “Tet” Gustilo Gallardo (44 words)
1.2: Today we celebrate a dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (70 words)
1.3: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)
1.4: We gather on this Sabbath morn by Rev. Burton Carley (112 words)
1.5: Invocation in Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)
1.6: Put Away the Pressures of the World by Rev. Erika Hewitt (125 words)
1.7: Love Is Our Greatest Purpose by Rev. Jay Abernathy, Jr. (74 words)

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

1.9: Invitation to Join the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (203 words)

1.10: Witnesses of the World / Testigos del mundo by Rev. Tania Márquez (79 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Bold and Courageous Together by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (170 words)
2.2: Chalice Lighting for Challenging Times by Rev. Lisa Doege (87 words)
2.3: May this flame by Rev. Bets Wienecke (29 words)
2.4: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara LaWall (93 words)
2.5: To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light by Rev. Lindsay Bates (47 words)
2.6: We inherit this free faith from the brave and gentle by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (53 words)
2.7: The Struggle for Freedom by Rev. Paul Sprecher (40 words)
2.8: A Vision for Unitarian Universalism in a Multicultural World by UUA Leadership Council (46 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal

3.2: SLT #108 My Life Flows On in Endless Song

3.3: SLT #109 As We Come Marching, Marching

3.4: SLT #119 Once to Every Soul and Nation

3.5: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.6: SLT #124 Be That Guide

3.7: SLT #146 Soon the Day Will Arrive

3.8: SLT #193 Our Faith Is but a Single Gem

3.9: SLT #276 O Young and Fearless Prophet

3.10: SLT #287 Faith of the Larger Liberty

3.11: SLT #297 The Star of Truth

      Singing the Journey 

3.12: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.13: STJ #1015 I Know I Can

3.14: STJ #1017 Building a New Way

3.15: STJ #1018 Come and Go with Me

3.16: STJ #1021 Lean on Me

3.17: STJ #1025 When Will the Fighting Cease

3.18: STJ #1028 The Fire of Commitment

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

3.20: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around

     Choral Music (faith / meaning of life / wisdom)
3.21: Courage Calls to Courage by Emily Crocker

3.22: Courage by Sandra Howard 
3.23: Brave by Sara Bareilles & Jack Antonoff/arr. Audrey Snyder
3.24: Truly Brave, arr. Mac Huff

3.25: Ella’s Song by Bernice Johnson Reagon

     Popular Music

3.26: Imagine by John Lennon (3:53)
3.27: Don’t Stop Believin’ by Journey (4:20)
3.28: Brave by Sara Bareilles (3:57) 

3.29: Fight Song by Rachel Platten (3:35) 

3.30: The Greatest by Sia (5:51) 

3.31: Scars to Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10) 

3.32: Hall of Fame by The Script ft. will.i.am (3:53) 

3.33: Roar by Katy Perry (4:29) 

3.34: Stronger by Kelly Clarkson (Summertime Ball 2015) (4:00)
3.35: Broken & Beautiful by Kelly Clarkson (3:54)
3.36: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56) 
3.37: You’re the Voice by John Farnham (5:09) 
3.38: Get Up, Stand Up by Bob Marley (Live at Munich, 1980) (7:22)
3.39: Something Inside So Strong by Labi Siffre (4:35) 

3.40: The Climb by Miley Cyrus (3:48)
3.41: We Are The Champions by Queen (3:10)
3.42: Praying by Kesha (4:59) 

3.43: Hold On by Skepta (3:14) 

3.44: Phoenix by Olivia Holt (3:09) 

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

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Grandmother Spider Brings the Light (465 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (adapted) (169 words)
5.2: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
5.3: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (135 words)
5.4: On Being Scared by Rev. Jane Ranney Rzepka (234 words)
5.5: The Edge by Rev. David O. Rankin (adapted from the first person to the third person) (171 words)
5.6: The Inescapable Divine by Rev. Howard Thurman (356 words)
5.7: Walk of the Migrant by Anne Principe (897 words)
5.8: All That We Have Been, All That We Will Become by Rev. Leslie Ahuvah Fails (173 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: God of goodness by Rev. Lucinda Duncan (97 words)
6.2: A Prayer of Risk by Rev. Tamara Lebak (123 words)
6.3: Crossing Borders by Rev. Stephen Shick (126 words)
6.4: History’s Road by Revs. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley and Clyde Grubbs (396 words)
6.5: Loving in Fear by Rev. Stephen Shick (108 words)
6.6: Ours are the hands that must do your work by Rev. Sydney Wilde (144 words)
6.7: Prayer for Living in Tension by Rev. Joseph Cherry (55 words)
6.8: Prayer of Purpose and Inner Fire by Rev. Tamara Lebak (204 words)
6.9: Spirit of creative good by Rev. Dr. Virginia Knowles (117 words)
6.10: Claim Us As Your Own by Rev. Susan Maginn (211 words)
6.11: Embracing the Double-Edged Universe by Kyle Johnson

6.12: Prayer for Moving Forward by Rev. Jennifer “Jo” VonRue (213 words)

6.13: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (216 words)

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #519 No Shelter from Dangers by Rabindranath Tagore

7.2: SLT #565 Prophets by Rev. Clinton Lee Scott

7.3: SLT #577 It Is Possible To Live in Peace by Mohandas Gandhi

7.4: SLT #658 To Risk by Anonymous

7.5: SLT #721 They Are with Us Still by Rev. Kathleen McTigue

7.6: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
7.7: Courage by Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. (84 words)
8.0: Readings

8.1: The Journey by Mary Oliver (154 words)
8.2: Crossing Bridges by Rev. Jan Taddeo (580 words)
8.3: Desert Spring by Rev. Victoria Safford (410 words)
8.4: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
8.5: Transcending Boundaries by Rev. Yvonne Seon (338 words)
8.6: My Heart Fights for Those Who Can’t Fight by Sara Sutherland Dean (92 words)
8.7: Creating Fire by Rev. Stephen Shick (54 words)
8.8: Ready by Rabbi Rachel Barenblat (167 words)
8.9: Beyond the Zero-Sum Game by Rev. Nathan Walker (158 words)
8.10: It’s Not Easy Being a Unitarian Universalist by Rev. Charles Magistro (183 words)
8.11: We Are Not Done by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (157 words)
8.12: This Ain’t No Country Club by Rev. Nathan Walker (233 words)
8.13: Pitted Against One Another by Ram Dass and Paul Gorman (228 words)
8.14: The Miseducation of Justice-Making by Rev. Nathan Walker (428 words)
8.15: Remain Awake by Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. (400 words)
8.16: The Truly Great by Stephen Spender (201 words)
8.17: How to Defeat Fear by Pema Chödrön (215 words)
8.18: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)

8.19: A Recipe for Resilience by Rev. Margaret Weis (212 words)

8.20: Courage Requires Vulnerability by Rev. Marisol Caballero (589 words)

8.21: Stay With Us by Rev. Krista Taves (321 words)

8.22: The Strength That Defines Us by Rayla D. Mattson (448 words)

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: The World is Too Beautiful by Eric Williams (49 words)
10.2: Go Boldly by Jean Olson (104 words)
10.3: Let us go forth into the world by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming (46 words)
10.4: Only one thing required of us by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (87words)
10.5: Between the dawn and dusk by Rev. Carl Seaburg (37 words)
10.6: Take Courage by Rev. Wayne Arnason (32 words)
10.7: Enough by Rev. Barbara Wells ten Hove (121 words)
10.8: Go Forth in Simplicity by Samuel A Trumbore (59 words)
10.9: Go In Peace, Seeking Justice by Rev. Jim Magaw (101 words)

10.10: Holy and Generous Love by Elena Westbrook (60 words)

10.11: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #1 by Rev. Rebekah Savage (91 words)

11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Courageous Conversations or ‘Unlearning to Not Speak’ by Rev. Joshua Pawelek (Excerpt, full text at http://uuse.org/courageous-conversations-or-%E2%80%98unlearning-to-not-speak%E2%80%99/#.WD37J_krLIU) (1,426 words)

11.2: The Goat in the Back of the Pickup Truck by Rev. Janet Onnie (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,122 words)
11.3: American Gospel by Rev. Victoria Safford (Excerpt, full text at http://whitebearunitarian.org/american-gospel-11-06-16-sermon/) (1,376 words) 
11.4: Standing with Love by Rev. Lisa Friedman (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/151139.shtml) (1,098 words)
11.5: The Serenity Prayer by Rev. John Gibbons (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,278 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Reach the Place of Self by Rev. Ma Theresa “Tet” Gustilo Gallardo (44 words)
Let us reach the place of self, the place that is not alien to truth. Let us wash over with peace and serenity, with fierce longing for light and heart; with living strength flowing in our veins, bringing ourselves into fearlessness and into trust.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/154864.shtml 
1.2: Today we celebrate a dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (70 words)
Today we celebrate a dream awakening.
Today we worship with renewed hope in our hearts.
Today we act on an audacity of hopes and dreams for the future.
Today we begin the hard work for justice, equity and compassion in all human relations,
for today is a day like no other and it is ours to shape with vision and action.
Let us worship together and celebrate a dream awakening.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/129658.shtml 
1.3: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)
We gather here to worship:
to seek the truth, to grow in love, to join in service;
to celebrate life’s beauty and find healing for its pain;
to honor our kinship with each other and with the earth;
to create a more compassionate world,
beginning with ourselves;
to wonder at the mystery that gave us birth;
to find courage for the journey’s end;
and to listen for the wisdom that guides us
in the quietness of this moment.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5440.shtml 
1.4: We gather on this Sabbath morn by Rev. Burton Carley (112 words)
     We gather on this Sabbath morn to worship in spirit and truth; to raise a joyful noise to the Eternal Mystery; to reconfirm our covenant to seek wisdom in love; to strengthen our commitment to the common good.

     We come from many paths to explore that which is hidden; to consider the ways of our hearts; to confess how we have stumbled; to heal what is broken.

     We assemble in the effort to quicken our compassion and mercy; to deepen our understanding; to renew our courage; to remember who we are.

     Thus, do we celebrate the grace and gift of life and practice our faith, to the greater glory of the Spirit.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5442.shtml 
1.5: Invocation in Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)
Welcome, you who come in need of healing,
you who are confused, or have been betrayed.
Welcome, with your problems and your pain.
Welcome, too, your joys and your wonderings,
welcome your need to hope, your longing for assurance.
Instead of answers, here may you find safety for your questions.
Instead of promises, may you find community for your struggles,
people with hands and hearts to join you
in engaging the challenges and changes of our day.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/invocation-hard-times 
1.6: Put Away the Pressures of the World by Rev. Erika Hewitt (125 words)
Note: This call to worship was written to be preceded by the first three sentences of “Wild Geese“ by Mary Oliver (Singing the Living Tradition #490).
     As we enter into worship, put away the pressures of the world
that ask us to perform, to take up masks, to put on brave fronts.

     Silence the voices that ask you to be perfect.

     This is a community of compassion and welcoming.
You do not have to do anything to earn the love contained within these walls.

     You do not have to be braver, smarter, stronger, better
than you are in this moment to belong here, with us.

     You only have to bring the gift of your body,
no matter how able;
your seeking mind, no matter how busy;
your animal heart, no matter how broken.

     Bring all that you are, and all that you love, to this hour together.
Let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5184.shtml 
1.7: Love Is Our Greatest Purpose by Rev. Jay Abernathy, Jr. (74 words)

We affirm that love is our greatest purpose.

Accepting one another is the truest form of faithful living.

The search for truth is our constant star.

We pledge our hearts, minds, and hands:

To challenge injustice with courage;

To find hope in times of fear;

And to live out our Unitarian Universalist values every day as a beloved community.

Thus do we covenant with each other and with all that is sacred in life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/love-is-our-greatest-purpose 

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

This blessing was written in honor of two Unitarians, Martha and Waitstill Sharp, who during WWII dared to risk their own comfort in order to help save the lives of those in desperate need.

As we gather together,

May we remember

When you share with me what is most important to you,

That is where listening begins.

When I show you that I hear you,

When I say your life matters,

That is where compassion begins.

When I open the door to greet you,

That is where hospitality begins.

When I venture out to bring you to shelter,

That is where love begins.

When I risk my comfort to ease your suffering,

When I act against hatred, violence, and injustice,

That is where courage begins.

When we experience the full presence of each other,

Because of our shared humanity,

Because of our differences,

That is where holy gratitude begins.

     May this space be a table

that is not complete

until all are welcome.

May this table be a space of beauty

where, together

we create a series of miracles, and

where all that we share is sacred.

     May it be so.

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

1.9: Invitation to Join the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (203 words)

Note: this was written for a worship service with a Wizard of Oz theme.

     Come you accidental pilgrims, you who find yourself on a journey of surprise and wonder. Come you who emerge into this place as an act of liberation. Come you who seek a life of mindfulness and a place to test your thoughts. Come you who bring hearts of all kinds: heavy hearts, rusty hearts, hearts broken open in revelation, hearts full of love to share. Come you who seek courage, and you who have more courage than you realize. Come you who stand behind the curtain, gathering up the resources to claim your truth. Come you who have been in a bubble, you who are poised for transformation.

     We begin our story again, gathering courage, love, mindfulness, and a sense of purpose. We gather as people of all ages, of different abilities, different backgrounds, and different perspectives. We share a covenant, a direction for our shared journey, and a commitment to encourage and challenge one another to spiritual growth.

     This path will ask much from us. Let us move forward with love. Let us move forward with appreciation for one another. Let us move forward knowing we are not alone. Whoever you are, whatever your gifts, you are welcome to join this journey.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/invitation-join-journey 

1.10: Witnesses of the World / Testigos del mundo by Rev. Tania Márquez (79 words)

     It is now, when we are called as witnesses of the world.

To mend it, to change its course, to restore it.

It is now, when we are called to act on our values,

     Not to hide, not to fear, but to be bold and loud.

It is now that we are called to continue our fight for justice,

To organize, to speak up.

It is now.

Let us gather, let us give each other courage,

Let us worship.

Es ahora que estamos llamados a ser testigos del mundo:

a enmendarlo, a cambiar su curso, a restaurarlo.

Es ahora que somos llamados a vivir nuestros valores,

a no escondernos, a no temer sino a ser audaces y a hacer ruido.

Es ahora que somos llamados a continuar nuestra lucha por la justicia:

a organizarnos, a levantar las voces

Es ahora, reunámonos, démonos valor unos a otros. Celebremos.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/witnesses-world 

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Bold and Courageous Together by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (170 words)
Reader 1:
The word courage comes from the Latin cor, which means heart. According to poet Mark Nepo, the original use of the word courage meant to stand by one’s core: a “striking concept that reinforces the belief found in almost all traditions that living from the Center is what enables us to face whatever life has to offer.”
Reader 2:
To “encourage” means to hearten; to impart strength and confidence. This is our work, as a religious community: to encourage one another; to be bold in engaging the world around us, as well as what scares us internally; to give one another the confidence and heart to live as fully as possible.

Congregation:
With full hearts,
we affirm our relationships with one another;
we recognize our agency and our connective power;
and we accept our responsibility to be bold and courageous.
We light this chalice,
symbol of all that we are, all that we have done together,
and all that we will be as our shared ministry encourages those within, and beyond, our walls.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/bold-and-courageous-together 
2.2: Chalice Lighting for Challenging Times by Rev. Lisa Doege (87 words)
“Why a flaming chalice?” the question comes.
It’s the cup of life, we answer.
A cup of blessings overflowing.
A cup of water to quench our spirits’ thirst.
A cup of wine for celebration and dedication.
The flame of truth.
The fire of purification.
Oil for anointing, healing.
Out of chaos, fear, and horror,
thus was the symbol crafted, a generation ago.
So may it be for us,
in these days of uncertainty, sorrow, and rage.
And a light to warm our souls and guide us home.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/challenging-times 
2.3: May this flame by Rev. Bets Wienecke (29 words)
May this flame,
symbol of transformation since time began,
     fire our curiosity,
     strengthen our wills,
     and sustain our courage
as we seek what is good within and around us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/may-flame 
2.4: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara LaWall (93 words)
     Out of the flames of fear
We rise with courage of our deepest convictions
to stand for justice, inclusion and peace
     Out of the flames of scrutiny
We rise to proclaim our faith
With hope to heal a fractured and hurting world
     Out of the flames of doubt
We rise to embrace the mystery, wonder and awe
of all there is and all that is yet to be
     Out of the flames of hate
We rise with the force of love
Love that celebrates our shared humanity
     Out of the flames we rise.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/out-flames 
2.5: To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light by Rev. Lindsay Bates (47 words)
To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light. 
To face the world’s coldness, a chalice of warmth, 
To face the world’s terrors, a chalice of courage. 
To face the world’s turmoil, a chalice of peace. 
May its glow fill our spirits, our hearts, and our lives. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/face-worlds-shadows 
2.6: We inherit this free faith from the brave and gentle by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (53 words)
This light we kindle
is set in the lamp of our history.
We inherit this free faith
from the brave and gentle, fierce and outspoken
hearts and minds that have come before us.
Let us be worthy inheritors of this faith
and through our good works, pass it boldly to a new generation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/light-we-kindle 
2.7: The Struggle for Freedom by Rev. Paul Sprecher (40 words)
We light this chalice in memory of the courage of those who have struggled for freedom, the persistence of those who’ve struggled for justice, and the love of those who’ve built beloved communities to carry on the light of hope.

Source:  https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/struggle-freedom
2.8: A Vision for Unitarian Universalism in a Multicultural World by UUA Leadership Council (46 words)

With humility and courage born of our history, we are called as Unitarian Universalists to build the Beloved Community where all souls are welcome as blessings, and the human family lives whole and reconciled. With this vision in our hearts and minds, we light our chalice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/vision-unitarian-universalism-multicultural-world 

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal

3.2: SLT #108 My Life Flows On in Endless Song

3.3: SLT #109 As We Come Marching, Marching

3.4: SLT #119 Once to Every Soul and Nation

3.5: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.6: SLT #124 Be That Guide

3.7: SLT #146 Soon the Day Will Arrive

3.8: SLT #193 Our Faith Is but a Single Gem

3.9: SLT #276 O Young and Fearless Prophet

3.10: SLT #287 Faith of the Larger Liberty

3.11: SLT #297 The Star of Truth

      Singing the Journey 

3.12: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.13: STJ #1015 I Know I Can

3.14: STJ #1017 Building a New Way

3.15: STJ #1018 Come and Go with Me

3.16: STJ #1021 Lean on Me

3.17: STJ #1025 When Will the Fighting Cease

3.18: STJ #1028 The Fire of Commitment

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

3.20: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around

     Choral Music (faith / meaning of life / wisdom)
3.21: Courage Calls to Courage by Emily Crocker

(voicing: SATB or SAB) (level: medium) (length: 2:57) (piano)

“‘Courage has a voice that cannot be silenced.’ This piece commemorates the centennial of the 19th amendment and bases its lyrics on the writings of several important women leaders. The rhythmic vocal parts of the main theme, punctuated by a spare, syncopated piano part, are contrasted with a more lyrical and expressive middle section.”
Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Courage-Calls-to-Courage/11203894.item#.YlcF1OjMLIU 
3.22: Courage by Sandra Howard 
(voicing: Three part mixed) (level: medium) (length: 3:36) (piano)

“Sandra Howard’s inspiring work gets right to the core of its title, introspectively defining the meaning of courage.”

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Courage/10192359.item#.YlcPW-jMLIU 
3.23: Brave by Sara Bareilles & Jack Antonoff/arr. Audrey Snyder
(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:15) (piano)

“Celebrating the power of the human spirit and the connections between us, this contemporary pop anthem encourages people to speak up and advocate for themselves. She wrote, ‘there’s so much honor and integrity and beauty in being able to be who you are, and it’s important to be brave because by doing that you also give others permission to do the same.’” 

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Brave/10456005.item#.Ylck2ejMLIU
3.24: Truly Brave, arr. Mac Huff

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:36) (piano)

“Truly Brave is a special mash-up of two great songs: Brave and True Colors. Hoda Kotb brought together Sara Bareilles and Cyndi Lauper to create this arrangement.”

Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Truly-Brave/10508021.item#.YlchzejMLIU
3.25: Ella’s Song by Bernice Johnson Reagon

(voicing: SATB) (level: medium) (length: 3:40) (a cappella)

“Dedicated to Civil Rights pioneer Ella Baker, this song by Sweet Honey in the Rock founder is a powerful song of courage and struggle. ‘We who believe in freedom cannot rest until it comes.’”
Source: https://www.jwpepper.com/Ella%27s-Song/10070647.item#.YlcncejMLIU 
     Popular Music

3.26: Imagine by John Lennon (3:53)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YkgkThdzX-8 
3.27: Don’t Stop Believin’ by Journey (4:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ODdXBFDx8dc 

3.28: Brave by Sara Bareilles (3:57) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QUQsqBqxoR4 

3.29: Fight Song by Rachel Platten (3:35) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xo1VInw-SKc 

3.30: The Greatest by Sia (5:51) 

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

3.31: Scars to Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10) 

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

3.32: Hall of Fame by The Script ft. will.i.am (3:53) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mk48xRzuNvA 

3.33: Roar by Katy Perry (4:29) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CevxZvSJLk8 

3.34: Stronger by Kelly Clarkson (Summertime Ball 2015) (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PkLFKuCJ9xM 

3.35: Broken & Beautiful by Kelly Clarkson (3:54)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Wy9poGs-w6Q 

3.36: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lwgr_IMeEgA 

3.37: You’re the Voice by John Farnham (5:09) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tbkOZTSvrHs 

3.38: Get Up, Stand Up by Bob Marley (Live at Munich, 1980) (7:22)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RhJ0q7X3DLM 

3.39: Something Inside So Strong by Labi Siffre (4:35) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7B-4Lsrx8IA
3.40: The Climb by Miley Cyrus (3:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NG2zyeVRcbs 

3.41: We Are The Champions by Queen (3:10)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=04854XqcfCY 

3.42: Praying by Kesha (4:59) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v-Dur3uXXCQ 

3.43: Hold On by Skepta (3:14) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e5iqtQLm-BM 

3.44: Phoenix by Olivia Holt (3:09) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U6-x_7ctc-c 

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

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

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Grandmother Spider Brings the Light (465 words)
a retelling of a story from a Native American tradition, Cherokee, Hopi, and others

     When the earth was first made, it was very dark and cold, and the animals were afraid. One day Bear said, “I have seen light on the other side of the world, but the people will not share. Perhaps we could steal some for ourselves.”
     The others thought this was a splendid idea, and started to discuss who should go first. They knew that it would require a great deal of courage to steal some of the light, but they were determined to bring back the light.

     “I’ll go,” said fox. Everyone thought that this was a good idea because fox was both brave and sly.

     Fox went, and stole a piece of light in his mouth, but it was so hot it burned his mouth and he dropped it, and the fox still has a black mouth to this day.

     Possum tried next. He wrapped the light in his tail, and tried to drag it back, but it was too hot, and he dropped it. That is why no possum has fur on its tail.

     Crow said, “Let me try!” And he went off to steal the light, but when he got close, it singed all of his feathers, and he turned black. He was so afraid, he ran away.

     Finally, Grandmother Spider said, “I will go.” The other animals were hopeful, for they knew that Grandmother Spider was fearless. When she reached the light, she was surprised by how hot it was. She thought of a plan, and began to spin and spin with her silky web. Soon she had enough for a bag. She approached the light, and quick as a flash, tucked the light into her bag. She began dragging the bag of light home. 

     When she got back, the animals were triumphant! “Hooray for Grandmother Spider!” they all shouted. 

     Grandmother Spider was happy to give them the light. “We should hang the light in the sky, so all can be warmed by it,” she said. The other animals thought that too was a good idea, but how to get it up in the sky?

     “I will go,” said Vulture. He took the bag of light, and put it on his head. It was hot, but he could stand it. He flew higher and higher, and the bag got hotter and hotter. He climbed higher, and his feathers turned black. Still higher, and the feathers on his head burned off! Still higher, and his head turned red. At the last possible second, he threw the light into the sky as hard as he could, and the Sun hung bright and beautiful, warming all the land.

     The animals now could enjoy the sunlight, but they also welcomed the night for that was when some on them like the fox liked to hunt.

Source: http://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1/spider 
5.0: Meditations

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

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/we-whose-journeys 
5.2: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
     Here is where I found my voice and chose to be brave.

     Here’s a place where I forgave someone, against my better judgment, and I survived that, and unexpectedly, amazingly, I became wiser.

     Here’s where I was once forgiven, was ready for once in my life to receive forgiveness and to be transformed. And I survived that also. I lived to tell the tale.

     This is the place where I said no, more loudly than I’d thought I ever could, and everybody stared, but I said no loudly anyway, because I knew it must be said, and those staring settled down into harmless, ineffective grumbling, and over me they had no power anymore.

     Here’s a time, and here’s another, when I laid down my fear and walked right on into it, right up to my neck into that roiling water.

     Here’s where cruelty taught me something. And here’s where I was first astonished by gratuitous compassion and knew it for the miracle it was, the requirement it is. It was a trembling time.

     And here, much later, is where I returned the blessing, clumsily. It wasn’t hard, but I was unaccustomed. It cycled round, and as best I could I sent it back on out, passed the gift along. This circular motion, around and around, has no apparent end.

     Here’s a place, a murky puddle, where I have stumbled more than once and fallen. I don’t know yet what to learn there.

     On this site I was outraged and the rage sustains me still; it clarifies my seeing.

     And here’s where something caught me—a warm breeze in late winter, birdsong in late summer.

     Here’s where I was told that something was wrong with my eyes, that I see the world strangely, and here’s where I said, “Yes, I know, I walk in beauty.”
     Here is where I began to look with my own eyes and listen with my ears and sing my own song, shaky as it is.

     Here is where, if by surgeon’s knife, my heart was opened up—and here, and here, and here, and here. These are the landmarks of conversion.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/map-journey-progress 
5.3: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (135 words)
     Ministry is all that we do—Together

     Ministry is that quality of being in community that affirms human dignity—
beckons forth hidden possibilities, invites us into deeper, more constant, reverent relationships,
and carries forward our heritage of hope and liberation.

Ministry is what we do together as we celebrate triumphs of our human spirit,
Miracles of birth and life,
Wonders of devotion and sacrifice.

     Ministry is what we do together—with one another—
in terror and torment—in grief, in misery and pain,
enabling us in the presence of death
to say yes to life.

     We who minister speak and live the best we know with full knowledge
that it is never quite enough…

     And yet are reassured
by lostness found,
fragments reunited,
wounds healed,
and joy shared.

     Ministry is what we all do—together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/ministry-all-we-do 
5.4: On Being Scared by Rev. Jane Ranney Rzepka (234 words)
     I spent some time this weekend with an old friend, a dentist. She’s considering buying her own practice, but wonders if she could retain the current patients and attract new ones. She wonders if the office staff would like her, or befriend her too much, or resent her, or desert her; she wonders about bill collecting, spending too much time on crowns and root canals (which she likes) at the expense of oral surgery (which she doesn’t); she wonders about being a good wife and mother and all-around person. She’s scared.

     My friend is intelligent, well organized, energetic, terrific with teeth... but scared. It makes me think we all are. Scared we’ll lose the company’s big Formica account, scared we’ll miss the time change, scared we’re handling the kids’ curfew wrong, scared our money will be in all the dumbest places when tax laws change, scared of our failing health, scared of everything falling apart, scared that nobody really loves us, scared of the fragility of all creation. Scared.

     O Spirit of Life and Love, we aren’t the giants we’d like so much to be, and the world can loom so large. When all is quiet and we are small and the night is dark, may we hear the tender breathing of all who lie awake with us in fear, that together we may gather strength to live with love, and kindness, and confidence.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/ministry-all-we-do 
5.5: The Edge by Rev. David O. Rankin (adapted from the first person to the third person) (171 words)
     A religion that promises a life without tension, a life without conflict, a life without suffering, is a religion of passivity, a religion of mediocrity, a religion of insignificance. Everything worth doing in the world is a desperate gamble, a game of chance, where nothing is certain. 

What is love? Is it not a wild and sublime speculation that can end in ecstasy or despair? 

What is courage? Is it not a hazardous risk of fortune that can end in victory or defeat? 

What is adventure? Is it not a blind leap in the dark that can end in joy or disaster? 

What is faith? Is it not a prayerful flip of the coin that can end in heaven or hell? 

     If we refuse to play the game, if we refuse to risk ourselves, if we refuse to throw the dice, we are never really alive. We are then only flesh, baking in the sun on a middling plateau, with no view of the valley and no road to the peak. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/edge 
5.6: The Inescapable Divine by Rev. Howard Thurman (356 words)
     Waiting is a window opening on many landscapes. For some, waiting means the cessation of all activity when energy is gone and exhaustion is all that the heart can manage. It is the long, slow panting of the spirit.

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

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

     For some, waiting is a sense of disaster of the soul. It is what Frances Thompson suggests in the line, “Naked I wait Thy love’s uplifted stroke.” The last hiding place has been abandoned because even the idea of escape is without meaning. Here is no fear, no panic, only the sheer excruciation of utter disaster. It is a kind of emotional blackout in the final moment before the crash. It is the passage through the zone of treacherous quiet.

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

      Whither shall I go from Thy Spirit? Whither shall I flee from Thy presence? If I ascend to heaven, Thou art there. If I make my bed in hell, behold, Thou art there.... If I say, “Surely, the darkness shall cover me,” even the night shall be light about me. The darkness and the light are both alike to thee. (Psalm 139, KJV).

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation-reading/inescapable-divine 
5.7: Walk of the Migrant by Anne Principe (897 words)
     Imagine you live in a little village on a mountain.
You’ve always lived there with your family, friends.
Every day you play. Everyday everyone plays.
Every day you help out. Everyone helps out.
There are no cars in your village except for one or two every once in a while.
Imagine that his is your village. You were born here.

     Imagine the rooster that runs around when you help grind the corn at the mill.
Waiting in line is fun because you and your friends play.
You’re older now. You can reach the chute to pour the corn.
Your mama sprinkles in the right amount of water to make the meal just so.
Imagine that this is your village and your life. It is all that is good and all you have known.

     Imagine little by little, things start to change.
You listen to the adults talk about the trouble.
Bullies. Mean people. Stealing. Drugs. Worse.
Your friend’s father isn’t around anymore and your friend does not, or cannot, say why.
Playing is different. You have to stay so close to home.
You can’t run down the path by yourself anymore to el rio.
You try not to listen to the adults anymore. You don’t really understand.
Imagine that these are the adults of your village and they are scared.

     Imagine one day when it is still dark, your mama wakes you up and says that it’s time to go.
Go where? Just go.
You’re given a bag to carry. Your mama puts it over your head and your shoulder.
Your sister says “take the clothes that fit you.”
You’re so scared but you don’t say anything because you see your sister and your little brother are scared.
Your mama is quiet and scared too.
Imagine you are leaving this home and this place you love and your grandpa and your cousins and your friends and the rooster too.

     Imagine you are leaving and you have this bag around your shoulder and it’s heavy.
And you walk and are walking.
Sometimes you all hold on because you get a ride on the back of a truck with others.
Or you ride a bus.  It’s a crowded and bumpy and long.
You and your mother and brother and sister take turns sleeping.
Day after day after day.
Imagine that this feels like your life now. You remember your village.

     Imagine you in a new village and there is water, some food.
You don’t listen to the adults talk here either.
Your shoes have a hole. You are tired. The bag is heavy even though you have lost many things.
You are all thirsty and hungry.
More things happen, too scary to say.
And you leave again.
Imagine you leave this village where you slept with no pillow and one shared blanket.

Imagine one day you and your mother and brother and sister arrive at a border. It is so bright.
People in uniforms talk with your mama.
You sit and wait. Wait and sit.
And then you sit and wait somewhere else for a while.
There are so many people there.
Mamas. Abuelas. Children like you.
You are all shy or tired or scared. Just quiet.
Imagine you leave this place the next day.

     Imagine you are in a van with your little brother, your big sister, your mama and so many others.
You look out the window and see the sky. It’s not a long ride.
You stop and get out but no one moves.
You see lots and lots of cars. Really tall buildings.
There is a house. A building.
Imagine you go inside this building, this house.

     Imagine that there are so many people there.
Some people say hello to you.
They ask your mama questions.
You all walk. Your sister reads on the wall, El Comedor.
She says quietly, “comida.”
You are all at a long table. So many others.
Imagine you see a man, like your abuelo. Oraciones.

     Imagine yourself, eating with your family.
The food is warm. It is good. A little different.
You and your family are taken to a room with two beds.
There are clothes are the bed, not yours, but they are for you.
You all go to a place where there is shower water, un bano.
You take a shower, one at a time.
Imagine you play in a room with other children.

Imagine this is your home for a little while, day and days.
And then it is time to go, to your primo, mama says.
As you ride in a car that someone is driving, your mama is looking at the small scrap of paper again:
Carlos. A bunch of numbers. Chicago.
You are going to a bus station.
There you sit and wait.
Imagine you are going to the place of your primo, your cousin who you do not know.

     Imagine the long bus ride and how it feels like your home for a long while.
You listen— new sounds, language, everywhere.
There are no paths, no roosters.
You miss your abuelos. Primos you know. Your friends.
Imagine finding yourself here or there, in this new land.

     Imagine what it would be like for this to be your home, your life now.
To travel all this way from your little village where you were born.
What did you bring with you in your backpack?

Source: no longer online
5.8: All That We Have Been, All That We Will Become by Rev. Leslie Ahuvah Fails (173 words)
     All that we have been separately
and all that we will become together
is stretched out before and behind us
like stars scattered across a canvas of sky.
We stand at the precipice, arms locked
together like tandem skydivers
working up the courage to jump.

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

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

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

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

*This sentence is an adaptation of a Hebrew prayer called the shecheheyanu. In Leslie’s words, “It’s a blessing for anytime you do something you haven’t done in a long time or you’re doing something for the first time—or when doing “annual” events that you should feel blessed for having lived to see come around the wheel of the year again. Or: for when you survive a close call. Or when you are about to do something adventurous.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-we-have-been-all-we-will-become 
6.0: Prayers

6.1: God of goodness by Rev. Lucinda Duncan (97 words)
     God of goodness, you are the life of life, the breath of all, the eternal yet ever-changing wholeness into which infinity is poured and from which life is born anew.

To you I offer myself, with you I simply am; as you I amaze myself with energy, compassion and calm.

     God of us all, give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses, just as we struggle to forgive those whose injuries have grievously afflicted us.

     Walk with us now, in peace, with love, and as the courageous blessing which defines us all. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5564.shtml 
6.2: A Prayer of Risk by Rev. Tamara Lebak (123 words)
Holy One

Who has given us the breath of life

Today we remember to

Breathe deeply

To rest

To take in

To pause

Before we act…

And then to take in another deep breath poised on the edge

And risk jumping in

Risk taking action

Risk speaking up

Risk using the gifts we have been given

So that at the end of our life we can say with absolute clarity that

No part of our existence was wasted in fear of failure

Or fear of success.

Hold us,

Prepare us the way to begin to offer the gift of our

Awakened presence

Full of love and light today.

These and the prayers of our hearts we lift up now

In the silence…

Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-risk 
6.3: Crossing Borders by Rev. Stephen Shick (126 words)
Spirit of my longing and lonely heart, help me travel through the barren borderlands that separate me from others. Teach me to willingly explore relationships with those who frighten or threaten me, grant me the courage to risk confidently my own comforts, that I might make others more comfortable. And when I am burdened by the isolating choices I have made, grant me the wisdom to invite a stranger to travel with me. Open my heart to my new companion’s needs and desires until I relax my defensiveness and become a calming presence. As we travel, grant me the vision to notice how each step we take together moves us closer to the promised land, where all souls grow in hope and the resilience of love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/crossing-borders 
6.4: History’s Road by Revs. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley and Clyde Grubbs (396 words)
     The road of history is long, full of both hope and disappointment. In times past, there have been wars and rumors of wars, violence and exploitation, hunger and homelessness, and destruction of this earth, your creation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

     So may it be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/historys-road 
6.5: Loving in Fear by Rev. Stephen Shick (108 words)
     Spirit of Life, God of Love, grant me the courage to love boldly in the face of my greatest fears. Grow me in your wisdom and let my actions speak when silence threatens justice and indifference disturbs peace. When gossip, hate, and cruelty arise among friends or in public places, help me bravely walk forward with love. When I defensively assert certainty in the presence of the unknown, grant me the courage to live comfortably in the unanswerable questions of life. Bless me with the eternal gift of not knowing and let it take root in me until it pushes forth shoots of understanding and branches of humility.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/loving-fear 
6.6: Ours are the hands that must do your work by Rev. Sydney Wilde (144 words)
     Spirit of life and love, your prophet Isaiah called us to worship you by freeing the oppressed, feeding the hungry, clothing the naked and housing the homeless. Your follower St. Francis cried out, “Make me an instrument of Thy peace.” Jesus instructed us to love our neighbors -- and our enemies -- as ourselves.

     Remind us again, dear God, that ours are the hands that must do your work. We are the ones who must comfort the sick and lift up the poor. We are the ones who must challenge traditions to bring about justice. Strengthen our resolve, we pray, to live out our faith as doers of good works. Fill us with the spirit, which will give us both courage and strength to move out into the world, and there, to make a difference. By our efforts, may your will be done. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5620.shtml 
6.7: Prayer for Living in Tension by Rev. Joseph Cherry (55 words)
     If we have any hope of transforming the world and changing ourselves,
we must be
bold enough to step into our discomfort,
brave enough to be clumsy there,
loving enough to forgive ourselves and others.

     May we, as a people of faith, be granted the strength to be
so bold,
so brave,
and so loving.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/payer-living-tension 
6.8: Prayer of Purpose and Inner Fire by Rev. Tamara Lebak (204 words)
     Holy One,

     You who dwells within and among us,

Let us remember the blessings of purpose that we have received throughout our lives 
When the fire of our soul burned brightly 
Those moments of clarity 
When our direction felt in line with a greater purpose 
When the doors of opportunity were easy to see 
And even easier to open

     Those moments of clarity when even strangers felt like family.

     We ask this day to have that clarity of Spirit come forth into our lives again with the power of a mighty wind,
Opening the horizons of our hearts and minds 
To that inner fire which burns inside us all.

     May we be inspired this day to sing out praise of this glorious life in a language beyond the power of speech, in a language of action 
So that our lives might be a beacon of justice and love 
And the world might know hope through our story, our song, our steps taken.

     We ask this day that our inner fire burn brightly with compassion and courage and love 
For whatever number of days ahead are still ours to claim.

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

     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-purpose-and-inner-fire 
6.9: Spirit of creative good by Rev. Dr. Virginia Knowles (117 words)
     Spirit of creative good, be with us when we are afraid.
Grant us the courage to do what we have to do.
Grant us the peace that passes understanding.

     When we fail to find courage, or peace,
May we find compassion for our brothers and sisters who also fail.
May we sometimes win the prizes that we fight for,
And may we then know both pride and compassion.
May we be open to the candor of old age,
And to the freshness of childhood.
May we give good memories.
May we receive good memories.

     May we have faith, O God.
Be merciful to us and help us to be merciful
To one another and to ourselves. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5613.shtml 
6.10: Claim Us As Your Own by Rev. Susan Maginn (211 words)
     Gracious God,

     From Isaiah, we hear you say, “Do not fear. I have called you by name. You are mine. When you pass through the waters, I will be with you, and through the rivers, they shall not overwhelm you. And when you walk through fire, you will not be burned, and the flames shall not consume you.”
     We hear you say that the rivers and fires of life will come our way, not a question of if but rather when they come. And in these mighty waters and fires, we will be shaped and tempered. We will be sharpened and refined. Perhaps, in these waters and fires, we will be damaged and even risk our very life, but nothing, not suffering, not even death, nothing can separate us from you, God, from your love and wisdom.

     From your watchful gaze, we are fully seen and known. From your enduring presence, we are never left behind. We will fall short of honoring your intention for our lives, and yet somehow your hope for us remains as boundless as the sea, and in your hand, we are forever held fast.

      May all gathered here know the peace of your blessing. Call us by name. Claim us as your own.

Blessed be, Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/claim-us-your-own 
6.11: Embracing the Double-Edged Universe by Kyle Johnson

     Mystery of the Universe –

You who some think of not as a being among other beings,

But as the very Ground of Being Itself –

Thank you for this day,

For another sunrise,

Another chance for us to witness the wonder of Creation.

     We know that yours is a Creation that is truly double-edged –

A “yin-yang” Universe –

For it is indeed one in which the life-giving flame can also burn.

But it is also one in which the dark, cold, misting rain

Gives re-birth to spring.

And it is one in which, paradoxically, our acquaintance with pain and sorrow can help us better appreciate pleasure and joy.

     Help us, then, to have the courage and strength to embrace it All,

To embrace what is.

     Help us – we, who are similarly double-edged,

Whose love for those closest to us

Can so easily provoke our own tribal instincts and prejudices;

Whose own pain, rather than fostering empathy and compassion,

May turn us inward,

to dig moats, to build walls, rather than bridges.

     So, help us to embrace this double-edged, yin-yang Universe

with courage and strength,

But above all, help us to do so in a spirit of love and compassion –

For this, it seems, is our eternal challenge,

As it is also the wellspring of our eternal salvation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/embracing-double-edged-universe 

6.12: Prayer for Moving Forward by Rev. Jennifer “Jo” VonRue (213 words)

     Spirit of Life and love, God of many names and yet none at all

Our hearts are stretched thin. We see and hear the devaluing of people of color, of those with disabilities, of women, of immigrants; this list, incomplete as it is, is exhausting.

     And yet, we hold fast because we carry hope in our hearts: hope that together we can dismantle systems of oppression; hope that …humanity will look at one another and say “this has got to change.”

     However thin our resilience may be wearing; we do not give up or give in. 

We look around and see our friends and neighbors carrying signs,

moving and marching together, because we must not give up.

     We join thousands of people in the streets.

We move for justice

We live for peace

We will not rest until we are heard.

We will not rest until equity is made more real, all around us.

     And spirit of life, we look within our own hearts, to the burning coal that is at the center of our being, the place where our hope for the world lives, the place where our faith in humanity resides and there, we find the strength and courage to continue moving forward however muddy and rough the path may be.

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

6.13: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (216 words)

     Spirit of Life and Love, known by many names and yet fully known by none, we give thanks for this time and this place of renewal. We give thanks for the ability to begin again: after the disaster, after the tragedy, after the loss, after meeting the challenge set before us. Grant us the courage to continue on the journey, the courage to speak up for the well-being of others and ourselves and the planet. May we forgive each other when our courage falls short, and may we try again. Grant us hearts to love boldly, to embody our faith and our values in living words and deeds. May our hearts open to embrace humility, grace, and reconciliation. Grant us the ability to learn and grow, to let the Spirit of Love and Truth work its transformation upon us and within us. Grant us the spirit of hospitality, the willingness to sustain a fit dwelling place for the holy that resides in all being. Grant us a sense of being at peace in the world, even as we are in motion. Let us cultivate together the strength to welcome every kind of gift and all manner of ways to be on the journey together. To this we add the silent prayers of our hearts.

     (Pause) Blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/courage-continue-journey 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #519 No Shelter from Dangers by Rabindranath Tagore

7.2: SLT #565 Prophets by Rev. Clinton Lee Scott

7.3: SLT #577 It Is Possible To Live in Peace by Mohandas Gandhi

7.4: SLT #658 To Risk by Anonymous

7.5: SLT #721 They Are with Us Still by Rev. Kathleen McTigue

7.6: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
When we are overwhelmed with the world and cannot see our way clear

When life seems a struggle between tedium and apathy or frenzy and exhaustion.
When today seems a punishment and tomorrow a torment

May we find the courage of patience.
May we recognize courage in ourselves and our companions, which is not dramatic, that elicits no fanfare

That commands little notice by the world, that is forgotten and taken for granted. 
May we learn how to cope, like those who live one day of pain at a time

Who see the long path of suffering and do not despair.
Who inspire us with their patient courage when we are impatient or afraid.

May we know such courage and quietly celebrate its presence among us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/courage-patience 
7.7: Courage by Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. (84 words)
Courage is an inner resolution to go forward despite obstacles; Cowardice is submissive surrender to circumstances. 

Courage breeds creativity; Cowardice represses fear and is mastered by it. 

Cowardice asks the question, is it safe? 

Expediency asks the question, is it politic? 

Vanity asks the question, is it popular? 

But conscience asks the question, is it right? 

And there comes a time when we must take a position that is neither safe, nor politic, nor popular, but one must take it because it is right. 

Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/186960-courage-is-an-inner-resolution-to-go-forward-despite-obstacles 
8.0: Readings

8.1: The Journey by Mary Oliver (154 words)
One day you finally knew
what you had to do, and began,
though the voices around you
kept shouting
their bad advice –

though the whole house
began to tremble
and you felt the old tug
at your ankles.
“Mend my life!”
each voice cried.
But you didn’t stop.
You knew what you had to do,
though the wind pried
with its stiff fingers
at the very foundations,
though their melancholy
was terrible.
It was already late
enough, and a wild night,
and the road full of fallen
branches and stones.
But little by little,
as you left their voices behind,
the stars began to burn
through the sheets of clouds,
and there was a new voice
which you slowly
recognized as your own,
that kept you company
as you strode deeper and deeper
into the world,
determined to do
the only thing you could do –
determined to save
the only life you could save.

Source: http://www.phys.unm.edu/~tw/fas/yits/archive/oliver_thejourney.html 
8.2: Crossing Bridges by Rev. Jan Taddeo (580 words)
     When I was very young, my family often went camping at Assateague Island on the Maryland shore. It was a long drive, but there were lots of adventures along the way. The last adventure was crossing the Verrazano Bridge over the Sinepuxent Bay. This was one of my favorite moments. As we approached the bridge my father would holler back to all us kids, “Look out! It looks like we’re going to land in the water!”
     The Verrazano Bridge rises sharply so you can’t see on the other side until you get close to the top. As you approach, it feels like you will fall right off the edge of the bridge when you get there.

     Creating adventure was a theme in my family. My father would take us out on Sunday drives just to “get lost.” He would say things like, “Let’s just turn down this road and see where it takes us.” My mother would take us on penny hikes, flipping a coin at each fork in the trail to see which direction to walk next. We explored trails, creeks, and went bushwhacking a few times, always looking for new adventures.

     Growing up with an appreciation for the unknown and creating adventures in unexpected ways has served me well. I like to try new foods and activities, go to places I haven’t been before, ride roller coasters … especially ones in the dark. I love Star Trek because they boldly go where no one has gone before. I like to explore new ways of doing things even when I’m not certain how it might turn out. Sometimes I do like to reinvent the wheel, and I try very hard to think outside the box and invite others to open the box for me when I get stuck inside.

     Unitarian Universalists step out into the unknown all the time as we embark on our spiritual adventures. We go searching for new ways to make meaning of our lives, to create a more just and loving world, and to answer questions of ultimacy together.

     We seek creative ways to raise our children with inquiring minds and loving hearts, and to provide them with the tools to navigate an unpredictable future.

     We cross bridges and borders as we learn to navigate the multicultural world around us that challenges us to expand our worldview and embrace new ways of engaging a changing world.

     Whether we are crossing a bridge from a place of comfort to challenges we never anticipated, or from our own cultural norms to completely new worldviews, we have resources, friends, and mentors to guide us.

     If we are crossing the bridge from youth to young adult, or from career to retirement, somehow, we find the tools we need to navigate our way to the other shore.

     For this amazing journey, we carry in our backpacks a sense of wonder, a sense of humor, and a lot of courage. Our compass is the compassion we hold for all our neighbors.

     Our sustenance is the joy of discovering our true selves and experiencing the divine in one another. Our map is the sacred covenant we hold with one another to walk this journey together.

     With so many tools to guide and support us as we approach new bridges, it is not such a leap of faith to trust that we will arrive at the distant shore. Together, we can boldly go where our vision and our faith call us to go.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/crossing-bridges 
8.3: Desert Spring by Rev. Victoria Safford (410 words)
     They had no idea where they were going, when they left that night, in the dark, without lights, without shoes, without bread, their children smothered against them so they would make no noise.

     They had no idea what they were getting into, following this Moses, this wild-eyed one who claimed visions and made promises but who after all could guarantee them nothing, except death if they were caught.

     They had no idea, these slaves, what it could mean, this promise of land (their own country) and life abundant. Of freedom they knew nothing, except what they could taste by living in its opposite, slavery, and that taste became a hunger, and that hunger became insatiable till they were ravenous for freedom, and they went out then—but no one knows to this day whether they were led by Moses or by the outstretched arm and mighty hand of something else, of something eternal (as they would afterwards and always claim), or whether their own human, hungry will made them flee that night from Pharaoh.

     They went into the wilderness. There they wandered forty years, which in those days was a lifetime. Forty was a good, old age, so many of them died before getting anywhere, and many were born in the desert and grew to adulthood knowing nothing but the journey—not slavery, not freedom, just the going. They whined and complained and muttered, and some mutinied, for they were a stiff-necked and rebellious people (you can read it for yourself); ungrateful people, even when manna rained down from heaven and quails were sent to feed them; unhappy people, longing, out loud even, for the familiar security of Egypt, of all places, where at least they knew what to expect, as awful as it was; impatient people, making cheap little idols and gods of metal to bargain with in secret when the traveling got hard or merely dull, and the days and years became monotonous.

     In the springtime we remember: the promised land is not a destination—it is a way of going. The land beyond the Jordan, that country of freedom and dignity and laughter—you carry it inside you all the while. It is planted in your mind and heart already, before you ever start out, before it even occurs to you that in order to leave that life in Egypt, the intolerable bondage of that life, what you need to do is stand up and walk forward.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/desert-spring 
8.4: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
     When we are overwhelmed with the world
And cannot see our way clear,
When life seems a struggle between tedium and apathy
Or frenzy and exhaustion;
When today seems a punishment and tomorrow a torment,
May we find the courage of patience.

     May we recognize courage in ourselves and our companions;
That is not dramatic, that elicits no fanfare;
That commands little notice by the world,
That is forgotten and taken for granted.

     May we learn how to cope
Like those who live one day of pain at a time,
Who see the long path of suffering and do not despair,
Who inspire us by their patient courage,
When we are impatient and afraid.

     May we know such courage
And quietly celebrate its presence among us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/courage-patience 
8.5: Transcending Boundaries by Rev. Yvonne Seon (338 words)
     When I was a child, I would stand and gaze at the starry firmament and contemplate infinity. As I stood there, the boundary that is time dissolved; I expanded my Spirit to fill the boundary that is space. My being stilled and all fear, anxiety, and anguish disappeared. Forgotten were the chores, the homework, the ordinary around me.

     Transcending boundaries was fun in those days. But, as I reached adulthood, it became more difficult. More and more, the world was with me as I did chores and homework. More and more, my own fears were with me as I encountered others. More and more, I was aware of the boundaries of race, class, age, and sex. I felt myself cringe as the bantering youth in the street came nearer. I felt myself become tearful as I encountered a senior citizen living with pain or the limited choices of a fixed income. I felt myself become angry as I was subjected to the indignities of being rejected by others because I am Black, because I am a woman, or because of the blind person or the openly gay person I was with. I felt myself become unwilling to acknowledge my oneness with the addicted person who is my friend or the homeless people sleeping on the benches in the park.

     Today, transcending boundaries is hard work. For one thing, I’ve created more of them since I was young, and I’ve built them higher and stronger than they once were. For another thing, I’m much more self-righteous and much less humble than I was then. Sometimes, when I am at my best, I remember that the “other” I distinguish myself from could be me in another time, another place, another circumstance. Then, I remember the words of a colleague who observed that it is “my racism, my sexism, my homophobia” that I am called upon to address. So, I take a few deep breaths and begin to release the fears that are the boundaries between me and my fellow humans.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/transcending-boundaries 
8.6: My Heart Fights for Those Who Can’t Fight by Sara Sutherland Dean (92 words)
Someone called me a “bleeding heart liberal.” It was not intended as a compliment. However, I will always consider it one of the biggest compliments of my life.

My heart bleeds for the underdog.
My heart fights for those who can’t fight.
My heart rejoices in seeing others overcome adversity.
My heart desires love and peace for everyone.
My heart is compassionate and empathetic.
My heart sees pain in others and wants to help.
My heart believes in equality.
My heart sees the good in people.
My heart chooses action over fear.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/my-heart-fights-those-who-cant-fight 
8.7: Creating Fire by Rev. Stephen Shick (54 words)
     Is the fire going out?
Not in your belly,
for you are still alive,
but in your soul,
that place

     where dreams
fuel commitment

     where longings
shape action

     where meaning
flames purpose

     where passion ignites
and rekindles
your life fire.

     If your soul smolders
dream on
till you flame
like a chalice of hope.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/creating-fire 
8.8: Ready by Rabbi Rachel Barenblat (167 words)
“So, the people took their dough before it was leavened, their kneading bowls wrapped in their cloaks upon their shoulders.” —Exodus 12:34
     You’ll need to travel light.
Take what you can carry: a book, a poem,
a battered tin cup, your child strapped
to your chest, clutching your necklace
in one hot possessive fist.

     So, the dough isn’t ready. So, your heart
isn’t ready. You haven’t said goodbye
to the places where you hid as a child,
to the friends who aren’t interested in the journey,
to the graves you’ve tended.

     But if you wait until you feel fully ready
you may never take the leap at all
and Infinity is calling you forth
out of this birth canal
and into the future’s wide expanse.

     Learn to improvise flat cakes without yeast.
Learn to read new alphabets.
Wear God like a cloak
and stride forth with confidence.
You won’t know where you’re going

     but you have the words of our sages,
the songs of our mothers, the inspiration
wrapped in your kneading bowl. Trust
that what you carry will sustain you
and take the first step out the door.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/ready 
8.9: Beyond the Zero-Sum Game by Rev. Nathan Walker (158 words)
     For centuries, insiders
have been democratizing their religions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/beyond-zero-sum-game 
8.10: It’s Not Easy Being a Unitarian Universalist by Rev. Charles Magistro (183 words)
     I’m amused by the view that it’s easy to be a Unitarian Universalist. It’s as easy to be a Unitarian Universalist as it is to be persistent, courageous, and curious. It’s as easy to be a Unitarian Universalist as it is to search the murky waters of life without sure charts to guide us or any guarantee that we will find a safe port to put down anchor. It’s as easy to be Unitarian Universalist as it is to overcome the natural fear of the unknown and venture forth with nothing to sustain us save our zest for living and hunger for new experience and knowledge.

     Our way in religion is not the way of ease. We are called to be sailors; for many worlds exist waiting to be discovered. And not the least of these worlds are within ourselves. It takes as much persistence, courage, and curiosity to look into our own depths, to come to terms with the twin mysteries of being alive and having to die, to see ourselves in new and larger ways without being dishonest about our limitations….

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/183751.shtml 
8.11: We Are Not Done by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (157 words)
     Do not think we are finished—
oh no
we will never be finished
never just done
until the light of justice is lit behind every eye.

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

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/we-are-not-done 
8.12: This Ain’t No Country Club by Rev. Nathan Walker (233 words)
     There is no time to be spinning around ourselves saying,
“We’re so small. We’re a minority religion.”
As if “minority” is somehow equivalent to “inferior.”
      No. The real problem is when we
diminish our institutional self-worth
by trying to be a country club religion.

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

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

We should excommunicate such petty banter.

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

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/ain%E2%80%99t-no-country-club 
8.13: Pitted Against One Another by Ram Dass and Paul Gorman (228 words)
     The sufferings of others spontaneously release our desire to help out. Our heart begins to open. But then there’s this thought: Is this problem too heavy? Do I have what it takes? If I offer to help, will I ever get away? Set off by fear, the mind is startled into self-defense. …Fear is the mind’s reaction against the inherent generosity of the heart. …Under such tension, little wonder that our choices of how to respond to the pain of others seems so difficult. Perhaps we seek to resolve this tension without really having to open the door to suffering: a quick call to a sick friend; a charitable contribution slipped through a mail slot; some grain to feed a third-world country. But do these measures really feed a satisfy the heart? As useful as they may be, they sometimes short-change our compassion. We know there is more to helping than this. … [We often] keep suffering at arm’s length. We may let in a little of someone’s pain, but never enough to threaten our self-control. …Denial, abstraction, pity, professional warmth, compulsive hyperactivity: these are a few of the ways the mind reacts to suffering and attempts to restrict or redirect the natural compassion of the heart. This tension…leaves us tentative and confused. As we reach out, then pull back, love and fear are pitted against one another.

Source: How Can I Help? by Ram Dass and Paul Gorman
8.14: The Miseducation of Justice-Making by Rev. Nathan Walker (428 words)
     What does justice-making look like, feel like,
when we receive hostile communication?
Are we hostile in return?
Or is something else required of us?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/miseducation-justice-making 
8.15: Remain Awake by Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. (400 words)
     One of the great misfortunes of history is that all too many individuals and institutions find themselves in a great period of change and yet fail to achieve the new attitudes and outlooks that the new situation demands. There is nothing more tragic than to sleep through a revolution. And there can be no gainsaying of the fact that a social revolution is taking place in our world today. ... 

     The great question is, what do we do when we find ourselves in such a period? ... 

     First, we are challenged to instill within ... people ... a world perspective. The world in which we live is geographically one. Now, more and more, we are challenged to make it one in terms of brotherhood. ... 

     We must live together as brothers or we will all perish together as fools. ... 

     All I’m saying is this: that all life is inter-related, and, somehow, we are all tied together. For some strange reason I can never be what I ought to be until you are what you ought to be, and you can never be what you ought to be until I am what I ought to be. This is the inter-related structure of all reality. ... 

     Secondly, it is necessary ... to reaffirm over and over again the essential immorality of racial segregation. Any church which affirms the morality of segregation is sleeping through the revolution. ... 

     There is another thing that the church must do to remain awake. I think it is necessary to refute the idea that there are superior and inferior races. ... 

     Poverty, ignorance, economic deprivation, social isolation breed crime in any racial group. It is a tortuous logic to use the tragic results of segregation as an argument for the continuation of it. ... 

    The next thing that [we] must do to remain awake through this revolution is to move out into the arena of social action. It is not enough ... to work in the ideological realm, and to clear up misguided ideas. To remain awake through this social revolution, [we] must engage in strong action programs to get rid of the last vestiges of segregation and discrimination. ... 

     …Somehow we know, the arc of the moral universe is long but it bends toward justice. ... With this faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope.

Source: https://www.uua.org/ga/past/1966/ware 
8.16: The Truly Great by Stephen Spender (201 words)
     I think continually of those who were truly great.
Who, from the womb, remembered the soul’s history
Through corridors of light, where the hours are suns,
Endless and singing. Whose lovely ambition
Was that their lips, still touched with fire,
Should tell of the Spirit, clothed from head to foot in song.
And who hoarded from the Spring branches
The desires falling across their bodies like blossoms.
     What is precious, is never to forget
The essential delight of the blood drawn from ageless springs
Breaking through rocks in worlds before our earth.
Never to deny its pleasure in the morning simple light
Nor its grave evening demand for love.
Never to allow gradually the traffic to smother
With noise and fog, the flowering of the spirit.
     Near the snow, near the sun, in the highest fields,
See how these names are fêted by the waving grass
And by the streamers of white cloud
And whispers of wind in the listening sky.
The names of those who in their lives fought for life,
Who wore at their hearts the fire’s center.
Born of the sun, they travelled a short while toward the sun
And left the vivid air signed with their honor. 
Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/54715/the-truly-great 
8.17: How to Defeat Fear by Pema Chödrön (215 words)
Once there was a young warrior. Her teacher told her that she had to do battle with fear. She didn’t want to do that. It seemed too aggressive; it was scary; it seemed unfriendly. But the teacher said she had to do it and gave her the instructions for the battle. The day arrived. The student warrior stood on one side, and fear stood on the other. The warrior was feeling very small, and fear was looking big and wrathful. They both had their weapons. The young warrior roused herself and went toward fear, prostrated three times, and asked, “May I have permission to go into battle with you?” Fear said, “Thank you for showing me so much respect that you ask permission.” Then the young warrior said, “How can I defeat you?” Fear replied, “My weapons are that I talk fast, and I get very close to your face. Then you get completely unnerved, and you do whatever I say. If you don’t do what I tell you, I have no power. You can listen to me, and you can have respect for me. You can even be convinced by me. But if you don’t do what I say, I have no power.” In that way, the student warrior learned how to defeat fear.
Source: https://waldronleadership.com/defeat-fear-pema-chodron/ 
8.18: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)

     Today we share in a blessing for losers, risk-takers, all failures far and wide....

     Blessed are they who fall in the mud, who jump with gusto and rip the pants, who skin the elbows, and bruise the ego,

for they shall know the sweetness of risk.

     Blessed are they who make giant mistakes, whose intentions are good but impact has injured, who know the hot sense of regret and ask for mercy,

for their hearts will know the gift of forgiveness.

     Blessed are they who have seen a D or an F or C or any letter less than perfect, who are painfully familiar with the red pen and the labels as “less than,”

for they know the wisdom in the imperfect.

     Blessed are they who try again, who dust off, who wash up, who extend the wish for peace, who return to sites of failure, who are dogged in their pursuit,

for they will discover the secret to dreams.

     Blessed are they who refuse to listen to the naysayers,

for their hearts will be houses for hope.

     Blessed are they who see beyond the surface of another,

for they will be able to delight in the gift of compassion.

     Blessed are they who stop running the race to help a fellow traveler, who pick up the fallen, who stop for injured life,

for they shall know the kindness of strangers.

     Blessed are they who wildly, boldly abandon winning,

for they shall know the path of justice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessing-risk-takers-and-failures 

8.19: A Recipe for Resilience by Rev. Margaret Weis (212 words)

     This recipe has been tweaked over time, so adjust as necessary.

     Sometimes it yields more servings than anticipated. 

Sometimes it needs a bit more of this ingredient or that. 

It comes from generations who have gone before me, and I’ve added my own flavor along the way.

     A Recipe for Resilience

     One part courage

Two parts tears of failure and doubt

One part deep listening

One part each of both silence and laughter

A dash of trust

A pinch of wonder

A heaping scoop of naps and snacks

     In a separate bowl, mix together family, friends, and those who challenge you to be your best self, those with whom you disagree.

     Add slowly to the larger pot, add a bay leaf for … well, whatever it is bay leaves do, and let simmer for as long as you need (which is often longer than you realize or anticipate).

     Keep the heat at an even temperature – hot enough to cook throughout, but not so hot it burns the bottom.

     Can be served at room temperature, warm, or even cold if necessary. 

Serve alongside your favorite soft blanket, dog, cat, or other soft item.

     Make often, 

Share with others, 

Hold onto the leftovers – you’ll need them after a long day that challenges your soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/recipe-resilience 

8.20: Courage Requires Vulnerability by Rev. Marisol Caballero (589 words)

     “Though we tremble before uncertain futures, may we meet illness, death, and adversity with strength. May we dance in the face of our fears,” writes trailblazer Gloria Anzaldua, who knew a thing or two about courage.

     Courage requires both vulnerability and careful strategy.

     Like other people of color, I don’t often show my full self in mostly-white company. I am guarded—not inauthentic, because the me that has learned to navigate mostly-white spaces is a part of me; it just isn’t my whole self. To bring my full self would risk being misunderstood. More than that, I would risk inviting even more harmful words and behaviors into my day, and already each day is an exhausting dance of negotiating interactions and conversation.

     Hundreds of times a day, I must ask myself: How much of me do I allow this person or group to see? How much of that decision is about risking vulnerability, and how much is about self-preservation? Does withholding my full self alleviate the discomfort of another, or does it bring me closer to true freedom? Who benefits from this risk more?

     Courage is not demanding “safety” when confronting the annoyance of having one’s haughty and long-held answers questioned. It is incompatible with despair.

     Courage is not becoming defensive, or insisting upon being viewed as an individual when the privileges of membership in a dominant group are brought to light. Rather, courage recognizes that growth insists on a willingness to be utterly transformed.

     Courage is not believing that anyone is “helping” or coming to “the assistance of” members of marginalized groups. Rather, it is recognizing that the need to play savior comes from societal brainwashing caused by systems that convince some they are superior over others.

     Courage is seeking one’s own liberation from these lies, knowing it will require a relinquishment of power and an admittance that they’ve been bamboozled. Courage does not require perfection from us, or air-tight plans, or even expertise.

     I’ll tell you what courage does require: Courage requires taking great risks while stepping into the unknown.

     It takes no courage to shut one’s mouth, step aside, and listen when needed. The only thing at risk here is one’s ego; a self-identity built around the myth of superiority.

     Courage does not ask us to stop trembling; it asks us to find ways to incorporate our trembles into our dance.

     Courage, the faithful companion of hope, is sticking around when “we” and “us” are spoken in contexts that clearly don’t mean “me.”

     Courage is claiming this faith as home when nearly everything around me says I am out of place, yet everything inside me says I am home.

     Courage is the generations and generations of ancestors who taught us to actively pursue joy, laughter, and celebration alongside outrage, grief, and fatigue.

     The goddess Tonanztin, madre de los Méxicos, bringer of corn, nuestra morenita, teaches that we can make for ourselves a place of comfort and leave room for wonder, even when our home has been invaded and has become nearly unrecognizable. Courage is being firm in saying, “I know exactly where home is and what it looks like. I will figure out any way to get there, with the help of good friends. We will dance the whole way there, through the terrifying unknown. I will brave the rough waters knowing that my boat may be smalI but it is strong. I will leave a trail of beauty in my wake, so that other courageous seekers who follow will not be lonely on their journeys.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/courage-requires-vulnerability 

8.21: Stay With Us by Rev. Krista Taves (321 words)

     My stomach turned when I first heard the term “white supremacy” used to describe the culture of Unitarian Universalism and our institutions. But I’ve reconsidered that response.

     I understand the pushback: we’ve been trained to see white supremacy as an overt expression of racism, replete with burning crosses, white hoods, Confederate flags, lynchings, and angry white people shouting racist epithet. This allows liberal whites to distance themselves from racism and believe that we aren’t part of it.

     But white supremacy is way bigger than the way we’ve been trained to understand it. White supremacy is a way of thinking that devalues the experiences, insights and lived reality of people of color. The consequences of this thinking have the real-life impact of denying people of color a real voice with real power. Rarely is this culture explicit or even conscious in liberal white communities; it’s implicit and unconscious.

     It’s brave to call white supremacy what it is. In fact, it sets us apart from most liberal institutions, which are in complete denial about the power of racism to shape their decisions and their processes. There is not one institution in this country that is not shaped by white supremacy, and that includes institutions run by people of color. We have all been indoctrinated into white supremacy thinking.

     There’s no reason to feel shame or fear. It is not your fault. You are not stained. We are not irredeemable. Our Universalist heritage says that no one is left behind. Let’s anchor in that promise. If you want to journey into wholeness, if you want to live into the transformative pain and possibility of this one incredible life you are living, if you want to experience a community that doesn’t shy away from calling truth to power, then resist your urge to run away or to distance yourself from the work. Stay with us. Bend into the task at hand. Dare to be vulnerable.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/stay-us 

8.22: The Strength That Defines Us by Rayla D. Mattson (448 words)

     “What I do with my hair shouldn’t affect how I’m treated or perceived, but unfortunately it does.”   journalist Christiana Amarachi Mbakwe

     My son was five when he announced that he would no longer cut his hair. He hated going through the whole process. He also liked his hair and was done. I agreed; I, too, was done fighting with him about haircuts. As time went on, I marveled at the beauty of his hair and the way his curls frame his face.

     Soon the questions started about why his hair was so long, and comments about how I was “confusing” him by not cutting it. I ignored it all.

     Then the bullying started. At first it was a few people calling him a girl. We would correct them and move on. Then it became vicious enough to send him home from school in tears, the teachers all saying What did you expect? and that if I want people to see my son as a boy, then he should look like one.

     My heart broke the day he stood in the bathroom crying. He handed me a pair of scissors and told me to just cut it. He was done and he was tired. I told him how beautiful his hair was and how sad I would be to see him cut it. When I asked him why he grew his hair, he said he felt things through it. He said it connected him to his indigenous heritage that he could not claim officially. He said that sometimes it was his hiding place. But he was tired of being teased and tired of being called a girl when he wanted to be called a boy.

     So, I found pictures of indigenous men with long hair, and asked him what he saw in the pictures. He said he saw strength and pride; fierceness and sadness. I asked if he thought these men were teased over their hair. And he said no, but that if they were, they probably wouldn’t care. I told my son that the strength he saw in those men was the same strength I saw in him.

     My son is now fourteen, almost six feet tall, and has facial hair. His hair is still amazing. He pulls it up in a messy bun and no longer lets me comb and brush it. He still gets questions about cutting it. He’s been called gay and Trans and queer. None of which offends. He sees it as a compliment. He endured the bullying and now stands strong. Not because he has long hair, but because he didn’t let others define what being a man or male meant to him.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/strength-defines-us 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

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

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

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

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

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

It becomes more.

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

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

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

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

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

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

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

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

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

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: The World is Too Beautiful by Eric Williams (49 words)
The world is too beautiful to be praised by only one voice.

May you have the courage to sing your part.

The world is too broken to be healed by only one set of hands.

May you have the courage to use your gifts.

May you go in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/world-too-beautiful 

10.2: Go Boldly by Jean Olson (104 words)
     May you be brave enough to expose
your aching woundedness
and reveal your vulnerability.

     May you speak your deepest truths,
knowing that they will change as you do.

     May you sing the music within you,
composing your own melody,
playing your song with all your heart.

     May you draw, paint, sculpt, and sew,
showing the world your vision.

     May you write letters, poetry, biography,
slogans, graffiti, the great novel,
laying bare your words to love and hate.

May you love even though your heart
breaks again and again.

And until the end of your days,
may your life be filled
with possibilities and courage.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/go-boldly 

10.3: Let us go forth into the world by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming (46 words)
Let us go forth into the world through a door of hope for the future, remembering these words by Martin Luther: “Even if I knew that tomorrow the world would go to pieces, I would still plant my apple tree.” So may it be with us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6019.shtml 

10.4: Only one thing required of us by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (87words)
     There is, finally, only one thing required of us: that is, to take life whole, the sunlight and shadows together; to live the life that is given us with courage and humor and truth.

     We have such a little moment out of the vastness of time for all our wondering and loving. Therefore, let there be no half-heartedness; rather, let the soul be ardent in its pain, in its yearning, in its praise.

     Then shall peace enfold our days, and glory shall not fade from our lives.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6038.shtml 

10.5: Between the dawn and dusk by Rev. Carl Seaburg (37 words)
Between the dawn and dusk of our being, let us be brave and loving.

In our little passage through the light let us sustain and forward the human venture—in gentleness, in service, and in thought. Amen.

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

10.6: Take Courage by Rev. Wayne Arnason (32 words)
Take courage friends.

The way is often hard, the path is never clear,

and the stakes are very high.

Take courage.

For deep down, there is another truth:

you are not alone.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/183796.shtml 

10.7: Enough by Rev. Barbara Wells ten Hove (121 words)
     May each of us have enough trust in life that our fears will burn away.

     May each of us have enough hope in the future that we will let go of despair and work to leave a better world for our children.

     May each of us have enough love for each other that we will abandon hatred and never fail to notice the great miracle that is the human spirit.

     May each of us have enough courage to face the challenges of our troubled world, so that we may act with trust, hope and love in the face of fear, despair and hatred.
Source: no longer online

10.8: Go Forth in Simplicity by Samuel A Trumbore (59 words)
Go forth in simplicity.

Find and walk the path

that leads to compassion and wisdom,

that leads to happiness, peace and ease.

Welcome the stranger and

open your heart to a world in need of healing.

Be courageous before the forces of hate.

Hold and embody a vision of the common good that

serves the needs of all people.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/go-forth-simplicity 

10.9: Go In Peace, Seeking Justice by Rev. Jim Magaw (101 words)

    When I say go in peace, I don’t mean “go in mindless oblivion.” 

When I say go in peace, I don’t mean “go without challenging yourself or others.” 

When I say go in peace, I don’t mean “go in utter ease and comfort.”

    When I say go in peace, I mean “go in peace, seeking justice.” 

I mean, “go in peace, committed to equal rights and opportunities for all.”

    When I say, go in peace, I mean “Go in the peace that is created when, together, 

We build communities of true solidarity, deep compassion, and fierce, unrelenting love.”

    Go in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/go-peace-seeking-justice 

10.10: Holy and Generous Love by Elena Westbrook (60 words)

     Go in hope, for the arc of the universe is long and we can bend it toward justice.

     Go in courage, for together we have the strength to confront injustice in our daily lives and the larger world.

     Go in love, because a holy and generous love is both the reason and the means by which we transform our lives.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/holy-and-generous-love
10.11: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #1 by Rev. Rebekah Savage (91 words)

     What is The Promise and the Practice? It’s a turning moment; a choice to listen deeply to the stories in our movement that have not been heard, and taken to heart, by all Unitarian Universalists.

     It’s a lamenting of what our Unitarian Universalist tradition and congregations have lost by being unable – or unwilling – to center people of color (or even, at times, to merely include them).

     The Promise and the Practice is a celebration of our shared commitment to live into a new chapter in the story of our UU faith.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/promise-and-practice-benediction-1 

11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Courageous Conversations or ‘Unlearning to Not Speak’ by Rev. Joshua Pawelek (Excerpt, full text at http://uuse.org/courageous-conversations-or-%E2%80%98unlearning-to-not-speak%E2%80%99/#.WD37J_krLIU) (1,426 words)

     …Someone is speaking—it could be anyone—a spouse, co-worker, boss, friend, another member of the congregation, a total stranger. It could be just the two of you or you could be in a larger group. The speaker makes a statement you disagree with, or they behave in a way that makes you uncomfortable. For some reason you remain silent. Your disagreement remains unspoken. Your discomfort remains un-named. Later, you think about what you might have said, how you could’ve been more forthcoming, more courageous. You know exactly what you should’ve done in the moment. But the moment is gone. Familiar?

     This …is ...what the poet, Marge Piercy, calls “Unlearning to not Speak.” It is about finding our voices. And not simply finding our voices, but using them to speak our truths; believing that when our voices remain hidden and our truths go unspoken, the quality of our lives and the quality of our relationships suffer; and trusting that when our voices actually speak—when our mouths or, in some cases our hands, form the words we long to say in the moment—when our truths issue forth from us—as difficult and challenging as they may be—we give ourselves and those around us the opportunity to grow—to grow stronger, more vibrant, more spiritual and spirited, more attentive, more compassionate, more honest, more wise.

     … [There are] three aspects of unlearning to not speak. First, the long, slow process, the challenging life-work and …the spiritual imperative of finding our voice, of learning and loving who we are and having the confidence and even the desire to contribute who we are to others and to the life of the community. Second, the challenge of the present moment: how do we find our voice in the instant when our values are at stake, when we know we ought to speak but it feels safer to remain silent? And third, conflict. The stronger our voice, the more distinct and vivid our voice, the greater the possibility others will disagree with us. How do we ensure others don’t remain silent in the midst of our truth? All this is relevant to the life of a healthy congregation. How do we live with and even invite a healthy level of discord, dissonance, difference? How do we conduct courageous conversations?

     …We each have a voice—an essence, a center, a foundation that is precious and sacred: … “find that place inside, that place of comfort and solace, that place where you know your truth, where you voice is strong.” …We all have that place. We access it differently. Some of us go there with great ease; some with great difficulty. Some of us feel welcome there; some of us feel unwelcome, in part because the journey there can feel dangerous. …This place …[is]the heart because it is more than thought and point-of-view which …[is] mind. It is the place where, on our best days, in our best moments, mind, body and spirit are one. Our voice speaks from this place.

     There is something primal, instinctive and childlike about our voice. This is because we are born with it, at least in a raw form. Young children speak with it, at least in its raw form. Marge Piercy reminds us of this when she writes, “She must learn again to speak / starting with I / Starting with We / starting as the infant does / with her own true hunger / and pleasure / and rage.” As infants and children we possess it, yet we somehow grow more distant from it in adolescence and adulthood. …Children express a kind of wisdom with their lives, though we adults don’t always have the patience for it. …Many great spiritual thinkers have reflected on the wisdom at the heart of children’s lives. …Children are often much closer to the heart than adults. They don’t need to find their voice because they’re already speaking with it.

     …For a variety of reasons, we grow distant from the raw, impulsive voice that spoke through us as infants and children: the voice of our own true hunger, pleasure, and rage, to use Piercy’s words. Developmental psychologists tell us one of the central tasks of adolescence is to learn and follow the rules of the larger culture, to be part of the group. From a societal perspective this is appropriate. This is how teenagers make the transition to adulthood. And yet, in the midst of this process of learning and obeying the rules, we risk losing our voice. Along the way there are paths we might have taken, but we didn’t because it would’ve required us to break the rules. And if we did take them, we may have been punished for doing so. We may still feel shame for harboring desires and passions that the larger culture regarded as inappropriate. Sexism and homophobia told us what roles to play and who to love regardless of what was in our hearts. Racism told us how to behave, where we could go, who we could relate to, regardless of what was in our hearts. Coming of age, in so many ways, is a process of being boxed in, shaped and molded by external forces. …If we are not vigilant, we grow more and more distant from our voice, our truth, our deepest self. Anne Lamott suggests that along the way there are “rooms and closets and woods and abysses that we were told not to go into. When we have [finally] gone in and looked around for a long while, just breathing and taking it in—then we will be able to speak in our own voice.”
     So part of finding our voice has to do with recovering and nurturing something that has been with us since the womb. That’s the starting place. But the goal is not to return to our childhood voice. The goal is to locate, again in Piercy’s words, that true hunger and pleasure and rage and incorporate it into our adult lives. The goal is to locate the creativity, spontaneity and playfulness that lived with us as children and mingle it with our adult knowledge and skills; meld it with our adult ability to analyze a situation, to discern justice and injustice. The goal is to dig deep and recognize that somewhere in this mix is … [your] heart. Somewhere in this mix is …[your] voice. And then listen. What does your voice—your actual voice—sound like on your tongue? How does it feel to enter rooms once forbidden? Listen. Slowly learn your voice. Practice. Your words may be new and strange-sounding. It takes time to get them right. So, give it time. They will come. And remember your voice doesn’t only speak in words. How does it look when you paint a picture or snap a photo? What melody does it sing? What dance? What poem? What prayer issues forth? What hope sustains it? What world-view does it express? What joys? What fears? What truths? Practice, practice, practice.

     Then we come to those moments when we aren’t practicing, when something deeply important is at stake, when someone has done something that makes us feel uncomfortable, when some truth we hold dear has been violated and we feel compelled to speak. 

     …One identity says it’s safer and easier to keep the door closed. The other says open it—you’re allowed! — let your voice speak! 

     There’s a conception out there that healthy and thriving congregations are always at peace and their members exist as one, harmonious body; everyone gets along; people are like-minded. Wrong. Boo. Not true. Boring. Let’s shift the paradigm: a healthy, thriving congregation is one where there can be conflict and where the people understand conflict as an opportunity not only to work together to find creative solutions to problems, but to deepen their relationships and their spiritual lives. In healthy, thriving congregations, people are willing to have courageous conversations. They can do this because they have found, or are finding, their voices, are able to speak with respect to each other when they disagree, and recognize that the lively interchange of ideas and opinions leads to personal and collective growth. In healthy, thriving congregations, people with strong opinions are very willing to listen deeply to others when they disagree because they are curious to see how their truths change in the midst of other truths. Conflict managed well is not a threat to one’s voice. It is a path to the flourishing of one’s voice.

     Let us celebrate courageous conversations.

11.2: The Goat in the Back of the Pickup Truck by Rev. Janet Onnie (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,122 words)
     …The short story—Goat in the Pickup by thinker, writer, singer, therapist and Unitarian Universalist minister, Meg Barnhouse—…[is] the basis for our meditation. Listen to the words of the Rev. Meg Barnhouse.

     “Some sights in this world embed themselves in memory and encapsulate a truth about life in a way that words just can’t. I saw one of those on day when I came up fast behind a slow flatbed pickup truck on a mountain road. In the back of the truck was a man holding a goat. The goat was standing, stiff-legged, and the man was talking to it. The goat was trying to look over the side of the truck bed, but the scenery whizzing past was no comfort. The man, who had warm-brown skin and the clothes of a farmer, kept talking in its ear. Slowly the goat folded its legs and sat down in the man’s lap. Lifting its head into the breeze, eyes closed, it finally relaxed.”
     …So far I can’t see that goats are too different from us. They are creatures of obligatory gregariousness, a term that describes “the invisible forces that link one human being to another.” Researchers have discovered the profound, but not surprising fact that our brains and bodies are designed to function in aggregates, not in isolation.

     They go on to say, “…Social connection is a fundamental part of the human operating and organizing system itself.”
     …All mammals—and even some fish—can only be actualized in community with others like them. Presumably this drive includes the community of goats. …You can imagine the degree of anxiety a goat might feel at being taken from its pasture and put into a conveyance totally foreign to its experience—a pickup truck—without even benefit of the company of its own kind. 

     …Here’s what Meg Barnhouse says. “I recognized that situation. I have been a goat in the back of a pickup truck heaving itself around mountainous curves. Out of place, out of my element. Deeply confused, with no helpful experience to help me deal with my predicament. Sometimes there is someone whispering in my ear, ‘Just stay calm. Sit down, give up. Everything’s going to be all right.’ In such a situation, the first thing I want to do is keep my feet. I want to stay up, ready to spring into action at a moment’s notice. I want to see over the side even though that only makes things worse. I can’t figure out if I’m on my way to a better place with deeper grass and better company, or whether I’m being transported to the slaughterhouse.”
     …We are given death at the same moment as we are given birth. I don’t think the question of destination is really the point of this story.      …Think …[about] the way …to ride in the truck—how are we going to handle the fact of our fear of change? Our fear of the unknown? How are we going to find the courage to relax a bit?

     …There’s a lot of advice on how to deal with anxiety and fear—how to muster up some courage. …To paraphrase …James Luther Adams, “I call that person free that does not cringe in despair, but casting off fear is lured by the divine persuasion to respond in hope to the light that has shone and that still shines in the darkness.”
     What is that light to which …[he] refers? …Our liberal religious values—hospitality in an uncertain world, neighborliness even across species, forgiveness that we aren’t as brave as we might be, compassion in the face of our fear, a generosity of spirit, and above all, tender-loving care. …[The] farmer’s lap is a metaphor for the comfort we find in these Universalist values. But …our Unitarian reason is also at play. We often don’t know where we’re going, but can understand that making a premature decision to “fight, freeze, or flee” doesn’t serve us well. As Barnhouse suggests and logic dictates, we “need to let go until such time as action is possible.”
     …The farmer had a lot of resources to draw upon to deal with a fearful creature. While Barnhouse doesn’t tell us the words this farmer used to help the goat find the courage to let go and relax, I like to think it was something like what parents say and do to fractious babies. By simply being a non-anxious presence and murmuring comforting sounds many babies will relax into waiting laps. 

     …Barnhouse continues her story. “The whole time I hear a voice saying, ‘Just sit for a while and relax. Surrender to events. Don’t try to intervene at this time. Detach yourself from outcomes.’ I don’t know whether the voice is from the Spirit of Life or the goat-meat factory. Eventually I figure out that there is nothing to be done at this point. My fear isn’t helping. My feet can’t help. My alertness is working against me. I need to let go until such time as action is possible. I decide to enjoy the nice voice in my ear, to sit down to gather my thoughts, to worry about it all later.”
     … Reinhold Niebuhr’s serenity prayer …[keeps] coming to mind: “…grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change; courage to change the things I can; and the wisdom to know the difference.”
     One thing we can’t change is knowing for sure the identity of the mysterious driver of the truck. We can guess that we’re being driven by the media or the government or broken family systems or corporate greed or however-you-choose-to-name-the ground of our being. But we really don’t know what or who is in the driver’s seat.

     Our destination is also a mystery. Is this a route that really will end in a green pasture beside still waters? Am I on my way to the breeders with lots of goats to choose from? Or is this the road to the slaughterhouse? Since we don’t know the driver’s instructions we don’t know for sure where we’re going.

    …Barnhouse concludes her story by observing, “I have worked hard to find my place, to find my strength, to surround myself with trusted voices. Every now and then, though, I still find myself in a goat-in-the-pickup-truck situation.”
     …Barnhouse closes with these words, “May I be given the wisdom to know when to sit and just let my ears flap in the breeze.” …Let’s meet the challenge of change by relaxing into the lap of our liberal religion, remembering our liberal religious values of hospitality, neighborliness, forgiveness, compassion, generosity of spirit, and above all, tender-loving care. And may our ears flap in the breeze of the murmuring voices of our free faith.

11.3: American Gospel by Rev. Victoria Safford (Excerpt, full text at http://whitebearunitarian.org/american-gospel-11-06-16-sermon/) (1,376 words) 
     The mule is kicking.

     That’s how the Rev. Dr. William Barber describes our current moment, our political moment, in these late weeks of 2016. The mule is kicking, says Barber, who is a brilliant, radical theologian, an extraordinary preacher and political strategist from North Carolina. He grew up in the South and he says he’s seen what happens when a stubborn mule can’t get its way. He’s talking about the presidential race, not just about this candidate or that one, but the millions of enraged supporters, millions of American citizens, at rallies and online, and the rhetoric of rage laced with malice, rage laced with undertones of violence, laced with xenophobia and a race hatred not heard so overtly, so explicitly, in more than half a century.

     The mule is kicking, he says—and it’s a hopeful observation, painful as it is. Rev. Barber is one of many black preachers, white preachers, sociologists, historians who believe the awful “angry mob” mentality of this election cycle is a direct reaction to slow but steady and undeniable shifts in the country’s understanding of itself. Something is changing … maybe. One historian sees in the current vitriol a familiar pattern of call-and-response: black president in the White House calls forth outraged white opposition, from the Congress to the streets; black resistance, visible and powerful, to brutality, to mass incarceration, to voter suppression calls forth outraged opposition and denial; policy and reforms (or even conversation) to address the unmet needs of the poor, the uninsured, or immigrants, or refugees (all mixed-race groups but commonly perceived as black or brown)—and there will be outraged, irrational reaction: ugly, ignorant, dangerous reaction. Princeton historian Nell Irvin Painter says this is not new in our history; you think of the rise of the Ku Klux Klan in the 19th century during Reconstruction, or the rise of states’ rights Dixie-crats in the 20th. “The call,” says Painter, is any challenge to the status quo of white-people-on-top; “the response” comes as outbreaks of meanness, many merely vile (embracing rhetorical weapons), and many murderous (taking up physical weapons).

     The mule is kicking in response to the collapse of an old order… maybe… and there’s hope in that. What threat, what fear, what sense of betrayal does all this hate speech, represent? What fear is underneath? If an old order is collapsing, what new vision is emerging, and how can we talk about it, paint it, describe it, not just with people we agree with, but with others? How can we rise above our candidates to imagine and proclaim a new American gospel?

     This is a matter of belief as much as politics, your spiritual orientation as much as your party affiliation. Someone reminded me not long ago that the central focus of Martin Luther King’s career, the premise of his ministry, was not “civil rights,” per se, but a broader, theological vision called “the Beloved Community.” It was, he said, a realistic, achievable goal that could be attained by a critical mass of people committed to and trained in the methods of nonviolence, insisting on the reconciliation of perceived enemies, with the full humanity of everyone intact. (It was not enough simply to win—a campaign, an election, a struggle. You had to win with no souls overboard, able to see in your enemy a human being striving to be whole, striving to be less afraid. If you can’t see that, then your enemy has won, has won your soul.) Beloved Community is a global vision, in which all people share in the wealth of the earth. In the Beloved Community, poverty, hunger and homelessness will not be tolerated because international standards of human decency will not allow it. Racism and all forms of discrimination will be replaced by an all-inclusive spirit of sisterhood and brotherhood. In the Beloved Community, international disputes will be resolved by peaceful conflict-resolution and reconciliation of adversaries, instead of military power. Love and trust will triumph over fear and hatred. Peace with justice will prevail. It sounds utopian, and it is. All religious visions are. But [it] …is a counter-narrative, a concise articulation of a moral vision that you set as a standard before you. Anything less is substandard. You bend your whole life, your whole heart, toward it. If you can’t speak it, can’t see it, then you can’t believe in it, and no part of it can come about. Perhaps it sounds unreasonable, but no more so than other crazy ideas setting their root in American soil right now. What country is your own?

     …Richard Hughes is a professor of religion and a historian of religion in the public square. He writes about American mythologies in eclipse. The old myths, he says, are so dear to us as to seem God-given and self-evident, but they are all inventions and all unworthy of us now:

· The myth of the chosen nation, that God chose the United States for a special, redemptive mission in the world

· The myth of nature’s nation – that American institutions like democracy and free enterprise are grounded in the natural order of things

· The myth of the Christian nation, that our government is sourced directly from the Bible

· The myth of a millennial nation, that America exists to usher in a golden age for humankind

· The myth of the innocent nation, that America’s goals in the world are always altruistic and righteous

· And the myth of white and male supremacy –that the chosen nation was never intended to be black or red or female or gay or any number of other utterly American identities.

     Richard Hughes quotes Paul Tillich who spoke a century ago about “the mass neuroses which usually appear at the end of an era, and make the average man a fanatical defender of the established order.”
     The mule is kicking… maybe.

     So many have said, so many are saying, there has never been a drearier election, never one so shallow, so sordid, so wearying and worrying. Election Day …[was] the beginning of the struggle, not the end. We must not be discouraged, must not let our courage be crushed. We need to re-gather our vision, re-collect our story, reconstitute our confidence in the country that is our country, and say it plain, as the great poet Langston Hughes said,

“Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed—

Let it be that great strong land of love

Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme 

That any man be crushed by one above.

…

O, yes,

I say it plain,

America never was America to me, 

And yet I swear this oath—

America will be!”
     Not “great again,” harkening back to some mythical gilded age of prosperity that most people have never known, and privilege that most can never claim, a magical land where security (for some) bludgeons liberty for all, and a certain, sickly, homogenous standard prevails. The dream is not to make the country “great again,” but to make articulate the “good,” the virtues and values that guide us and guard us and help and heal and hold us.

     …I don’t know what to do… but I do believe that the repair of our divided union will not begin in Washington but can only start on our own streets, with our own neighbors, colleagues, relatives, preferably in person. Repair begins in walking over with an open hand and open heart, opening a terrifying conversation that begins, “Hey, I saw your sign. This has been such a crazy election, and I went for the other one myself, but I’d love to hear why you went for this one.” Repair starts clumsily, haltingly, with no agenda but to listen, first, and try to understand; to testify but not convert, and then together, back and forth, to describe the country where your heart is. …This is courage, face-to-face. I’m giving myself the next four years to have this conversation, to call upon “the better angels of my nature,” all the while defending the country that I mean to love. I can’t give ground, but neither do I need to conquer the whole world.

     We live, always, in the now and the not yet, and mine has always been an aspirational patriotism. 

11.4: Standing with Love by Rev. Lisa Friedman (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/151139.shtml) (1,098 words)
     You never know when the moment of decision will come. Perhaps it is on the school playground, when you see the class bully picking on a new victim. Or standing in the check-out line at the grocery store behind a young mother whose screaming child has her at her wits end. Or at a staff forum at work when your pledge to take some unpaid leave days could help save a coworker’s job. 

     …Such moments come in different ways to each of us, but they do come. They remind us that the decisions we make in our day-to-day lives do make a difference. They point out the ongoing choices we make between standing uncomfortably on the sidelines of our messy world, unsure of what to do, and acting deliberately in small but concrete ways to help create a kinder, more compassionate reality. They return us to the powerful truth that in critical times it is possible to stand on the side of love, and, in the mystic’s words, “to help its mighty power to surge upward and surmount every obstacle” by defending, supporting, and advocating for each other as if we all were equals in our humanity.

     Or do they? … If standing on the side of love is so significant, then why isn’t the world a better place already? Don’t most people already think of themselves as standing for love? Or at least as much love as they can manage, given that most of us cannot live as saints?

     It is a spiritual paradox. It is precisely because we live in a world which knows the evils of greed and violence and the seas of human indifference that we understand just how sacred it is when our acts of love and compassion actually triumph. And it is precisely because we live in a world which knows such triumphs that we cannot fully give up hope on our imperfect humanity.

     …So much of our understanding of love can be passive—we talk of “falling” in love, or of being “helplessly” in love, or we assume love’s automatic presence in a family or a home or a community and are shocked to learn otherwise. ...Love is more than merely a power that claims us. It is also a power that we claim by choosing our response to the truths of our world.

     …Love is a choice. Love is a stand. Whether we are standing by the bedside of a loved one dying, or standing in support by the side of a stranger we have only just met. …The love which inspires the courage and commitment of such choices is not a sweet or sentimental kind of love. Rather it is a love which recognizes the greater good and the bonds of kinship of which we are a part.

     But once we accept love as a choice, then we must also come to terms with where that choice leads us. This was the profound and radical insight of our Universalist forbears—that if Love comes from God, then there can be no exceptions. Love cannot be just for one, or some of us. If it is for any of us, it must be for all. Love cannot be just for those with loud voices, but also for the voiceless. Love cannot be just for those with power, but also for those who are marginalized. Love cannot be just for those who still hope, but also for those who despair that help and hope will ever come.

     The Standing on the Side of Love campaign was born out of the tragic shootings in our sister congregation, the Tennessee Valley Unitarian Universalist Church (TVUUC) in Knoxville, TN, …on July 27, 2008. Jim David Adkisson walked into the church’s sanctuary during the performance of a children’s musical and began firing a shotgun, killing two and injuring six. Among the fatalities were members of TVUUC and Westside Unitarian Universalist Church, also in Knoxville. In a letter later found by police, Adkisson said that he targeted the church because of its liberal values—including its openness to gays and lesbians. ...But after the shooting, both Knoxville congregations pledged to remain open and welcoming, and in fact chose to embrace their inclusive and loving spirit even more boldly in the days that followed, supported by their wider community and religious neighbors. In doing so, they also drew on their Unitarian Universalist heritage which consistently urges us to choose love over hate and fear.

     …Recently, reflecting on the opportunities to stand for love, a friend of mine asked, why does it have to be a side? Must there always be a side? I understand her regret. The last thing our world needs is more division. One answer might be that the call to stand on the side of love is made in the spirit of inclusion, in the hope that one day it will be the only place to stand. But I also think that we are being invited to stand in a new place, or on a new side, of understanding about what it means to live spiritually in our world. …The Rev. Peter Morales, expresses it with these words: “There’s no difference between spiritual values and social action,” he observes. “They’re two sides of the same coin. When we experience our connection with that which transcends us and with other people, we become compassionate. We suffer with, not separated from the other. That’s a deeply spiritual experience... Standing on the Side of Love... is simply a way in which we can act upon our deepest religious passions.” Love is a choice. It is a stand. It is a deep life-changing passion, not just for our hearts, but also for our souls.

     In her map of the country, the poet Adrienne Rich ponders whether or not she has described a map or a mural. Her description of our troubled and difficult world reminds me of the maps of olden times, where there would be occasional warnings of danger marked with the words “here there are dragons.” I always pondered that the map makers never quite seemed to create a similar tip for those places of help and safety. Where were the places that could be marked, “here there is love?” ...I have found those places of help and safety in the congregations that I have been blessed to know. It is you who remind me of the importance of love, you who remind me of why we are called to find love, and choose it, and act it out in the world, over and over again.

11.5: The Serenity Prayer by Rev. John Gibbons (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,278 words)
     “God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the difference.” This is the …Serenity Prayer, as made famous by its use in Alcoholics Anonymous, but the popularity …extends far beyond AA. 

     …For a while on the door of my office, I had the quotation: “God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know that I really can’t do either.”
     …Under the title The Serenity Prayer, Faith and Politics in Times of Peace and War, Niebuhr’s daughter Elisabeth Sifton …published an elegant and insightful memoir of her family’s life in Heath [Massachusetts] that provides the social and global context of her father’s work that was the true inspiration for the prayer.

     Some background: Reinhold Niebuhr, born in 1892 in Missouri, was raised in the German Evangelical Church in America, a denomination that eventually merged into the United Church of Christ. His father, Gustav, was a minister – more liberal and progressive than most evangelicals – who left Germany and came to America because of a disagreement about German military service. Reinhold followed his father’s footsteps into ministry, served a pastorate of 14 years in Detroit, then in 1928 became a professor of Christian Ethics at New York’s Union Seminary where he taught for nearly 30 years. He was a prolific author and some of his books, such as Moral Man and Immoral Society, are classics in theological circles.

     …Niebuhr was actively involved in the social issues of his day: war and peace, civil rights, labor relations and economic democracy, civil liberties. …He was a Christian socialist. But he was no dewy-eyed utopian: he was a serious, hard-headed and complex realist whose principal concern was that the progressive ideals of Christianity not be wasted in airy, other-worldly, selfish or trivial pursuits, but that these ideals ought to instead be applied to the inequities, injustices, and human needs of this world. 

     …[The original prayer used “us” in place of “me.”] “God, give us grace to accept with serenity the things that cannot be changed, courage to change the things that should be changed, and the wisdom to distinguish the one from the other.”
     This was not the prayer of someone wrestling with purely individual problems – struggling with bad habits or weaknesses, or discovering the limits of his personal strengths – though of these he was surely aware. This, instead, was the prayer of a man engaged and struggling with the great social issues of his day.

     The “us” is hugely significant for it assumes that we as a religious community are engaged together in prayer. Again, Niebuhr was primarily interested in religion as a social force that is of equal or greater significance than religion’s private and personal application.

     …Niebuhr was a serious Christian, more serious perhaps than I or most of us will ever be; but there are insights implicit in his Serenity Prayer that we all need to know about.

     …Prayer for Niebuhr was not a begging for favors, but much more akin to listening, to being aware, to discerning, to being fully present, to being in awe of the present reality – the wonder, terror, and perplexity of life.

     And as for God, well, I sometimes lament that we Unitarian Universalists bristle so at the mention of realities beyond our knowing. I, too, bristle at sanctimonious pieties, but I honor – and envy – those that arise from humility. Listen to these words of Niebuhr’s: “We live our life in various realms of meaning which do not quite cohere rationally. Our meanings are surrounded by a penumbra of mystery which is not penetrated by reason…. All known existence points beyond itself. To realize that it points beyond itself to God is to assert that the mystery of life does not resolve life into meaninglessness.”
     In other words, God for Niebuhr is our awareness that we will never know the end of the story; there is always something around the next corner; and the act of prayer is our humble attempt to acknowledge and attempt to discern that which we don’t yet know or which ultimately to us may be unknowable.

     … “To accept with serenity the things that cannot be changed.” …Serenity and anger can coexist. Serenity for Niebuhr does not mean some tranquil quietude: It is the serenity of a Nelson Mandela who from the solitude of his jail cell said with serene confidence, “I abound in hope. Our cause is just and the people will be free.” Serenity is a rock-solid understanding of faith, hope and charity even in the darkest time of despair.

     “The things that cannot be changed.” For Niebuhr, I think, this is a recognition that we human beings must live within our limitations. Prior to Niebuhr, there were liberal theologians – probably some Unitarians and Universalists among them – who fancied the essential goodness of human nature, the perfectibility of society, “the progress of humankind onward and upward forever.” …To those optimists who think that progress is inevitable or that “the universe bends toward love or justice,” Niebuhr said “Nonsense.” The harsh reality in our individual lives as well as in our social and political lives is that power, greed, fear and despair constantly contend with higher virtues of love, justice, compassion, pity and hope. Not progress, not love, not justice are unfailingly assured without our action.

     …”The courage to change the things that should be changed.” 

     …Consider the context of 1943: Today we are only somewhat justified in being proud of “our greatest generation” because, until Pearl Harbor, that same generation was isolationist, uninterested in international affairs, placid bystanders to fascism, mass murder, and the destruction of democracy. We were self-satisfied, removed, and highly resistant to intervention in Europe. We wavered and shrank for more than seven years after Hitler had destroyed democracy in Germany; we did nothing for five years after Jews were robbed of German citizenship; we diddled for two years after the fall of Austria, Poland, Norway, Denmark and the Low Countries; we proclaimed our neutrality long after England was at war.

     Our tendency to inaction weighed heavily on Niebuhr who had many friends in the German resistance and in concentration camps. In the lives of individuals and of nations, Niebuhr was keenly aware of our huge tendency to do nothing, to be trivial and irrelevant, and to meanwhile cloak our inaction in pious self-justification.

     …In the year before his death, Niebuhr saw an ad in a newspaper: Amazing Embroidery Offer. Beautiful ‘Silent Majority’ Serenity Prayer Now Yours in Fabulous Crewel Stitchery. For his work to be transformed into a Nixonian Afghan was, indeed, cruel irony. He was nearly apoplectic to see his prayer trivialized.

     And finally, “the wisdom to distinguish the one from the other.” It isn’t easy. I recall the man famous for his wisdom. “How did you become wise?” he was asked. He replied, “I learned to consistently do the right thing.” And how did you learn to consistently do the right thing? “I learned,” he replied, “by consistently doing the wrong thing.” Wisdom is an art, the art of living, gained by risk, failure, intuition, study, experimentation, dumb luck, and occasional success. Those who have experienced adversity, loss, and despair are perhaps the likelier ones to achieve wisdom.

     I don’t know how better to summarize this – and to conclude – than by the injunction of the prophet Micah. “What is required of you? To act justly, to love kindness, and to walk humbly with your God.” Active verbs, mind you: act, love, walk. Niebuhr counseled humility; he also counseled action. …

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Courage is not the absence of fear, but rather the judgment that something else is more important than fear.”   Ambrose Redmoon

“People are made of flesh and blood and a miracle fiber called courage.”   Mignon McLaughlin

“Courage is as often the outcome of despair as of hope; in the one case we have nothing to lose, in the other everything to gain.”   Diane de Poitiers

“When we are afraid, we ought not to occupy ourselves with endeavoring to prove that there is no danger, but in strengthening ourselves to go on in spite of the danger.”   Mark Rutherford

“Courage is a gift. Those having it never know for sure if they have it till the test comes. And those having it in one test never know for sure if they will have it when the next test comes.”   Carl Sandburg

“Courage is resistance to fear, mastery of fear—not absence of fear.”   Mark Twain

“To live with fear and not be afraid is the final test of maturity.”   Edward Weeks

“Courage is not simply one of the virtues, but the form of every virtue at the testing point.”   C.S. Lewis

“Courage is what it takes to stand up and speak; courage is also what it takes to sit down and listen.”   Winston Churchill

“One person with courage makes a majority.”   Andrew Jackson

“The important thing is this: To be able at any moment to sacrifice what we are for what we could become.”   Charles Dubois

“One isn’t necessarily born with courage, but one is born with potential. Without courage, we cannot practice any other virtue with consistency. We can’t be kind, true, merciful, generous, or honest.”   Maya Angelou

“The secret of happiness is freedom; the secret of freedom is courage.”   Carrie Jones 

“You gain strength, courage, and confidence by every experience in which you really stop to look fear in the face. You must do the thing which you think you cannot do.”   Eleanor Roosevelt

“Courage can’t see around corners, but goes around them anyway.”   Mignon McLaughlin

“Courage is grace under pressure.”   Ernest Hemingway

“Something happens to me when I witness someone’s courage. They may not know I’m watching and I might not let them know. But something happens to me that will last me for a lifetime. To fill me when I’m empty, and rock me when I’m low.”  Holly Near

“But a man or woman becomes fully human only by his or her choices and his or her commitment to them. People attain worth and dignity by the multitude of decisions they make from day by day. These decisions require courage.”   Rollo May 

“It takes courage to push yourself to places that you have never been before... to test your limits... to break through barriers. And the day came when the risk it took to remain tight inside the bud was more painful than the risk it took to blossom.”   Anaïs Nin

“The highest courage is to dare to be yourself in the face of adversity. Choosing right over wrong, ethics over convenience, and truth over popularity…these are the choices that measure your life. Travel the path of integrity without looking back, for there is never a wrong time to do the right thing.”   Source Unknown

“Go to the edge of the cliff and jump off. Build your wings on the way down.”  Ray Bradbury

“...part of us dies when we know that something is wrong, yet do nothing. We could call this radical dignity. We don’t have to tackle every issue, but if we remain silent in the face of cruelty, injustice, and oppression, we sacrifice part of our soul.”  Paul Rogat Loeb

“Love makes us human; courage makes us extraordinary.” Faryal K. Kharal

“Courage doesn’t happen when you have all the answers. It happens when you are ready to face the questions you have been avoiding your whole life.”   Shannon L. Alder

“God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the difference.”   Reinhold Niebuhr

“What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny matters compared to what lies within us.”   Ralph Waldo Emerson
“There are all kinds of courage. It takes a great deal of bravery to stand up to our enemies, but just as much to stand up to our friends.”   J. K. Rowling
“Courage doesn’t always roar. Sometimes courage is the little voice at the end of the day that says I’ll try again tomorrow.”   Mary Anne Radmacher

“I wanted you to see what real courage is, instead of getting the idea that courage is a man with a gun in his hand. It’s when you know you’re licked before you begin but you begin anyway and you see it through no matter what.”   Harper Lee

“Courage is not the towering oak that sees storms come and go; it is the fragile blossom that opens in the snow.”  Alice M. Swaim
“Sometimes even to live is an act of courage.”   Seneca 
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