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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: Autumnal Welcoming by Sarah Gettie McNeill (48 words)

1.2: A Renewed Hope for This World by Rev. Nathan Ryan (122 words)

1.3: Come into this circle of love and justice by Rev. Marilyn Sewell (45 words)
1.4: The Longing for Something More by Rev. Gretchen Haley (113 words)

1.5: We Gather on this Sabbath Morn by Rev. Burton Carley (112 words)
1.6: For What Shall We Give Thanks? by Rev. Laura Horton-Ludwig (152 words)

1.7: We come to love a church by Rev. Andrew C. Kennedy (56 words)

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

1.9: Fragments of Childhood by Meredith Olson (44 words)

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

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

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

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: All Souls by Florence Caplow (41 words)

2.2: The Promise of Warmth by S. William Feiss (92 words)

2.3: The Web Which Connects Us All by Rev. Viola Abbitt (81 words)

2.4: For Holy Days on Which We Recall the Old Stories by Rev. Dillman Baker Sorrells (80 words)

2.5: Grounding in Our Faith by Rev. Alice Anacheka-Nasemann (99 words)

2.6: Legacy by Rev. Paul Sprecher (52 words)

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

2.8: In Remembrance and In Hope by Dale Hudson (36 words)

2.9: Who We Are Called to Be by Pat Uribe-Lichty (61 words)

2.10: People of Memory by Rev. Kimberlee Anne Tomczak Carlson (40 words)

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

2.12: Origin Story by anastasi birosh (97 words)

3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #8 Mother Spirit, Father Spirit
3.2: SLT #96 I Cannot Think of Them as Dead
3.3: SLT #191 Now I Recall My Childhood
3.4: SLT #306 Sing of Living, Sing of Dying

3.5: SLT #324 Where My Free Spirit Onward Leads
3.6: SLT #336 All My Memories of Love
     Singing the Journey 

3.7: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.8: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.9: STJ #1011 Return Again

3.10: STJ #1051 We Are…

     Popular Music

3.11: Good Old Day by Macklemore, featuring Kesha (4:08)

3.12: Father and Daughter by Paul Simon (4:07)
3.13: Gabriel and Me by Joan Baez (3:43)

3.14: Memories by Maroon 5 (6:50)

3.15: Hello in There by (1) John Prine (5:58) & (2) Bette Midler (4:17)

3.16: I Will Remember You by Sarah Mclachlan (3:39)

3.17: Every breath you take / I’ll be missing you by Oberstufenchor Cusanus Gymnasium (6:24)

3.18: Hold Onto the Memories by Corey Tynan (3:31)

3.19: Photograph by Ed Sheeran (4:34)

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

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

3.22: Memory by Barbra Streisand (3:57)

3.23: The Way We Were by Barbra Streisand (3:31)

3.24: 7 Years by Lukas Graham (3:59)

3.25: Monsters by James Blunt (4:35)

3.26: Since I Lost You by Genesis / Phil Collins (4:07)

3.27: Tears in Heaven by Eric Clapton (4:34) 

3.28: My Hometown by Bruce Springsteen (4:37)

3.29: See You Again by Carrie Underwood (4:09)

3.30: Try to Remember by Brothers Four (3:01)

3.31: Kids by One Republic (4:28)

3.32: Memories by Shawn Mendes (3:52)

3.33: Sixteen by Thomas Rhett (3:03)

3:34: Saturn by Sleeping at Last (4:49)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Wisdom Story: The Memory Table (547 words)
4.2: The Tin Box by Edward Hays, a retelling (297 words)

5.0: Meditations

5.1: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)

5.2: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)

5.3: Autumn Meditation by Rev. Burton Carley (131 words)
5.4: Unity Devotion by Rev. Kelly Murphy Mason (280 words)
5.5: Immortality by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (241 words)

5.6: Stirred by the Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (68 words)

5.7: Meditation for Día de los Muertos by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (269 words)

5.8: Getting Through This Day by Rev. Theresa Hardy (124 words)
5.9: The Death of American Innocence by Rev. Tess Baumberger (311 words)

5.10: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (306 words)

5.11: They Are with Us Still by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (164 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: Prayer of Remembrance by Lori Rev. Walke (303 words)
6.2: Singing in the Night by Rev. David O. Rankin (137 words)

6.3: Blessed are They Who Mourn by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (228 words)
6.4: A Prayer for Hard Times by Rev. Christian Schmidt (130 words)
6.5: Prayer for the Living by Rev. Tess Baumberger (178 words)
6.6: Prayer of Those Who Remember by Rev. Paul Oakley (188 words)
6.7: Teach Us to Remember Our History by Rev. Jude Geiger (208 words)
6.8: Memorial Day Prayer by Rev. Barbara Pescan (163 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #436 Reclaim the Vision by David Pohl
7.2: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George Odell
7.3: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry

7.4: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry

7.5: SLT #664 Give Us the Spirit of the Child by Sarah York

7.6: SLT #715 Your Children by Kahlil Gibran
7.7: SLT #718 All Souls by May Sarton
7.8: SLT #720 We Remember Them by Roland Gittlesohn
7.9: SLT #722 I Think Continually of Those by Stephen Spender
7.10: This Sacred Thread by Rev. Heather Janules (145 words)
8.0: Readings
8.1: Listening for Our Song by Rev. David Blanchard (414 words)

8.2: The Pulse of Life by Jennifer Johnson (307 words)
8.3: On a Holy Night in 1969 by Rev. Otto O'Connor (490 words)
8.4: Forms of Resistance by Talia Cooper (551 words)
8.5: A False Story of Discovery by Rev. Myke Johnson (412 words)
8.6: Thanksgiving as a Day of Mourning by Rev. Myke Johnson (412 words)
8.7: Speaking a History by Gail Forsyth-Vail (945 words)
8.8: Telling by Laura Hershey (155 words)
8.9: The Story of Whiteness by Rev. Sarah C Stewart (518 words)
8.10: The Healing Cup: The Story of the Flaming Chalice by Noreen Kimball (820 words)
8.11: Let us pause now to look inward by Rev. Michael Schuler (175 words)
8.12: A Story Inherited by Jabari S. Jones (330 words)
8.13: Asking for Refuge by Rev. Matthew Johnson (788 words)
8.14: Come, come, whoever you are: you are welcome here by Rev. Dr. Matthew Johnson (605 words)
8.15: Remembering Yom Ha Shoah by Rev. Karen Mooney (204 words)
8.16: Ritual for The Day of the Dead/All Souls by Rev. Christine Robinson (499 words)
8.17: Every Place Is a Battleground by Imani Perry (143 words)
8.18: The Grout by Rev. Marcus Hartlief (486 words)
8.19: Communities of Memory and Promise by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (159 words)

8.20: Reluctant Goodbyes by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (541 words)

8.21: A Thousand Voices by Rev. Tania Márquez (385 words)

8.22: The Persistence of Memory by Susan Orlean (242 words)

8.23: The Memory Box by Rev. Luke Stevens-Royer (378 words)

8.24: The First Memorial Day by David Blight (314 words)

8.25: Living On Through Memory by William Doherty (158 words)

8.26: Laughing With the Ancestors by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (292 words)

8.27: A River Runs Through It by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (200 words)

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: After by Rev. Max Coots (55 words)
10.2: An ending, or merely prelude to more glorious beginnings? by Rev. Michael Schuler (93 words)
10.3: Let Us Remember by Rev. Priscilla Murdock (64 words)
10.4: And now may the blessings of life be upon us by Rev. Gary Kowalski (52 words)
10.5: Because of those who came before by Rev. Barbara Pescan (48 words)
10.6: Remembering our spiritual, courageous ancestors by Rev. Rhys Williams (73 words)
10.7: That which is worthy of doing by Rev. Steve Crump (43 words)

10.8: Through our temporary lives by Rev. Carl Seaburg (49 words)
10.9: More Than One Life by Rev. Lee Huebert (75 words)

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Remembering by Rev. Mark Ward

11.2: Resiliency Practices by Rev. Dr. Sandra Fees

11.3: The Color of Memory: The Promise of Hope by Rev. Lynn Strauss

11.4: A People of Memory by Rev. Margaret A. Beckman

11.5: Seeds of Memory by Rev. Bruce Bode
     Sermons from Touchstones with complete text.

11.6: Becoming an Ancestor by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (599 words)
11.7: The Rocking Chair by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (692 words)
11.8: The Heart Remembers by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (853 words)
11.9: All My Memories of Love by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,251 words) 
11.10: Strong at the Broken Places by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,507 words)
11.11: The Uses of Memory by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (2,034 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Autumnal Welcoming by Sarah Gettie McNeill (48 words)

Come in, from the crisp morning air outside,

come in, wearing the autumn sunlight on your face,

come, carrying the turning of the seasons in your heart.

Whatever and however the greatness of life is speaking to you now,

you are welcome here in our circle of friends.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/autumnal-welcoming 
1.2: A Renewed Hope for This World by Rev. Nathan Ryan (122 words)

Be it real or metaphor, whatever is in your backpack, or your briefcase, or your purse that you’ve brought into this sanctuary that is weighing you down: leave it behind.

Whatever you are carrying that is keeping you distracted, or caught up in shame, or guilt, or hopelessness: leave it behind.

If you need it, it will be there when we’re done, but for this hour, just let it go.

Come into this place with open hearts.

Come into this place with a soul that has remembered how to be tender again.

Come into this place with a renewed hope for this world.

Come into this place ready to build a world we’ve always been worthy of, and have always dreamed of.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/renewed-hope-world
1.3: Come into this circle of love and justice by Rev. Marilyn Sewell (45 words)
Come into this circle of love and justice,

Come into this community where we can dream and

Believe in those dreams—

Come into this holy space where we remember who we are

And how we want to live.

Come now, and let us worship together!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-into-this-circle-of-love-and-justice
1.4: The Longing for Something More by Rev. Gretchen Haley (113 words)

The shadowed silhouettes of two people holding their hands together to form a heart.

Every little thing that

breaks your heart

Is welcome here

We'll make a space for it

Give it its due time

and praise

for the wanting it represents

the longing for something more,

some healing hope that remains

not

yet

We promise no magic

no making it all better

But offer only this circle of trust

This human community

that remembers

Though imperfectly

that sings and prays

though sometimes

awkwardly

This gathering that loves,

though not yet enough

We're still practicing

After all,

still learning,

still in need of help

and partners

Still becoming

able

to receive

all this beauty and

all these gifts

we each bring

Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/longing-something-more
1.5: 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
1.6: For What Shall We Give Thanks? by Rev. Laura Horton-Ludwig (152 words)

     The wheel of the year has turned again.

Once more the Thanksgiving season has arrived.

How shall we sing our song of gratitude now?

For what shall we give thanks?

     For this moment;

for friends near and far;

for our breath;

     for love;

for courage and clarity;

for strength;

for delight;

for laughter;

for beauty;

     for the tables round which we gather;

for the food we enjoy with friends,

seasoned with love and memory;

     for the sun and moon and stars in the sky;

for the trees who have seen so much

and still stand proud, stretching themselves to the sky;

     for the bright voices of children;

for the wisdom of elders;

[especially those of the indigenous elders whose land we inhabit, whose history we have forgotten or never learned, and whose wisdom we sorely need to honor the earth and all her creatures;]
for actions that bless the world;

for hard work that makes a difference;

     for music and art and celebration;

for generosity;

for compassion;

for endurance;

for joy;

for hope.

     For all these things, we give thanks

as we worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/what-shall-we-give-thanks
1.7: We come to love a church by Rev. Andrew C. Kennedy (56 words)

We come to love a church, 

     the traditions, the history, 

     and especially the people associated with it. 

And through these people, 

     young and old, 

     known and unknown, 

     we reach out -- 

Both backward into history 

     and forward into the future -- 

To link together the generations 

     in this imperfect, but blessed community 

     of memory and hope.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5433.shtml
1.8: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (138 words)

     Ancestors who spoke with bravest fire,

lend us your senses

that we may know another world

is on her way, breathed into life

with our participation in her creation.

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

lend us your persistence, your temerity, your assurance

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

     Ones who went before us,

sacrificing for a future not your own,

help us to give of ourselves

that the common stones in our hands today

might be cathedrals of compassion today,

halls of restorative justice tomorrow, 
sheltering walls of Beloved Community the day after.

     It is Sunday morning, the day we gather.

Let us be thankful and full of praise

to be in the company of those who came before,

yet are ever in our midst.

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

1.9: Fragments of Childhood by Meredith Olson (44 words)
We were all children once, and we carry fragments of our childhood times with us. Today, let us honor those children who walked before us, who transformed into who we have become, who led us to this place, who have lessons for us still.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/fragments-childhood 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Come: come into this space and let us worship.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

     … May our ancestors guide us on our way.

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

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

     Ancestors, be with us.

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

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

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

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

These old mountains that hold us steady to our ground;

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

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

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

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

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

     We inherit their choices.

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

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

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

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

2.1: All Souls by Florence Caplow (41 words)

As we kindle this the flame, we honor and remember

Those who have passed into the mystery.

Their brightness lives on in our vision;

their courage lives on in our commitments;

and their love continues to bless the world through us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/all-souls-chalice-lighting-0 

2.2: The Promise of Warmth by S. William Feiss (92 words)

We light this flame

As our fervent plea to brighten the dark corners of our hearts;

We hold this flame

For in it is the promise of warmth for souls grown cold in loss and despair;

We kindle this light

That we might continue to find comfort in its warmth; strength in its light; holiness in its presence;

We follow this light

That it might illuminate our search for purpose, for meaning, and forgiveness; …

We light this flame of life, of love and truth for the divine promise of healing hearts. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-lighting-memorial-service 
2.3: The Web Which Connects Us All by Rev. Viola Abbitt (81 words)
     As we light the chalice and fully embrace the sacred space created here this morning, please hold in your hearts the Unitarian Universalist principle which calls upon us to respect the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part.

     Today, we remember those who share this earth with us no longer. We bear witness to their lives, and the roles they have played in ours. We pay homage to, and make stronger, that web which connects us all.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/all-souls-chalice-lighting 

2.4: For Holy Days on Which We Recall the Old Stories by Rev. Dillman Baker Sorrells (80 words)
For holy days on which we recall the old stories, we light the flame.

For …the courage and strength of those seeking freedom in the past, we light the flame.

For …[that] which reminds us that love is our greatest challenge, we light the flame.

For gathering today in this sacred space, we light the flame.

For the opportunity to be together as a community, to remember the past, to plan for our future, to be alive in our present.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/holy-days-which-we-recall-old-stories 

2.5: Grounding in Our Faith by Rev. Alice Anacheka-Nasemann (99 words)
     In a time of uncertainty, when everything around us is changing constantly—

when the world we live in suddenly seems upside-down and topsy-turvy:

     We light our chalice to remind ourselves of our grounding in our faith.

     We remember that the flaming chalice came into being

as a beacon of hope during World War II: a secret symbol that offered help.

     In the midst of it all, we wrap ourselves in the warm light of a familiar flame,

a reminder of the strength that emerges when we come together in community.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/grounding-our-faith 
2.6: Legacy by Rev. Paul Sprecher (52 words)
We light this chalice to honor the memory of those who have come before us,

kindling flames of wisdom in dark times,

willing to challenge orthodoxy even at great personal risk,

giving us a legacy of freedom and a love of truth,

A legacy that warms our hearts and lights our paths.

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

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

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

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

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

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

2.8: In Remembrance and In Hope by Dale Hudson (36 words)
This is a house of reflection and contemplation, of joy and sorrow, friendship, sharing and laughter. We light this chalice in remembrance of what we have been and in the hope of what we may become.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/remembrance-hope 
2.9: Who We Are Called to Be by Pat Uribe-Lichty (61 words)
Our chalice is a reminder

that in hard times,

our ancestors in faith

acted with courage

to bring hope and safety,

to bring life itself

to threatened people.

We light it today (or tonight, etc.)

as a reminder of who

we are called to be

in a world still dangerous

and despairing. 

With courage,

and faith,

We bring ourselves

to the work before us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/who-we-are-called-be 

2.10: People of Memory by Rev. Kimberlee Anne Tomczak Carlson (40 words)
We are a People of Memory.

As inheritors of our ancestors’ legacy, we hold their stories tenderly. 

Gleaning wisdom from diverse journeys; united in hope for the future. 

Guide us to trust in love as we kindle this flame together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/people-memory 

2.11: 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 

2.12: Origin Story by anastasi birosh (97 words)
     We kindle this chalice

Not only because it originated in antiquity,

But because this symbol combats malice.

     This burning flame represented

Hope during the bleakness of World War II

A sign of refuge meaning death was circumvented

If only for that night.

     This emblem, a flame in a chalice encircled twice

Assured wary refugees fleeing Nazi persecution

That for a time, they had found safety and respite.

     Today this beacon shining bright

Reminds us to summon the strength

To extend care and love to those in need forthright.

     We ignite this flame today for our shared humanity.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/origin-story 
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #8 Mother Spirit, Father Spirit
3.2: SLT #96 I Cannot Think of Them as Dead
3.3: SLT #191 Now I Recall My Childhood
3.4: SLT #306 Sing of Living, Sing of Dying
3.5: SLT #324 Where My Free Spirit Onward Leads
3.6: SLT #336 All My Memories of Love
     Singing the Journey 

3.7: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.8: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.9: STJ #1011 Return Again
3.10: STJ #1051 We Are…

     Popular Music

3.11: Good Old Day by Macklemore, featuring Kesha (4:08)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1yYV9-KoSUM&t=7s 
3.12: Father and Daughter by Paul Simon (4:07)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=COQPSoRFdwg 
3.13: Gabriel and Me by Joan Baez (3:43)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nb7E5YivZDM  
3.14: Memories by Maroon 5 (6:50)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8HrJ8CQuGFQ 

3.15: Hello in There by (1) John Prine (5:58) & (2) Bette Midler (4:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OVhA01J0Zsg
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oq51a-wyPnw
3.16: I Will Remember You by Sarah Mclachlan (3:39)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nSz16ngdsG0 

3.17: Every breath you take / I’ll be missing you (Sting / P. Diddy :) by Oberstufenchor Cusanus Gymnasium (6:24)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rmAXSVtMdbI 
3.18: Hold Onto the Memories by Corey Tynan (3:31)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zQN2Dc5jDYA 

3.19: Photograph by Ed Sheeran (4:34)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nSDgHBxUbVQ /

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

Video Link A: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5NEkJhBHh54 (4:55)

Video Link B: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PqjdtUn9lKo (3:02)

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

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YwLgxyVjwk4 
3.22: Memory by Barbra Streisand (3:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MWoQW-b6Ph8 
3.23: The Way We Were by Barbra Streisand (3:31)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hkBziLvefsw 
3.24: 7 Years by Lukas Graham (3:59)

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

3.25: Monsters by James Blunt (4:35)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DTFbGcnl0po 
3.26: Since I Lost You by Genesis / Phil Collins (4:07)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PnjwdrZ2Gqg 

3.27: Tears in Heaven by Eric Clapton (4:34) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JxPj3GAYYZ0 

3.28: My Hometown by Bruce Springsteen (4:37)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4QebkOKosx0 

3.29: See You Again by Carrie Underwood (4:09)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vTnWFT3DvVA 
3.30: Try to Remember by Brothers Four (3:01)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QEm67QbgEGY 
3.31: Kids by One Republic (4:28)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y56lpXvXbs0 
3.32: Memories by Shawn Mendes (3:52)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i3N0uNoTLZk 
3.33: Sixteen by Thomas Rhett (3:03)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nPYRBsGMKOU 
3:34: Saturn by Sleeping at Last (4:49)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dzNvk80XY9s 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Wisdom Story: The Memory Table (547 words)
     Seven-year-old Steven dragged his backpack down the unfamiliar pathway to his new house. School was over for the day, but Steven was not looking forward to going home. …

     Steven felt lonely and sad. Everywhere he had been all week was new. He did not recognize faces at his new school. The new house did not greet him the same way as the old house. …

     Standing in the front hallway, Steven looked up and saw his mom coming forward to give him a home hug. Home hugs at the door were his mom’s specialty. Steven felt the familiar warmth and love as his mom hugged him. He smiled up at her and forgot his sadness as he said, “I sure hope that’s peanut butter cookies I smell.”

     “That is a super nose you have there, young man” his mother answered. …

     In the kitchen, Steven stopped and stared. Everything was put away and by the window was their very own kitchen table. This rough, pine table had been in his kitchen as long as he could remember. ...Around the table were four chairs with thick legs and padded seat covers with chickens on them.

     Steven walked to the table and saw the red permanent marker spot from when he was two years old and started to draw without paper. At the end of the table, there stood a napkin holder he made in crafts at day camp and the funny chicken salt and pepper shakers from his grandmother’s house. In front of the salt and pepper shakers was the stained-glass chalice he made at his old church. Right in the middle of the table was a hollow spot from the marble slab his mom used for cutting out Christmas cookies. Next to the hollow was a huge plate of his favorite peanut butter cookies. Steven smiled as he sat down.

     His mom came over to the table with two glasses of cold milk and sat down with him at ...her usual spot.

     “I know you’ve been sad, Steven. You are missing all the old things and exhausted by all the new things. How are you feeling now?” asked his mom.

     Steven munched a cookie for a moment and answered, “I was sad until I saw the table.”

     “What did the table do to make you feel better?” asked his mom.

     “I started thinking about all the things that happen at this table. We have Thanksgiving here with lots of relatives and that can happen the same, here, too.” Steven stated. “And the grace we say at this table will be the same, even if it’s in a new place.”

     Steven’s mom smiled. “What else will continue in this new house?”

     “I can do my homework here and remember all the other times I sat here and learned things.” Steven added.

     “Steven, this table is the place where memories meet new experiences for our family. Our home is the place where we eat together, grow together and learn together. Even if the building where we meet is new, the good things that happen in our family home don’t change.”

     …He had many old memories to bring along with him as he went into new places. And each new place would provide new experiences that would become memories….

   Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session16/60171.shtml
4.2: The Tin Box by Edward Hays, a retelling (297 words)

     In terms of memories, Edward Hays tells the poignant story of Tom and Mary in The Tin Box, which was included in A World of Stories for Preachers and Teachers: And All Who Love Stories That Move and Challenge edited by William J Bausch.

     The story begins with the farm auction after Tom and Mary had sold the farm to a European businessman because they could no longer make a living from farming. They are auctioning off all of their possessions following the sale of their farm, which had been in their family for two generations. 

     As the auction begins, the auctioneer picks up a small tin box and begins to auction it, but he is stopped by Tom who tells him that it is the only thing that is not for sale. By late afternoon the auction was concluded. All that was left in the house was the kitchen table and three chairs, and the large, old bed upstairs. One of their sons was going to pick these up tomorrow.

     Sitting at the table, Tom picked up the little tin box and held it carefully in his hands. Mary opened a suitcase and took from it a tin box that was almost identical to Tom’s. They each opened their tin box and slowly, one after another, took out memories and shared them with each other. One memory would lead to another and another. 

     These two, small tin boxes made Tom and Mary the richest people in the entire county. Years ago, Tom’s grandfather had told them both, “The purpose of any possession is to make memories! The only purpose of money—only purpose—is to make memories. Things and possessions only rust and age, but memories grow in value with time.” 

     When they were finished sharing, Tom put his memories back in the tin box, rearranging some so that they would all fit. He closed the lid. Then Tom smiled as he opened his little tin box once more and gently placed inside it the memory of this beautiful night.
Source: Touchstones
5.0: Meditations

5.1: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)
     For the setting sun from an airplane window;

for the rising sun from a train window after riding all night;

for the rising sun and setting sun in directions that feel foreign;

for the sunlight even when we are lost.

     For the times the heart has longed to be alone.

For the times the heart has ached for another.

For leaving in fear.

For leaving in hope.

     For the way home

and the way away.

     For the windows and the suns we have seen.

For the windows and the suns we will see.

For memory and forgetting.

For the change that is our lives.

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

5.2: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)

     Blessed is this ground on which we stand. Holy is this place.

     Holy are the places of memory,

the places which have formed us,

where we store the icons of success and shattered dreams

and gather threads and pieces of what we would become. . .

Holy are the places of memory.

     Holy are the places of the dream,

the places over the rainbow,

where all children are wanted and all people are fed,

where colors are the source of celebration

and youth and age come to the table as one. . .

Holy are the places of the dream.

     Holy are the places of change and pain,

the places of our struggle,

where the rivers of our lives run white and fast,

and we hold on, hold on and grow. . .

Holy are the places of change and pain.

     Holy are the places of connection,

the places where we risk our selves,

where hands touch hands, touch souls, touch minds,

and in awareness still, we change our lives. . .

     Holy are the places of connection.

     Holy are the places of becoming,

the places of clear vision,

where life and world are intertwined

and we can see forever in this moment

and give thanks. . .

Holy are the places of becoming.

     Blessed is the ground on which we stand. Holy — and whole-making— is this place.

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

5.3: Autumn Meditation by Rev. Burton Carley (131 words)
     I do not know if the seasons remember their history or if the days and nights by which we count time remember their own passing.

     I do not know if the oak tree remembers its planting or if the pine remembers its slow climb toward sun and stars.

     I do not know if the squirrel remembers last fall's gathering or if the bluejay remembers the meaning of snow.

      I do not know if the air remembers September or if the night remembers the moon.

     I do not know if the earth remembers the flowers from last spring or if the evergreen remembers that it shall stay so.

     Perhaps that is the reason for our births—to be the memory for creation.

     Perhaps salvation is something very different than anyone ever expected. Perhaps this will be the only question we will have to answer: "What can you tell me about …[Autumn]?"

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5479.shtml 
5.4: Unity Devotion by Rev. Kelly Murphy Mason (280 words)
     In the unity of the spirit, in the sanctity of this gathering, let us quiet ourselves as we settle into a meditative moment, a time when we can each listen to that still, small voice within.

     All our souls speak to us, if we trust ourselves to hear them. What do they tell us this day, in this very season?

     Whether our innermost yearnings find voice in a sincere intention, a prayer, a scripture, a profound lament, or sudden insight, we honor those.

     We stay present to the wisdom that arises within. We welcome whatever arrives, be it bidden or unbidden.

     We find rest in our calm center, that secure core of our being, which houses our surest sense of the holy. We allow ourselves to know consolation.

     We grow mindful, ever mindful – not only of ourselves, but also of those dear to us, those here in our midst, those absent today, those held close in memory, those in distant places.

     Feeling ourselves enfolded in loving kindness that is everywhere abiding, together we enter now into sacred silence:

[SILENCE]

     Emerging from the silence, we see that we are together still. We notice the gratitude we feel in our hearts today. We do not fail to rejoice.

     We are blessed by this present company and this special time we have set aside for our devotion.

     We give thanks, O God of many names and beyond all our naming —Source of Our Being, Sustainer of Our Becoming, Undying Light, Infinite Peace, Eternal Good — for this moment of respite, and for every tender mercy we have known in our lives and through the ages.

     In this we all speak now, saying, “Amen.” Amen!

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

5.5: Immortality by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (241 words)

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

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

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

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

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

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

5.6: Stirred by the Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (68 words)

     We exist within 

this interstitial surface

tensed between past and future,

this violet veil

undulating between health and illness,

this filmy membrane

polished between body and spirit

this alert eardrum

reverberating between human and divine,

     We are sunrise with a remembrance of dusk,

We are soul with patina of soil,

We are stillness with mere veneer of words,

We are smooth surface of water stirred by the Spirit.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5525.shtml 
5.7: Meditation for Día de los Muertos by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (269 words)

     As we begin to settle to a deeper more inward place;

to be fully present right now in this place made for head and heart together;

we might begin to feel how our own bodies are not only flesh and blood —

but skeleton bones as well.

No matter how old we are,

no matter how we move from place to place,

we humans are skeletal beings.

     I welcome you all to this embodied meditation.

First, as we make ourselves consciously comfortable

let us feel the various parts of our bodies

beginning from the top of our heads—the skull inside:

feeling our cheekbones

the teeth within our mouth

the opening and closing of our jaw… Moving to our shoulders—our clavicle

scapula… now feeling how our breathing expands and contracts our ribs….

As we can, arms go wide and big all the way down to our phalanges….

out and back down. Now legs—consider your femur, your thigh bone.

Those folks sitting move their femur if you can:

one at a time,

up and down…

Those of you standing—Lift your skeleton leg up and down, up and down.

Toes—imagine bones inside our toes. Wiggle them if you can. Feel the movement and stillness of bones of the pieces of our bodies.

The calacas—Calaveras—skeleton bodies of those living and dead—not so different,

remind us that we, too, are mortal

and are connected by the love that shines through our lives.

Let our breath connect us with the loved ones gone before us.

     Listen. [Silence for a time.] AMEN

* Calaca (pronounced kah-LA-kah) is a colloquial Mexican Spanish name for skeleton; especially human skeleton figures that are used for decoration during Día de los muertos.

** Calavera (pronounced kah-lah-VAIR-rah) is Spanish for "skull." During Día de los muertos, decorative human skulls are made from either sugar or clay.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/moving-meditation-dia-de-los-muertos 
5.8: Getting Through This Day by Rev. Theresa Hardy (124 words)
I got out of bed this morning because of all those who had to get out of bed before me:

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

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

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

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

laid flat like chattel on ships… and survived.

They survived and got out of bed each morning.

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/getting-through-day
5.9: The Death of American Innocence by Rev. Tess Baumberger (311 words)

     Innocence does not die at once, in that first raptured thrust.

It dies in each small seduction, in every subsequent acquiescence.

American innocence did not die in that bright flashing terrorist act,

it dwindled breath by breath, in great and tiny acts of terror,

     It died with every smallpox blanket sold to an Indian village,

with every arrogantly greed-wrested acre,

with every language and culture that disappeared,

it died on the Trail of Tears.

     It died with every African shackled and torn from homeland, family,

with every auction block sale of humanity,

with every black woman raped by a white slave owner,

it died in the Middle Passage.

     It died with every civil rights activist beaten or killed,

with Martin Luther King, Malcolm X, and the Black Panthers

it died in Montgomery and Selma and Little Rock.

     It died with Roosevelt's refusal to accept Jews fleeing the Nazis,

it died with every black man sent first to the front lines

it died with two atomic weapons dropped upon Japan,

170,000 lives lost in two great flashing instants.

     It dies with every chemical weapon developed,

with every nuclear test, wherever it happens,

with every bomb or jail built instead of a school.

     It dies with every KKK rally and every single lynching,

with every man searched by police because he's black,

with every black man beaten by white officers,

with every child who witnesses or perpetuates gang warfare,

it dies with every racist or sexist or homophobic or anti-Semitic joke.

     It dies with every bombed synagogue, mosque, temple,

with every black church burned,

with every abortion clinic bombed,

with every hate-filled word or deed.

     It dies with every sweatshop built on a poorer country's soil,

with every product bought, made by a political prisoner,

with every homeless person,

with every starving despairing child.

      Oh, innocence never dies at once, only delusion does.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/death-american-innocence
5.10: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (306 words)

     “Dukkha,” they say. The Buddhists say, “All is dukkha.” It is hard to translate, they tell us. It means literally “suffering” but the feeling of dukkha is closer to impermanence. The fact of impermanence is central to the Buddhist path to nirvana, enlightenment.

     Dukkha. All is impermanence. Nothing lasts. I thought of that yesterday, watching leaves come down in a shower, and the smell of the rotting ones going back into the earth. Leaf to humus and back to earth to nourish the roots of the mother tree. The crows crying as the leaves fall and their nests are exposed: dukkha...all is impermanence.

     And life goes on, and people who were with us last year at this time have died, all souls pass on, all is dukkha, nothing lasts.

     The path to enlightenment is understanding, accepting impermanence to the point where we no longer struggle against it. That is the way of the Buddha. But here in the West we search for that which is permanent, even as we live with the death of all things, all people. We search for a sure footing on the path strewn with fallen leaves; we notice the buds of next year’s growth tight-curled and waiting; we hold on to the things we can count on—our church, our community, our memories of those who died before us, our love and hope, and the search for certainty in a world that is dukkha.

     God of creation, God of today—let us find each other in a changing world; let us experience love as something which exists, a possibility which is. Let us know that we are alive and being renewed miraculously each second; that the impermanence gives to life its freshness and surprise; that our memories of yesterday and our expectations of tomorrow make now a cherished, precious, eternal moment.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5469.shtml 

5.11: They Are with Us Still by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (164 words)
     In the ­struggles we choose for ourselves,

in the ways we move forward in our lives

and bring our world forward with us,

     It is right to remember the names of those

who gave us strength in this choice of living.

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

     We share a history with those lives.

We belong to the same motion.

     They too were strengthened by what had gone before.

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

     Those who lived before us,

who ­struggled for justice and suffered injustice before us,

have not melted into the dust,

and have not disappeared.

     They are with us still.

The lives they lived hold us steady.

     Their words remind us and call us back to ourselves.

Their courage and love evoke our own.

     We, the living, carry them with us:

we are their voices, their hands and their hearts.

     We take them with us,

and with them choose the deeper path of living.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/they-are-us-still 
6.0: Prayers

6.1: Prayer of Remembrance by Lori Rev. Walke (303 words)
     Holy One, on this day of remembrance we say aloud their names again: the names of those who died this year. Died — the word is jarring. So jarring that we hardly use the word, substituting euphemisms that are a bit more vague.

     Sometimes people say “lost” when what they mean is dead: “We lost so-and-so this year.”

But people who die are not lost. They are not misplaced. We did not just lose sight of them, nor did they wander off. They died, and it is as final as the word sounds.

     But that is, of course, why we don’t say, “they died.” When people die, they do not just disappear and we continue on. There is no such thing “as out of sight, out of mind.” There is no switch to flip to turn off our feelings. The person may not be lost, but we are at a loss: for words; for normalcy; for what was, and what could have been. And grief is such an unwieldy thing: we are fine one minute, years even, and then the deep sadness comes, seemingly out of nowhere.

     That’s the thing about people who are loved: their memories keep. They’re never too far away. They come to us in a song lyric or a line of movie dialogue or on a long walk. What was it that they always said? Oh, that’s right. And they always had to have it a certain way. So maybe we’ll do it that way, and laugh a little, in memoriam.

     Be with us, Holy One, as we grieve over the empty chairs at the table. We’ll light a candle and say an extra prayer, and we trust with sure and certain hope that You had them before we let them go. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-remembrance 

6.2: Singing in the Night by Rev. David O. Rankin (137 words)

I love to pray, to go deep down into the silence:

To strip myself of all pride, selfishness, and

coldness of heart;

To peel off thought after thought, passion after

passion, till I reach the genuine depths of all;

To remember how short a time ago I was nothing,

and in how short a time again I will not be here;

To dwell on all joys, all ecstasies, all tender

Relations that give my life zest and meaning;

To peek through a mystic window and look upon

the fabric of life – how still it breathes, how

solemn its march, how profound its perspective;

And to think how little I know, how very little,

Except the calm, calm of the silence, and the

Singing, singing in the night.

Prayer is the soul’s intimacy with God, the ultimate kiss.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/108226.shtml 

6.3: Blessed are They Who Mourn by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (228 words)
     God of tears and the mysterious silence, God of suffering and God of hope, you have made for everything a season. This is the season of our sorrow, of our grief, and we pray for grace to deal with what seems impossible to deal with. We remember the promise made to those who mourn, yet too often it seems that comfort is beyond our grasp. We know that we cannot bear this burden alone. Should we pray for our grief to be transformed or, is the purpose of our grief to transform us? Will our sorrow lead somewhere unexpected? Might it lead us back to life if we follow it? Is it a reminder of the precious reality of life and love? The death of our loved one has created a vast, empty space within our lives, a great longing within our hearts. Can it ever be filled? Can it be healed by the sacred memory that makes our loved one forever a part of us?

     So many questions, O God, and so much silence. May we be patient toward all that is unanswered in our hearts. And may others be patient with us, with our sorrow, our anger, our fear and our questions. We are those who mourn. We seek the comfort that we can offer each other and the blessings of divine love and grace. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5566.shtml 

6.4: A Prayer for Hard Times by Rev. Christian Schmidt (130 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love,

     Be with us in this time, as people suffer, as parents grieve, as violence rages. Be with us who feel the pain of loss, who feel anger at injustice.

     Be with the oppressed and change the heart of the oppressor, for we know that both are joined in their humanity, no matter how often we forget it.

     Help us remember the hope we had, the hope we have, and the hope we will have; help us remember joy in the midst of sadness, success in the midst of challenge, and good things in the midst of bad.

     Help us to be better people, to work for better things, and to create a better world.

     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-hard-times 
6.5: Prayer for the Living by Rev. Tess Baumberger (178 words)
     As my body begins to loose its hold

On this life, this earth, this entirety,

May I lay my past to rest

And face the unknowable

With courage and curiosity.

     May those to whom I am connected gather.

May they recall me as I am and have been.

May they forgive any forgivable harm

I may have caused, every instance of neglect.

May they release their own regrets as well.

     May they remember moments of laughter,

Times of affection and memory.

May they laugh and cry as they tell stories

Of my words and actions, my character.

May they know I am saying farewell, too.

     May they sit quietly, or listen to music.

May they care for themselves and one other

As I would have in my best moments.

May kind people arrive to support them

And to assist me on this starlit path.

      And when I move into that final mystery

May they comfort one another.

May they each find a way to embody

Whatever they have learned from me.

May they rise, stretch, heal, and live.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-living 
6.6: Prayer of Those Who Remember by Rev. Paul Oakley (188 words)
     God of our hearts,

6God of our understandings,

God who gives us hope and inspires us to commitment,

God who commands us to remember:

     We come together today with hearts contrite and broken;

We come together with minds awake, comprehension striving against incomprehension;

We come together in hope growing in the fertile soil of our dedication to prevent future atrocities;

We come, remembering all those lost to past hatred and indifference.

     We feel deeply the call to remember those lost in camps and ghettos, in streets and forests;

Their sheer number leaves us reeling;

Each one was truly a unique world of possibility forever lost to us;

We also feel the call to honor the lives and legacies of those who survived.

     May we learn to carry their worlds that were cut short.

May we turn from apathy and prevent the growth of hatred and inequity.

May we become worthy of the duty of remembrance that is ours.

May we never forget them.

     Let us make this world a place where the cry “Never again!” is not uttered in vain;

And in promise let the people say: Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-those-who-remember 
6.7: Teach Us to Remember Our History by Rev. Jude Geiger (208 words)
Spirit of Life, God of Many Names, Source of Hope,

We come together at the end of another week,

some worn down by struggles of health, of home, or work.

May we be a community that makes space for the sharing of joys and sorrows, angers and hopes, with grace and forbearance.

…Teach us to remember our history.

Though we cannot make amends for what has come before,

may we learn from those ways, never to repeat them in our lives today.

May we develop new ways of relating to neighbor and stranger,

without violence or coercion, deceit or greed.

Mother of Grace, help us to find a sense of humility where we have privilege,

and strength where we face oppression.

In our struggles we may learn compassion;

and in our power, may we learn temperance.

As a community of faith, may we be a safe harbor

in a world that is often harsh toward difference.

Challenge us to use our presence as a healing force for justice and equity.

Knowing that although we have come far in the civil rights struggles of our times,

there are many people are still left behind,

and the work of building the beloved community,

is just as pressing as ever before.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/teach-us-remember-our-history 
6.8: Memorial Day Prayer by Rev. Barbara Pescan (163 words)
     Spirit of Life

whom we have called by many names

in thanksgiving and in anguish—

     Bless the poets and those who mourn

Send peace for the soldiers who did not make the wars

but whose lives were consumed by them

     Let strong trees grow above graves far from home

Breathe through the arms of their branches

The earth will swallow your tears while the dead sing

"No more, never again, remember me."

     For the wounded ones, and those who received them back,

let there be someone ready when the memories come

when the scars pull and the buried metal moves

and forgiveness for those of us who were not there

for our ignorance.

     And in us, veterans in a forest of a thousand fallen promises,

let new leaves of protest grow on our stumps.

     Give us courage to answer the cry of humanity's pain

And with our bare hands, out of full hearts,

with all our intelligence

let us create the peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/memorial-day-prayer 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #436 Reclaim the Vision by David Pohl
7.2: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George Odell
7.3: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry
7.4: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry

7.5: SLT #664 Give Us the Spirit of the Child by Sarah York
7.6: SLT #715 Your Children by Kahlil Gibran
7.7: SLT #718 All Souls by May Sarton
7.8: SLT #720 We Remember Them by Roland Gittlesohn
7.9: SLT #722 I Think Continually of Those by Stephen Spender
7.10: This Sacred Thread by Rev. Heather Janules (145 words)
They once dwelled among us, the people of memory.

They who knew us, they who taught us,

They who hurt us, they who loved us.

They touch our lives time and again,

through their presence and their absence.

Through familiar scents and favorite songs,

Through old stories and renewed sorrow.

As the earth turns and leaves fall,

We reach back to renew the bonds between us.

With hearts and hands open

We hold onto to love,

Ever-stronger than death.

We reach back in gratitude and understanding -

Without our time together,

The pain and the joy,

We would never be who we are today;

We would have little to pass on ourselves.

Without fear, with thanksgiving

and with hope for all that awaits,

We remember those who have gone before,

We honor the circle of life and death,

And our place within this sacred thread.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/responsive-reading/sacred-thread 
8.0: Readings
8.1: Listening for Our Song by Rev. David Blanchard (414 words)

     On sabbatical in East Africa, I heard a story of a people who believe that we are each created with our own song. Their tradition as a community is to honor that song by singing it as welcome when a child is born, as comfort when the child is ill, in celebration when the child marries, and in affirmation and love when death comes. Most of us were not welcomed into the world in that way. Few of us seem to know our song.

     It takes a while for many of us to figure out which is our song, and which is the song that others would like us to sing. Some of us are slow learners.  I heard my song not necessarily from doing extraordinary things in exotic places, but also from doing some pretty ordinary things in some routine places. For every phrase I heard climbing Kilimanjaro, I learned another in a chair in a therapist’s office. For every measure I heard in the silence of a retreat, I heard another laughing with my girls. For every note I heard in the wind on the beach at Lamu, I gleaned more from spending time with a dying friend as her children sang her song back to her. What came to astound me was not that the song appeared, but that it was always there.

     I figure that the only way I could have known it for my own was if I had heard it before, before memory went to work making sense and order of the mystery of our beginning. Our songs sing back to us something of our essence, something of our truth, something of our uniqueness. When our songs are sung back to us, it is not about approval, but about recognizing our being and our belonging in the human family. 

     It is good to know our songs by heart for those lonely times when the world is not singing them back to us. That’s usually a good time to start humming to yourself, that song that is most your own.

     They can be heard as songs of love or of longing, songs of encouragement or of comfort, songs of struggle or of security. But most of all, they are the songs of life, giving testimony to what has been, giving praise for all we’re given, giving hope for all we strive for, giving voice to the great mystery that carries each of us in and out of this world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/listening-to-our-song
8.2: The Pulse of Life by Jennifer Johnson (307 words)
     These are anxious days. Hair-pulling, hand-wringing days. We are bombarded from all sides with new and unprecedented developments. Grave threats to our national values and institutions on one hand, and countless calls to action on the other… and then the flood of critique and analysis. Whose strategy is winning? How do we outmaneuver the other side? These are indeed uncertain times.

     And yet, there are some things we do know for certain. We know that our blue boat home continues to rotate on its axis, continues its familiar sojourn around the sun. The sun sets and rises, and if we remember to pause, we may lose ourselves, but for a moment, in the glorious play of light and color on the horizon.

     Beneath the crust of cold earth, the crocuses and the daffodils are stirring in their winter hibernation. The energy of life and living is pulsing in them and in the latent blades of grass and the unseen maple buds. And it’s pulsing in us, too.

     The pulse of life calls us to nourish our bodies with good food and movement, to nourish our spirits with art and song, friendship and tenderness, and quiet.

     When we heed the pulse of life, we know what we need to do:

To rise in the morning and rest into darkness.

To put our hands, hearts, and minds to work.

To meet those in our midst with compassion.

To join with the vulnerable and speak truth to power.

To play with our youngest and hear the wisdom of our elders.

To heal the sick and wounded.

To grieve the dying and remember the dead.

To be of use, and sometimes, to be still.

     The pulse of life is beating in each and every one of us. Amidst the clamor of these times, let us heed its sure and steady rhythm.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/pulse-life 

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

In 1969,

In an Inn, also known as a bar,

Called the Stonewall Inn,

A basement—

which had no running running water,

Nor safe fire exits—

Queer people, of many colors and kinds,

Danced together,

For it was the only place

Where they were allowed to dance,

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

     In those days,

It was common for the police to frequent this Inn,

No to join in the dance, the underground celebration,

But to send the dancers home and make arrests.

When they would arrive,

The lights would go on,

The people would be lined up,

And then

All those in drag,

All those who were trans,

All those without proper identification:

They were arrested and taken into custody.

     But on this holy night,

That early morning of June 28,

The people said “not tonight.”

As they called to them to line up,

The transwomen refused to go.

And as they police began to beat and arrest them,

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

Christopher St,

A crowd grew to watch.

And then,

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

A yell came from the crowd: “Gay Power.”

And as a transwoman was shoved,

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

And suddenly it erupted.

For once the people didn’t line up;

For once the people said “no more; we've had enough.”

It was almost as if, that night,

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

One too many times,

They said, “I’m ready to be seen.”

     On this holy night, when the power of the oppressed rippled through the streets of New York,

When queer people said, No more

Our world would never be the same.

     Fifty years ago,

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

And now, only fifty years later,

Here we are celebrating at a church.

Gay and straight together?

Queer and straight together?

Trans and cis together?

All in this together.

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

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

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

You see, Pride is a celebration of that anniversary:

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

     So Happy Pride.

Welcome to this joyful celebration,

Bring your whole selves

Your gay

Lesbian

Bisexual

Transgender

Queer selves

Your drag queen

Butch and femme

Cross-dressing

Nail-painting

Tutu-wearing

Selves

Your

Genderqueer

Genderfluid

Agender

Pansexual

QUILTBAG selves

And all the other identities

That are and will be

And let’s have a celebration,

Because joy is a rebellion, too.

And this church is Queer;

Queer and fabulous.

Amen?

     Let us begin!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/on-a-holy-night-in-1969 
8.4: Forms of Resistance by Talia Cooper (551 words)
The 7 Jobs Capitalism Asks of All of Us:

1. Measure Self Worth by Work: Don’t believe in the inherent goodness of people. Instead decide that everyone’s worth is only as much as they achieve.

2. Accept that Oppression is the Norm: This starts with adultism the moment we are born and conditions us to accept that all other forms of oppression and privilege are just a fact of life, for the rest of our lives.

3. Believe the Dream: Believe that to be American means that your success is eventual, and that any failing is your own individual fault.

4. Get Numb and Numb-er: Close off your feelings and just suck it up. Find a form of addiction that is either secret enough or socially acceptable enough so that you can get by. Then tsk-tsk anyone with a less hidden addiction, blame them for the problem, and offer them no support.

5. Isolate: grow increasingly more distant from people and community. Develop a nuclear family from whom you may attempt to get all of your needs met, and lash out at them when it doesn’t work.

6. Disassociate from your Body: Make your mind and body separate entities. Find pieces of yourself to love and pieces of yourself to hate. Attempt to buy things to close the gap. Tell yourself that you only deserve rest, pleasure and play when you’ve worked for it.

7. Assimilate: Strive to look like, act like, and be like the typical white U.S.-er you are supposed to be. Forget your history, forget your religion, forget your ancestors: they are no longer a part of this narrative. Stop trying to pursue the art, community and visions you once had: they no longer matter.

The 7 Forms of Resistance All Around Us:

1. Movements: Collectives, groups, organizations, neighbors and friends can get together and learn about oppression and envision liberation. Organizing has worked over and over again throughout history and will continue to.

2. Self Care and Community Care: We can decide we are worth it and we are vital just because we are alive.

3. Tell Our Stories: We can tell our personal stories and the collective story about the white supremacy, colonialism, patriarchy and Christian hegemony that founded this country. With our stories we can refuse to be lied to.

4. Healing: We can use therapy, support groups, co-counseling, somatic practices, art therapy and more to get ever bigger, bolder, stronger and more powerful. We can use the wisdom gained from our healing to create better policy and support communal healing through practices like reparations for slavery.

5. Connection: We can dare to cry, laugh and share our real feelings with all of the people in our lives without placing a limit on the number of people our hearts can love.

6. Love: We can refuse to buy into the idea of spreading self-hate. Even in our hardest moments, we can remember we are a human with a human body and we deserve the goodness all humans deserve.

7. Art and Culture: Artists can rise up everywhere all the time to say we will not accept this world, we will build a better one. We can choose to learn about our ancestors, their histories and traditions and find ways to reclaim them afresh for ourselves.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/forms-resistance 

8.5: A False Story of Discovery by Rev. Myke Johnson (412 words)
     Every October and November in the United States, we find ourselves in a season of false and misleading stories about European settlers and Native Americans. First there’s the story that Columbus discovered America in 1492. Then there’s the story about the Pilgrims and the Indians at the first Thanksgiving. It is astonishing, after all the work done by Native activists and their allies, that these stories keep returning unchanged year after year. Perhaps many people are willing to acknowledge, if pressed, that when Columbus supposedly “discovered” America, it was already full of people. But that “discovery” has a more sinister history that’s not often talked about.

     Prior to 1492, European church leaders and monarchs had collaborated in a stunning series of proclamations, which became known as the Doctrine of Discovery. In 1452, a papal bull declared that the king of Portugal had the right to conquer any Muslim and pagan peoples and enslave them. A few years later, a second letter declared that all the Christian kings of Europe had the right to take the lands and possessions of any non-Christian people, and keep them in perpetuity. If the pagan inhabitants could be converted to the Christian faith they might be spared, but otherwise they could be enslaved or killed. The Doctrine of Discovery was also later claimed by England in 1496, authorizing English explorers to seize any lands not already discovered by other Christian nations.

     The Doctrine of Discovery became the legal basis for the “discoveries” of Columbus and others, and for the resulting attempts to conquer and colonize the western hemisphere, unleashing genocide on its peoples. It was also the legal basis for the slave trade. Its influence did not remain in that distant past — it’s still a source of oppression to this day. It became the basis of U.S. Indian Law, beginning in 1823, when Chief Justice John Marshall ruled that “Christian people” who had “discovered” the lands of “heathens” had assumed the right of “dominion,” and thus had “diminished” the Indians’ rights to complete sovereignty as independent nations. He claimed Indians had merely a right of occupancy in their lands. This decision has never been overturned, and is still cited on a regular basis in Federal court.

     Responding to the requests of Indigenous peoples, several religious denominations have passed resolutions to repudiate the Doctrine of Discovery — including Unitarian Universalists, in 2012. These resolutions are a first step toward reckoning with this history of stolen lands and stolen children.

(This reading is excerpted from Rev. Myke Johnson's essay, "Stolen Lands, Stolen Children," published in her book Finding Our Way Home.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/false-story-discovery 

8.6: Thanksgiving as a Day of Mourning by Rev. Myke Johnson (412 words)
     In 1617, a few years before English settlers landed, an epidemic began to spread through the area that became southern New England. It likely came from British fishermen, who had been fishing off the coast for decades. By 1620, ninety to ninety-six percent of the population had died. It decimated the tribes, and left many of their villages empty.

     One of those villages was Patuxet. When the English settlers arrived in Plymouth Harbor they found a cleared village with fields recently planted in corn. This was a big part of the reason they chose it for their settlement. All of the village's people had died from the epidemic, except for Tisquantum, whom we know as Squanto. We never really hear the whole story about Squanto. We hear he taught the settlers how to plant corn and fish and hunt the local area. But how was it that he spoke English? Here’s the story as told by James W. Loewen:

     As a boy, along with four Penobscots, he was probably stolen by a British captain in about 1605 and taken to England. There he probably spent nine years, two in the employ of a Plymouth merchant who later …helped him arrange a passage back to Massachusetts.

     He was to enjoy home life for less than a year… In 1614, a British slave raider seized him and two dozen fellow Indians and sold them into slavery in Malaga, Spain. Squanto escaped from slavery… made his way back to England, and in 1619 talked a ship captain into taking him along [as a guide] on his next trip to Cape Cod.

     Squanto walked to his home village, only to make the horrifying discovery that he was the sole member of his village still alive. All the others had perished in the epidemic two years before.

     Perhaps this was why Tisquantum was willing to help the Plymouth Colony, which had settled in his people’s village. Or perhaps he was there to keep an eye on them.

     The settlers, too, lost half their people during the first hard winter. There were only fifty-three settlers who survived until the harvest festival that was later declared to be the first Thanksgiving.

     It was a brief moment of tentative peace. One generation later, the English settlers and the Wampanoag were at war. For many Native people in our time, the day called Thanksgiving has become a Day of Mourning, for the hundreds of years of losses suffered by their people.

(This reading is excerpted from Rev. Myke Johnson's essay, "Stolen Lands, Stolen Children," published in her book Finding Our Way Home.)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/thanksgiving-day-mourning 

8.7: Speaking a History by Gail Forsyth-Vail (945 words)
This reading requires seventeen people who are able to come forward and represent the generations of African Americans in the British colonies and in the United States. As you name the first generation, indicate to a person that they should stand. Each time you call a new generation, you indicate silently that another person should stand next to the previous person. The line of people will get longer and longer. When you say, "you represent..." address that person directly. When you do the "children's children's children's..." part, move along the line, indicating each person in turn. You may want to pre-arrange with the first person; the rest will follow easily.
LEADER :

     1) You represent the first generation of West African people who came to this world in slavery, coming in the year 1619 to Jamestown.

     2) You represent the children of those people, born between 1625 and 1650, and you remain enslaved.

     3) You represent the children's children of those Jamestown slaves, born between 1650 and 1675, and you remain enslaved.

     4) You represent the children's children's children of those Jamestown slaves, born between 1675 and 1700, and many of your generation remain enslaved.

     5) You represent the children's children's children's children of those Jamestown slaves, born between 1700 and 1725. Many white people have come and taken land for their towns and cities. The cities and towns are doing well, but you remain enslaved.

     6) You represent the children's children's children's children's children, born between 1725 and 1750. The Indians who used to live in the area have been driven out to make way for the expanding number of cities and towns in these British colonies, but still you remain enslaved.

     7) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1750 and 1775. These British colonies have begun a way of independence, stating that "all men are created equal." But you remain enslaved.

     (8) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1775 and 1800. These British colonies are now a country, the United States of America. Many native peoples have lost their lands as the United States has become bigger and bigger. The cotton gin has been invented, meaning that the farmers can grow lots more cotton and make a lot of money. It takes lots of people to take care of the cotton. Many white people choose to get the help they need with the cotton crop by buying more slaves. Thousands more West African people, kidnapped from their homes, arrive in chains. You also remain enslaved.

     (9) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1800 and 1825. This country is twice as big as it was just a few years ago. Many white people are going West, looking for more places to build towns and cities. The cloth mills in the North are hungry for cotton, so farmers in the South grow more and more, needing more and more slaves. As more and more slaves arrive, you too remained enslaved.

     (10) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1825 and 1850. The Indian Removal Act of 1830 is pushing Indians from their land. Many Indians die or are slaughtered. In 1848, the United States took a huge piece of Mexico and now rules over its Spanish-speaking citizens. There are now groups of people writing and speaking against slavery, but still you remain enslaved.

     (11) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children of the Jamestown slaves, born between 1850 and 1875. The country has fought a Civil War. The railroads have been built by Irish and Chinese workers. The Indian Wars continue in the West, as native peoples are forced into small areas of land called reservations. Slavery has been officially outlawed. You are no longer a slave, but people in power are working hard to limit your rights.

     (12) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1875 and 1900. There are now laws limiting who may come to this country and who may not. The Supreme Court has declared that whites and people of color ought to be separated. You are no longer a slave, but the law says you have fewer rights and privileges than white people.

     (13) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1900 and 1925. A world war is fought in this time, and women are finally allowed to vote. You still live and work under laws that separate you from white people.

     (14) You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1925 and 1950. The country suffers the Great Depression, when many people lose their jobs, then fights in the Second World War. Just like in the rest of society, people of color in the army are kept separated from white people. Whole towns full of new homes are built after the war for the returning soldiers; people of color are not allowed to live in those towns.

     (15) You represent the children born between 1950 and 1975. This is the time of the Civil Rights Movement and of Martin Luther King. At long last, the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children of the Jamestown slaves have achieved equality under the law.

     (16) You represent the children born between 1975 and 2000, children of those who fought for equality under the law. New forms of discrimination have replaced the old ones- including a War on Drugs that targets young men of color and lack of opportunity and resources, especially for people of color who are poor. Because of generations of slavery and discrimination, people of color have a hard time getting ahead financially.

     (17) You represent the generation of today, only the third to live in this country since slavery and segregation were outlawed. Barack Obama was elected president in 2008, but racial discrimination continues and you encounter it in your day to day living. It is up to your generation to retell the story of the past, to understand the struggle, to have dreams about the future- and to call all of us to act to end racial injustice in all of its forms.

     Let the seventeen people stand quietly for a minute or so. Then ask them to be seated.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/speaking-history
8.8: Telling by Laura Hershey (155 words)
     What you risk telling your story:

     You will bore them.

Your voice will break, your ink

spill and stain your coat.

No one will understand, their eyes

become fences.

You will park yourself forever

on the outside, your differentness once

and for all revealed, dangerous.

The names you give to yourself

will become epithets.

     Your happiness will be called

bravery, denial.

Your sadness will justify their pity.

Your fear will magnify their fears.

Everything you say will prove something about

their god, or their economic system.

Your feelings, that change day

to day, kaleidoscopic,

will freeze in place,

brand you forever,

justify anything they decide to do with you.

     Those with power can afford

to tell their story

or not.

Those without power

risk everything to tell their story and must.

     Someone, somewhere

will hear your story and decide to fight,

to live and refuse compromise.

Someone else will tell

her own story, risking everything.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/telling
8.9: The Story of Whiteness by Rev. Sarah C Stewart (518 words)
     Whiteness has been used throughout the histories of America and Europe to praise desirable groups of people and exclude undesirable groups. But “whiteness” is not a ethnic group, a cultural group, or a nationality. In the United States, the Supreme Court legally defined what it meant to be “white” in a pair of decisions in 1922. In other words, whiteness was created by law to let some people in and keep others out.

     Soon after becoming a nation, the United States passed a law that only free, white immigrants could become citizens. In 1868, the 14th Amendment to the Constitution expanded citizenship to anyone born in the United States, including African Americans. But immigrants seeking naturalized citizenship still had to prove they were “White,” and the courts soon found themselves in the position of having to decide who was White.

     In 1909, the U.S. Court of Appeals in Massachusetts ruled that Armenians, classified as Asiatic Turks, were legally White. This led to the conclusion that other Asiatic races, such as Filipinos, Japanese, and Syrians, might also be White.

     In 1922, a Japanese man named Takao Ozawa petitioned for naturalized citizenship. He had spent his adult life in the U.S. In 1920, people who were not citizens could not own land — but Ozawa wanted to become a citizen and own property.

     Ozawa wrote his own brief and made two arguments. The first was that his skin was just as pale as the skin of White people. If pale Armenian Asiatics could be White, he argued, then he, a Japanese man, should also be White. But his second argument was more profound: Ozawa argued that race shouldn’t matter for citizenship. He argued that character and a commitment to the United States should be what mattered. The Supreme Court ruled unanimously against Ozawa, finding that Japanese were not White. They said their decision was scientific, because to be White was to be Caucasian, not Asiatic.

     Then, in 1923, Bhagat Singh Thind, an Indian immigrant to the U.S., petitioned for citizenship as an Aryan/Caucasian. He made the sound scientific argument (as science was understood then) that the Aryan or Caucasian people had originated in North India, and that he was therefore both Caucasian and White. But the Supreme Court, again ruling unanimously, denied Thind’s petition. This time the court said that race is not something defined by science, but is instead something intuited by the “common [White] man.” Thindh may be Caucasian, the court ruled, but he was not White.

     These Supreme Court decisions were unanimous. A prominent Unitarian, William Howard Taft, was Chief Justice of the U.S. for both the Ozawa and Thind decisions. We have to own the history of Whiteness as part of our Unitarian Universalist history.

     America is once again facing pressure for people to align along racial lines. We do not need to do that. Resist other people’s categories. Share your values in conversation, in protest, in petition, in assembly. We are all kin. We do better when we work together. We need all of us, in all our diversity, to build the world we dream of.

Source consulted: Race: The Power of an Illusion. Prod. Christine Herbes-Sommers, Tracy Heather Strain, and Llewellyn M. Smith. California Newsreel. 2003. DVD. Episode 3.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/story-whiteness 
8.10: The Healing Cup: The Story of the Flaming Chalice by Noreen Kimball (820 words)
     Many Unitarian Universalist churches and fellowships start their worship service on Sunday morning by lighting a flame inside a chalice. This flaming chalice is a symbol for Unitarian Universalists just as the cross and the Star of David are symbols for other religious groups. The story of how the flaming chalice became our symbol is an interesting one and it begins during the Second World War.

     During that war, a lot of people living in Eastern Europe—Unitarians, Jews, and others—were in danger of being put in prison or killed by Nazi soldiers. A group of Unitarians came together in Boston, Massachusetts, to form the Unitarian Service Committee and their plan was to help the people in danger from the Nazis. The director of the Service Committee was the Unitarian Minister Charles Joy. Rev. Joy had an office in Portugal so he would be near the people he wanted to help. He was in charge of a whole secret group of agents and messengers who worked hard trying to find safe routes for people to escape.

     Rev. Joy and his assistants often needed to ask governments and other organizations for their help to save people who were in danger. They would send messages to anyone in government who might give them money, transportation, or a safe route. Because they were a new organization though, not very many people had heard of them. This made it much harder for Rev. Joy and the people in the Unitarian Service Committee to get the help they needed.

     In those days during the war, when danger was everywhere, lots of people were running away from their own countries. Often, people who were escaping and people who wanted to help didn't speak the same language. Rev. Joy decided it would be much better if the Service Committee had an official symbol, or picture, to help identify its members. With a picture or symbol, it wouldn't matter if people couldn't read the language.

     It looked like Rev. Joy would need to find an artist. He went to a very talented man named Hans Deutsch for help. Deutsch had escaped from the Nazis in Paris, France, where he was in danger because he drew cartoons showing people how evil the Nazis were. Rev. Joy asked Deutsch to create a symbol to print on Service Committee papers to make them look important. He wanted the symbol to impress governments and police who had the power to help move people to safety.

     For his drawing, Deutsch borrowed an old symbol of strength and freedom from Czechoslovakia—a chalice with a flame. Rev. Joy wrote to his friends in Boston that the new symbol seemed to show the real spirit of the Unitarian religion. It showed a chalice, or cup, that was used for giving a healing drink to others. And it showed a flame on top of the chalice because a flame was often used to represent a spirit of helpfulness and sacrifice. And so the flaming chalice became the official symbol of the Unitarian Service Committee.

     Many years later, the flaming chalice became the symbol of Unitarian Universalist groups all over the world. By the early 1970s, enough Unitarian Universalists had heard the story of the flaming chalice symbol that they began to light a flaming chalice as part of the worship service in their churches. Over the years, this practice has spread over most of the United States and Canada.

     What does it mean to have a symbol like this? Well, one thing it means is that wherever you see a flaming chalice, you know that there are Unitarians and Universalists nearby. Having a symbol also can remind you of what's most important to you—and sometimes a reminder can make a very big difference.

     One very old woman told how the flaming chalice of her homeland, Czechoslovakia, helped her while she was in a Nazi prison camp. Printed under the picture of the Czech flaming chalice was the motto "pravda vitezi," which means, in English, "truth overcomes," or "truth prevails." Every single morning in that terrible camp, the old woman said, she traced a picture of a flaming chalice in the sand with her finger. Then she wrote the motto underneath it. "It gave me the strength to live each day," she said. Whenever she drew the chalice in the dirt, she was reminded that someday the world would remember the important truth that every single person is important and should be free to think and believe as he or she chooses.

     When we see people light the chalice at the beginning of our service every Sunday, we can enjoy it because it is a lovely thing to do. But we can also remember the story of the flaming chalice and the strength it has given people for hundreds of years. We use it to let others know that Unitarian Universalists believe in helping—others.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5963.shtml 
8.11: Let us pause now to look inward by Rev. Michael Schuler (175 words)
     Let us pause now to look inward, exploring, if we dare, the secret places where motives are made and intentions live.

      Beneath appearances, what kind of persons are we? Is the inner self congruent with the one that rejoices with friends, assists the infirm, comforts the crying child?

     No. As we take inventory and remember mistakes we have made, impure thoughts we have had, schemes we have hatched, we know that all is not right within. We are born to inconsistency, not purity, and conscience is a dubious guide that leads us stumbling along the path of virtue.

     We are all fallen, all self-condemned—for time after time we have succumbed to temptation and chosen a lesser good, betraying the truth of ourselves—the truth etched indelibly on our essential being.

     This, then, is our estate and our inescapable humanness. Let us recognize and not deny our imperfections, forgive and not condemn ourselves. May growing awareness of our mixed motives and morals increase our humility and make possible lives of greater sensitivity, sincerity, and serenity.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5876.shtml 

8.12: A Story Inherited by Jabari S. Jones (330 words)
     Yesterday, a new employee—a white guy—walked into the bakery where I work. “Hi,” he said. “I don’t think I’ve met you yet.” He told me his name.

     “I’m Jabari,” I replied.

     “Are you American?” he asked.

I hesitated. “Yeaaaaaaaaaah.”

     “Well, it’s just that your name is very esoteric! Well, it was nice to meet you.” And he left.

     I’ve been called lots of things because of my name, but never “esoteric.” It’s awkward and frustrating to be othered in this way. I keep telling myself that it has nothing to do with me. Maybe he’s actually really nice but socially inept, like the cafe manager says. Or maybe he’s on the autism spectrum, and can’t help but not have a filter. Or maybe it's just another day of being Black in America with a “Black-sounding” name.

     “Jabari” comes from Swahili and Arabic, and means fearless or brave; also bringer of comfort or consoler. I am a spiritual warrior. This is my path, so it's important for me to plunge deep into my discomfort, breathing into it. What is this pain, this anger, and what is at the heart of it? An insecurity; a sense that I do not belong here. I attribute this insecurity partly to centuries of white supremacy in established U.S. law, institutions and society: The 1790 Naturalization law. Plessy versus Ferguson. The hell-on-earth conditions of the slave ships, auctions, plantations. Jim Crow. And so on. All of which my ancestors survived, resulting in my being alive right now. But the message from dominant culture was clear: you are not American, you are not meant to survive.

     “Not belonging here” is a story I have inherited, an American inheritance. I was born and raised here, yet to some I am and always will be from “somewhere else.” I am a free person born into an unfree place. When I feel that unfreedom imposed on me, it gets under my skin, like a violent force of forgetfulness.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/story-inherited 

8.13: Asking for Refuge by Rev. Matthew Johnson (788 words)
     In eighth grade, we were assigned a project: to make a poster about some part of our ancestry. I made mine about the story of the 1930 migration, from Germany to the United States, of my great-grandmother, her husband, and their three children.

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

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

     I quote to you an official version of the story: On May 13, 1939, the German transatlantic liner St. Louis sailed from Hamburg, Germany, for Havana, Cuba. On the voyage were 937 passengers. Almost all were Jews fleeing from the Third Reich. Most were German citizens, some were from eastern Europe, and a few were officially “stateless.” The majority of the Jewish passengers had applied for US visas, and had planned to stay in Cuba only until they could enter the United States.
     The drama of the arrival in Cuba was complicated; most of them were denied entry. Negations to secure their entry were unsuccessful: the new Cuban president had supported Franco who had been supported by Hitler, and he wanted a bribe that the refugees were unable to pay.

     Again, the official account: Hostility toward immigrants fueled both antisemitism and xenophobia. Both agents of Nazi Germany and indigenous right-wing movements hyped the immigrant issue in their publications and demonstrations, claiming that incoming Jews were Communists.
     Reports about the impending voyage fueled a large antisemitic demonstration in Havana on May 8, five days before the St. Louis sailed from Hamburg. The rally, the largest antisemitic demonstration in Cuban history, had been sponsored by Grau San Martin, a former Cuban president. Grau spokesman Primitivo Rodriguez urged Cubans to “fight the Jews until the last one is driven out.”

     A few passengers were accepted, but 743 were not. They went north. “Sailing so close to Florida that they could see the lights of Miami, some passengers on the St. Louis cabled President Franklin D. Roosevelt asking for refuge. Roosevelt never responded. The State Department and the White House had decided not to take extraordinary measures to permit the refugees to enter the United States. Public opinion in the United States, although ostensibly sympathetic to the plight of refugees and critical of Hitler's policies, continued to favor immigration restrictions. Roosevelt was not alone in his reluctance to challenge the mood of the nation on the immigration issue. Three months before the St. Louis sailed, Congressional leaders in both US houses allowed to die in committee a bill [that] would have admitted 20,000 Jewish children from Germany above the existing quota.”

     The ship was turned away.

     The official account, from the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum, concludes as follows: “Following the US government's refusal to permit the passengers to disembark, the St. Louis sailed back to Europe on June 6, 1939. Jewish organizations negotiated with four European governments to secure entry visas for the passengers: Great Britain took 288; the Netherlands admitted 181, Belgium took in 214; and 224 found at least temporary refuge in France. Of the 288 passengers admitted by Great Britain, all survived World War II save one, who was killed during an air raid in 1940. Of the 620 passengers who returned to the continent, 87 managed to emigrate before the German invasion of Western Europe in May 1940. 532 St. Louis passengers were trapped when Germany conquered Western Europe. Just over half, 278 survived the Holocaust.” The rest, 254 souls, were murdered.
     Every time I read this account, I weep.
     I weep. Because my family got on the boat, and got off. And took the train.
     And so I live.

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

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

     A kitchen table, and we can pray, give thanks, and recall our ancestors; I'll read the account of the St. Louis and its passengers, and I’ll read it again,
and I’ll read it again,
and I’ll read it again,
until their hearts are opened and their conscience awakes.

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

8.14: Come, come, whoever you are: you are welcome here by Rev. Dr. Matthew Johnson (605 words)
     I want to say to all those who would close the door, who would be guided by fear instead of hope, who would clutch in scarcity rather than live in generosity, who would say “No, you can’t come here”—I want to say: How dare you.

     For the Lord your God is God of gods and Lord of lords, . . mighty and awesome, who is not partial and takes no bribe, who executes justice for the orphan and the widow, and who loves the strangers, providing them with food and clothing. You shall also love the stranger, for you were strangers once too.*
    How dare you?

     Listen to the voices. See the faces. Open your heart.

     Lest the tears of the holy drown us all, may we be summoned to a higher calling, one of faithfulness and hospitality and open-hearted love; the best of us and not the worst.

Both impulses are in our history and in our present.
     That colonizing and the nativist, the supremacist—that’s part of our history. The part that says difference is scary and there isn’t enough and so it’s just for us—that is part of who we are, we who live here in this land.
     But it’s only part of our history, and only part of our mythos, our story, about ourselves.

     Another part of our story is the welcome—the table, open; the door, open; the heart, open; the embrace of variety and diversity as quintessentially American, the land of freedom regardless of origin or color or faith, the affirmation that there’s plenty. There’s enough. Come, and be welcome. That’s another part of our story.

     When you give thanks this week, give thanks for the best of our story. Give thanks for those who have made journeys: journeys of time and space and journeys of the heart—including yourself. Give thanks that there is plenty, give thanks for hope and love and possibility. Give thanks for love, which—despite what you might see on the news — is stronger, in the end, than hate. Give thanks, and from that place of gratitude. Open your heart, open your door; be a living witness of the spirit of hospitality.

     In joyful thanksgiving, whose bounty we share, come and go with me; take one more step; when bound to human care and hope, then we are free.

     In awareness of the truth of our own stories, our own contingency and fragility, our own need to be welcomed, we can see in the faces of one another, we can hear in the voices of one another, the core humanity—our siblings, our family, our neighbor—and say, come, come, whoever you are, you are welcome here.

     It is my prayer …that we heed the words etched on that statue: that we have a country where those words apply to everyone, not just some, where our hearts are open and our door stands ajar.

     As the poet wrote: **

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,
With conquering limbs astride from land to land;
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.
“Keep ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she
With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor,
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”
     May it be, and may we make it so.

*Deuteronomy 10:18-19

** “The New Colossus” by Emma Lazarus

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

8.15: Remembering Yom Ha Shoah by Rev. Karen Mooney (204 words)
     Today we light our candle of remembrance.

     On April 19, 1943 the Jewish community in the Warsaw ghetto rose up against their captors in a valiant effort to regain their freedom and return a common humanity to those intent on destroying their very existence. Jews around the world pay tribute to Yom Ha Shoah on 27 Nissan: a day commemorating what we call the Holocaust. Shoah means literally "catastrophe."

     We light a candle because anytime life is annihilated, we are all diminished. This light reminds us that we hold both the responsibility and privilege to live lives that work in pursuit of justice for all—but especially for those who are marginalized and oppressed. We work for those whose stories we have not yet heard enough to change our hearts and our way of living. These words scratched into a wall in Auschwitz remind us to listen further still that we might remember:

I believe in the sun even when it’s not shining.

I believe in love even when I don’t feel it.

believe in God even when...silent.

     For all those intentions which rest in the silent sanctuary or our hearts, may the white light of this flame burn brightly and bring you peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/remembering-yom-ha-shoah 

8.16: Ritual for The Day of the Dead/All Souls by Rev. Christine Robinson (499 words)
     The long Summer has faded, now, and these first days of November mark the beginning of the coming of Winter. The frost has taken our tender plants, leaves have begun to fall from the trees, geese begin to arrive from the north. The days are cooler, the weather unsettled, and the evenings are suddenly dark. Our children have played with death and fear, Christians have marked All Saints and All Souls days, both holidays commemorating the dead, and our Hispanic neighbors have celebrated the Day of the Dead. If we were members of traditional Mexican families, we would go this evening to have a picnic on the graves of our family members, celebrating, remembering, and honoring. Most of us are far from the grave sites of our ancestors, but we can also honor those who have gone before us, and we will do that after the interlude by inviting any who wish to come forward and silently light a candle for their own beloved dead. There are candle stands at each end of the platform; please line up in the side aisles and return to your seat via the center aisle. I invite you to use the interlude as a time of centering and preparation for this ceremony.

Musical Interlude

Meditation and Honoring of our Beloved Deceased

     At this darkening time of the year, our thoughts turn to things past, to life retreating, to those who are no longer with us. Images come to our minds; of dear companions, who once graced our lives, loved ones whom we miss, persons whose lives made an impact on our lives; of all those who were here, contributing, caring, and are now gone.

     Our memories bring both joy and sadness; let us not push these feelings away. For our recollections attest to the enduring importance of these friends, this love, our memories.

     May these brave and lovely spirits live again in our tender thoughts, and prove that death and distance are powerless to sever the bonds that connect truly loving hearts.

     And now, I would have us recall to mind those members of this community who have died within the year, and after I call their names, I invite you to come forward and light your own candle for those who you would honor and remember. Church members who died during the last year are: (list while second worship leader lights a candle for each. Then minister and worship leader each take a taper and assist persons lighting candles on each side of the chancel.)

Time of Silence and Candle Lighting

Minister's Prayer

     Peace be with you

     Response: And also with you

     Spirit of Life, whom we know best in our own loving and being loved, hold us as we remember those we have loved, and those who have loved us. May our gratitude sparkle in our lives, may our tears lubricate our souls. Help us to know that we are not alone in our grieving, and help us also to come to that peaceful place in which we can take what we learned from those who have gone before us into our own lives. Remind us that we, too, are mortal; and that the only enduring legacy we leave is the love that shines through our lives. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5925.shtml 

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

     The park is named after Osmond Kelly Ingram, a Navy man who was killed by Germans in World War I. He was the son of a Confederate veteran. Ingram senior devoted his life to keeping your ancestors bound to the evil of enslavement. That is not irony. That’s the texture of our history. Every place is a battle ground.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/every-place-battleground 
8.18: The Grout by Rev. Marcus Hartlief (486 words)
    The Unitarian Universalist congregation where I served as an intern made a mosaic Tree of Life the summer before I arrived. Congregants of all ages came together to craft the tree’s leaves, using bits and pieces of broken ceramics, jewelry, glass, and stone. There are many precious personal items in the tree, including fragments of the Berlin Wall, a father’s watch face, pieces of great grandmother’s china, and a key to the front door of a loved home. Like the members of the community that brought them together, each part is imbued with memories and meaning; each fragment holds a piece of truth.

     Unitarian Universalists are mosaic makers. We are a people who bring together the broken pieces of our histories and the shining pieces of our seeking and, piece by piece, create a mosaic religion. Our Tree of Life is found in the stories of our living tradition. The bead from a transformational moment of worship at a youth conference. The bit of paper stamped with the blazing emblem of the Unitarian Service Committee that saved lives during World War II. The button or patch on a backpack that proudly proclaims the first justice issue that lit our souls on fire. But our mosaic making tells another story too, one that is often more difficult to see. One that is essential to the purpose of religious community. One that lies not in the beautiful and broken bits and pieces but in the grout.

     Grout. The chalky, gritty stuff that is squeezed between the cracks of tiles. In a mosaic, the grout holds the image together, unifying disparate pieces into a whole. The grout of a community takes years to lay and settle. Grout happens in board meetings and committee meetings and endless emails and slow-moving institutions. It is in weekly potlucks shared by neighbors, a ride to church, and coffee in the social hall after worship. While the folks who show up for church only on Christmas and Easter will hopefully enjoy the beauty of the mosaic they find, they may never know the power of the grout that holds us through all the seasons of life.

     We help to make the grout when we learn each other’s names and when we reach out across generational divides. We help to make the grout when we show up on Sunday morning without having checked first to see if we’re interested in the sermon topic. When a newborn arrives to be blessed by the community, it is the grout that enables us to welcome them. And it is in the grout that we rest when we gather to grieve and memorialize a beloved one who has died.

     Hold us, O Grout.

     Gather us in, through time and space, and make all our broken pieces whole in community. In our multiplicity, make us one. From each of our jagged edges, give us the shape of a communal beauty.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/grout
8.19: Communities of Memory and Promise by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (159 words)

     Our communities of memory and promise are founded upon covenants because we all need a defense against the impulse of immediate feelings that challenge our best intentions. It is necessary to be reminded from time to time of what you said you were going to do, and what you really want, over and above the lure of momentary comfort.

     "Covenant" is our word for the solemn promises that counteract the randomness of a future in which anything and everything is possible, by committing us in advance to certain relationships and values. We do [this] because what we build with intention, and even with difficulty, is more satisfying in the long run than the pleasures that we happen to encounter. We do it in time-consuming rituals, invoking powers that we scarcely know how to name, because we are seeking some way to give our lives the density, and dignity, and depth that we suspect, with longing, might yet be possible.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/communities-memory-and-promise
8.20: Reluctant Goodbyes by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (541 words)

     I hate goodbyes. I hate everything about them. It bothers me that “goodbye” isn’t really what I think we most often want to say.

     When those I love leave me, or I leave them, goodbye isn’t what I want to say. I want to tell them that their warm hand on my cheek, which caught my desperate tears, made me feel whole once again. I want to tell them that without their quick giggle and tender words, my life can feel lonely. But no—instead I tell them, “I love you,” give them a big hug, and say goodbye. And they leave and I leave. I feel hollow, discontented, and sometimes lost. I didn’t want to say goodbye.

     When those I am in conflict with leave or I leave them, goodbye isn’t what I want to say. I want to talk about pieces of me that are torn, scratched, and fragmented because of our interchanges. I want to tell them that maybe, just maybe, I’ve learned something new: in how to be, in how to live, in how to grow. I wonder why it got so complicated and sticky. But no—instead we say with fortitude, “Goodbye.” I may shake their hand, glad that I won’t have to see them again. But there is so much unsaid, and goodbye doesn’t skim the root of my feelings. I didn’t want to say goodbye.

     When time whispers to me, “Move on, here’s the next step, say goodbye,” I watch as my son walks into his first day of kindergarten, confident, filled with anticipation. These are my people, my life, he is thinking.

     “Bye, mom,” he yells to me and signs love. I sign back.

     “Bye,” I whisper. But goodbye isn’t what I want to say. I want to tell him that he is remarkable, brave, that I need more time to adjust to his boyhood, his self-assurance, his friends. I need more time to let go of one more tiny sliver of him. But no—instead I say goodbye. I feel jolted, awakened to time moving forward without me. I didn’t want to say goodbye.

     When someone I love dies, goodbye isn’t what I want to say. I want to tell them the truth about us. I want to set it straight. Get to what was real. That their words could hurt, that I wasn’t as strong as they’d hoped, that I still struggle to forgive them. At the same time, I want to tell them that their love made life easier, freer, more accessible. That I’m grateful for their presence. I want to tell them that I forgive them for being human, hoping they did the same for me. But no—instead we say “goodbye” at a memorial service. And I feel captured in a storm of emotions that violently swirl me around. I didn’t want to say goodbye.

     When life turns to me someday and says, “Say goodbye,” goodbye isn’t what I want to say. I’ll say, “I’ve said ‘Goodbye’ my whole life, let me say it right, now. Just let me say it right.” But life’s hands will close around me, ushering me to something new. It will be the only time where “goodbye” was what I needed to say.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/110045.shtml
8.21: A Thousand Voices by Rev. Tania Márquez (385 words)
     Every year around this time, there is a distinctive smell in the air and the trees sway like the whisper of a thousand voices. That’s how I know they are coming. At that point the perpetual altar in my heart begins taking place outside of me, for a few days, and it dances with joy at the thought of their coming.

     The stub of a lit taper candle burns brightly on a bed of cempasúchil, or Mexican marigolds.

     First, the table that will be the altar. A few boxes on top to create different levels. I begin to think about the pictures I am adding to my altar today; the beloved friend who didn’t get to say goodbye, the one I loved, my grandparents, the cousin who left too soon. I allow myself to think about the ones whose pictures won’t be on my altar, but that I still remember.

     The fragrance of the cemapsúchil fills the air; Grandfather Sun-made flower, a ray of light guiding them back, calling them home. It is a long way here. It is good to have some food and drinks ready, so they may quench their thirst, so they may eat and gain strength for the way back. I love adding chocolate and drinking chocolate caliente. I imagine a moment of communion that transcends the world of the living.

     Once the altar is ready, I behold the sight of this place of encounter: they will come and will know they are missed. All of the times we spent together; all of the memories come rushing to us. Our elders told us, “To remember is to live again.” And that’s what we do when we allow ourselves to be surrounded by their presence and the stories of times we spent together.

     My family and I gather. We tell stories, we laugh, we also cry a little, we rejoice in their company. Their stories come alive in our telling, and so does the love we still feel. I have learned to listen more often to things than to beings; to listen to my heart that knows a different way of knowing. My heart knows that the dead aren’t really dead; their stories are perpetually being told by the world around us; like trees swaying, like the whisper of a thousand voices.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/thousand-voices 
8.22: The Persistence of Memory by Susan Orlean (242 words)

The idea of being forgotten is terrifying. I fear not just that I, personally, will be forgotten, but that we are all doomed to being forgotten—that the sum of life is ultimately nothing; that we experience joy and disappointment and aches and delights and loss, make our little mark on the world, and then we vanish, and the mark is erased, and it is as if we never existed. If you gaze into that bleakness even for a moment, the sum of life becomes null and void, because if nothing lasts, nothing matters. It means that everything we experience unfolds without a pattern, and life is just a wild, random, baffling occurrence, a scattering of notes with no melody. But if something you learn or observe or imagine can be set down and saved, and if you can see your life reflected in previous lives, and can imagine it reflected in subsequent ones, you can begin to discover order and harmony. You know that you are a part of a larger story that has shape and purpose—a tangible, familiar past and a constantly refreshed future. We are all whispering in a tin can on a string, but we are heard, so we whisper the message into the next tin can and the next string. Writing a book, just like building a library, is an act of sheer defiance. It is a declaration that you believe in the persistence of memory.
Source: http://www.buuc.org/the-persistence-of-memory.html 

8.23: The Memory Box by Rev. Luke Stevens-Royer (378 words)
“...I carry those days in a tiny box wherever I go, I open the lid... There is a sigh like my breath when I do this. Some days I do this again and again.” William Stafford

     When I was a young child, we visited the Mississippi headwaters. I don’t remember much about the trip, really, but I do remember one thing: the box.

     It is a small cedar box, with little gold hinges, with Itasca State Park engraved on the top. It always seemed magical to me. Something about having a small box, with a lid, that was just for me—something about opening it and always being met with the scent of cedar—something about having a place to hold the small things I loved—in particular, keychains.

     I still have this box. It sits on my bedside, and it still holds keychains that remind me of places I love and special trips with people I love—Itasca State Park, New York City, Duluth, Cabo San Lucas—and now a watch, and a pocket knife, and odds and ends at days end.

     It keeps me company, and I usually keep it open, other than when my daughters steal it away and use it for their own magical memories.

     This box is about collective memory—in literal, tangible ways, and in spiritual, soulful ways.

     It has collected my memories of places and things, of hopes and dreams. I never really thought of it that way before, but it is true—it bookends my days. It sits there, like an old friend, waiting to carry and hold whatever burden I’ve been carrying all day and need to set down, and it greets me again each morning, as I decide what I need, and what I have room enough to carry, for the day ahead.

     This collective memory box is no different than each of us—our hearts, our souls.

     We carry with us all the places, all the people, all the grief, all the love—and we hold that all, and more, and when we open up those memories, we’re reminded of who we have been, and who we are trying to be, and it greets us as we lay down at days end, and as we rise again to a new day.

     If we’re lucky, we have a box like this—or something that holds this life with us,

so that in the rising of the sun, and in its going down, we remember…

Source: https://uurochmn.org/wp-content/uploads/2018/10/November-GN.pdf 

8.24: The First Memorial Day by David Blight (314 words)

     The black folks of Charleston had planned one more ceremony [in 1865] …a burial ceremony. It turns out that during the last months of the war the Confederate Army turned…the Washington Racecourse into an open-air cemetery — excuse me, prison. And in that open-air prison, in the infield of the horse track — about 260-odd Union soldiers had died of disease and exposure — and they were buried in unmarked graves in a mass gravesite out behind the grandstand of the racetrack. And by the way, there was no more important and symbolic site in low country planter/slaveholding life than their racetrack.

     Well, the black folks at Charleston got organized, they knew about all this. They went to the site. They re-interred all the graves, the men. They couldn’t mark them with names, they didn’t have any names. Then they made them proper graves and they built a fence all the way around this cemetery, about 100 yards long and … sixty yards deep, and they whitewashed the fence and over an archway they painted the inscription “Martyrs of the Racecourse.” And then on May 1st 1865 they held a parade of 10,000 people, on the racetrack, led by 3,000 black children carrying armloads of roses and singing “John Brown’s Body,” followed then by black women, then by black men — it was regimented this way — then by contingents of Union infantry.

     Everybody marched all the way around the racetrack; as many as could fit got into the gravesite. Five black preachers read from scripture. A children’s choir sang the national anthem, America the Beautiful, and several spirituals, and then they broke from that and went back into the infield of the racetrack and did essentially what you and I do on Memorial Day, they ran races, they listened to speeches, and the troops marched back and forth and they held picnics. This was the first Memorial Day.

Source: http://firstuniversalistsouthold.org/services/in-memory/ 
8.25: Living On Through Memory by William Doherty (158 words)

     It was 1980. I had been a Unitarian Universalist for about two years when my seven-year-old son Eric said to me, “Dad, what happens to us after we die? Is there a heaven?”

“Well, some people believe that after we die, we go to heaven where we live forever,” I replied, “and other people believe that when we die, our life is over and we live on through the memories of people who have known and loved us.”

     “What do you believe?” said Eric.

     “Well, some people believe that after we die we go to heaven, and other people believe. . . .”

     “But what do you believe?”

     “OK,” I said. “I believe that when we die, we live on through other people but not in a heaven.”

     Eric took this in and responded with words I will never forget: “I’ll believe what you believe for now, and when I grow up I’ll make up my own mind.”

Source: https://www.uuworld.org/articles/home-grown-unitarian-universalism 

8.26: Laughing With the Ancestors by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (292 words)

     Native American writer and member of the Laguna Pueblo tribe, Leslie Marmon Silko writes, “I will tell you something about stories, … they aren't just entertainment. Don't be fooled. They are all we have, you see, all we have to fight off illness and death.” They are all we have to deal with our grief at the death of someone we love. It is in these stories that our loved ones become immortal. It is in these stories that they take their place among the pantheon of our ancestors.

     While the term ancestor refers formally to those from whom we are descended, it can also name the many, many people who have touched our lives in deep and abiding ways. At difficult moments, call them to heart and mind, recall memories that bring a smile, that warm the heart—so great a cloud of witnesses. Having wept for them all, at one time or another, remember to also laugh with your ancestors. 

     Native American writer Sherman Alexie reminds us that, “When it comes to death, we know that laughter and tears are pretty much the same thing.” More telling in the choosing of my ancestors is an observation by W.H. Auden. He wrote, “Among those whom I like or admire, I can find no common denominator, but among those whom I love, I can; all of them make me laugh.” Someone once wrote, “A good time to laugh is when you can.”

     The process of grief is the dance between tears and laughter. Andrea Levy writes, “Laugh as much as you breathe and love as long as you live.” It is in that loving and laughing through our tears that we most honor the ancestors long after their brief earth-years are ended.
Source: Touchstones
8.27: A River Runs Through It by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (200 words)

     Norman Maclean wrote in his book, A River Runs Through It, of the rivers that run through life. We are made up of different rivers, but those waters eventually merge into one river. In the same way, the stories of our life merge into one story, one that will grow richer through our retelling. The rivers and the stories merge in the same way that the lives of our family and friends merge, in the end, in our life.

     To know the character and meaning of a people’s lives, we need only look at the river that was their life. It is the river that now runs through their family, the river that runs through their friends. How precious is the water of their life, how precious is the example of their life, and the ideals out of which they lived. The river of their lives flow from one generation to the next, flow through their children, grandchildren, friends.

     The river of our memory knows the joy that they brought to our lives. To that river we now add the tears of our sorrow and grief. Maclean wrote, “Eventually, all things merge into one, and a river runs through it.” 

Source: Touchstones
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

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

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

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

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

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

It becomes more.

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

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

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

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

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

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

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

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

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

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

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

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

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

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

Worship Associate: This is the message of our faith

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: After by Rev. Max Coots (55 words)
After the words, a quiet; after the songs, a silence; after the crowd, only the memory recalls the gathering. Peace and justice have need of you after the words, the music, and the gathering. God grant you the depth for dedication to justice. God grant you the will to be an apostle of peace. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/after 

10.2: An ending, or merely prelude to more glorious beginnings? by Rev. Michael Schuler (93 words)
     We have reached the end of this time

For the gathering of memory

And for letting the imagination play with future possibilities.

We have enjoyed magic moments and edified each other.

Shall it be concluded, then?

     Or will this adventure, now commenced, continue? —

Our separate paths converging, meeting, merging

In the unending quest for love more perfect,

The joyous struggle for meaning more sufficient and life more abundant.

     Is this ending to be an ending,

Or merely prelude to new, more glorious beginnings?

I pose the question;

In your hearts lies the answer.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5407.shtml
10.3: Let Us Remember by Rev. Priscilla Murdock (64 words)
…Let us be mindful of the enduring bond that keeps us together. Let us remember those who went before and paved the road for us to travel. Let us remember our pioneers with admiration and gratitude, with honor and with joy. Memories are for us to cherish and to share; the future is for us to mold together. Let us be about that work.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/ceremony/6001.shtml 

10.4: And now may the blessings of life be upon us by Rev. Gary Kowalski (52 words)
And now may the blessings of life be upon us and upon this congregation. May the memories we gather here give us hope for the future. May the love that we share bring strength and joy to our hearts, and the peace of this community be with us until we meet again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5966.shtml
10.5: Because of those who came before by Rev. Barbara Pescan (48 words)
Because of those who came before, we are;

in spite of their failings, we believe;

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

we, too, dream.

Let us go remembering to praise,

to live in the moment,

to love mightily,

to bow to the mystery.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/183062.shtml 
10.6: Remembering our spiritual, courageous ancestors by Rev. Rhys Williams (73 words)
Remembering our spiritual, courageous ancestors who forsook oppression with security to gain freedom with opportunity, may we go forth to master ourselves by accepting duty with responsibility, by showing balance in our judgments and by having breadth of vision in our deliberations. May we be exemplars of that spirit, moving forward with conviction and commitment, with unity and without uniformity, with brotherhood and sisterhood to serve the truth that sets us free. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6034.shtml
10.7: That which is worthy of doing by Rev. Steve Crump (43 words)

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

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6037.shtml
10.8: Through our temporary lives by Rev. Carl Seaburg (49 words)
Through our temporary lives the great currents of history run. Let us keep the channels open and free so not to obstruct purposes greater than our own. Let us keep our minds set upon the high goals that here bind us into one sharing fellowship of loving hearts. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6039.shtml
10.9: More Than One Life by Rev. Lee Huebert (75 words)
Lighting a candle is somewhat like the beginning of life. If that is true, then perhaps extinguishing a candle is like the ending of life. But death may not be the end of us. We live on in the memories of friends and loved ones. The influence we possessed in life works on, moving persons or causes forward. Let us not forget that most candles have more than one life, and so, perhaps, may we.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/ceremony/more-than-one-life 
11.0: Sermons

The following involves a different approach regarding sermons for your consideration. They are ranked by the ease by which they can be used in part or whole. The synopsis gives you a brief outline of the sermon, while the excerpt represents a compelling passage from the sermon. If you use any of the following excerpts in a sermon (or meditations or readings above), please be sure to credit the author. 

11.1: Remembering by Rev. Mark Ward

Source: https://uuasheville.org/remembering-sermon/ 
Length: 1,782 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: The Rev. Mark Ward begins by stating that grief “is part of the ebb and flow of existence.” He notes that grief changes over time, recalling the poem, Letter in Autumn by Donald Hall. (See the text at https://writersalmanac.publicradio.org/index.php%3Fdate=2005%252F03%252F19.html), which he shared as part of the service. He recalls his father’s death and then shares the story Kisa Gotami and the Mustard Seed told by the Buddha that illustrates just how wide spread grief is. (For a copy of the story, see https://buddhiststories.wordpress.com/2012/11/03/kisa-gotami-and-the-mustard-seed/) 
     A third of the sermon explores the midsummer Japanese festival of Obon. It is “a time of celebration and remembrance, a moment to take a break in the flow of daily life and invite our ancestors back into our lives.” Obon offers meaningful rituals to “invite our ancestors back into our lives.”

     Ward notes, “Our culture …suffers for the lack of remembrance.”

     The sermon concludes recalling the experience of Rev. Mark Belletini as recounted in his book, Nothing Gold Can Stay, about joyful memories of his deceased mother while driving to deliver her eulogy. (See this in the excerpt below.)

Excerpt:  Mark Belletini, who I spoke of earlier, in his new book, Nothing Gold Can Stay, relates what seemed to him at the time an odd experience. His mother had died a few days before and he was in the car driving to deliver her eulogy. Listening to music as afternoon light filtered in the window, he said, he was suddenly filled with a sense of joy and thanks.

      Images of her life, images of her face raced by, he said. “I felt in my bones and tingling on the surface of my skin a deep, deep gratitude, a joyous sense of satisfaction that my life had been so blessed.”

     He felt a voice inside question him: “You are driving up to deliver the eulogy for your mother and you are spilling over with joy and thanks?” But the answer came easily: this, too, was grieving. He had shed the tears and felt the sadness: they were still there. But the joy was real, too.

     Our grief and the remembrances that come of it, Mark argues, is a gift that, he says, “blesses and illumines our mortality and our very existence in this world.” It is ultimately an affirmation that our lives and the lives of those we love, and in the end all lives – matter.

11.2: Resiliency Practices by Rev. Dr. Sandra Fees

Source: https://uuberks.org/2020/03/06/resiliency-practices/
Length: 1,721 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: While this sermon by Rev. Sandra Fees is about resilience, it is grounded in what Howard Thurman called “remembered radiance.” (See excerpt below.) Without it, we may get lost in the darkness of despair. Fees begins with the world falling apart for Joan Didion, whose husband of 40 years died of a heart attack in front of her (in response, Didion wrote The Year of Magical Thinking), of Pema Chödrön having her husband tell her that he was having an affair and wanted a divorce (which she recounts in her book, Welcoming the Unwelcome: Wholehearted Living in a Brokenhearted World), 9/11, and the 2016 election. For resources about Didion’ experience and book, see https://nymag.com/nymetro/arts/books/14633/ and https://www.nytimes.com/2005/10/09/books/review/the-year-of-magical-thinking-goodbye-to-all-that.html and https://www.readinggroupguides.com/reviews/the-year-of-magical-thinking and especially, https://medium.com/grief-book-club/a-grievers-review-of-the-year-of-magical-thinking-1beb3fd0528f#. For info about Chödrön’s book, see https://religionunplugged.com/news/2019/12/27/the-buddhist-book-you-should-read-even-if-youre-not-buddhist. From this, Fees presents a thoughtful exploration of resilience. She begins by quoting Chödrön, “As we individuals grow in our resilience—as we become better at staying conscious and not losing heart—we will be able to remain strong in challenging conditions for the long haul. This is within the capacity of all of us.”

Excerpt: The great theologian Howard Thurman says, “[Resilience] 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.”

     Resilience has to do with staying the course in the midst of pain guided by a “remembered radiance.” It has to do with remembering what was good and beautiful, and holding that memory in the heart while moving forward into the future.

     This entails being both optimistic and realistic. When people are unrealistic and think that nothing uncomfortable will ever happen, then they are setting themselves up for a downward spiral. It’s also the case that if we are so negative that we think that nothing good will ever happen, we also set ourselves up for a downward spiral.

     So, there is the need for a fundamental hope for goodness and change, and a realistic perspective of what is possible. And what isn’t.

11.3: The Color of Memory: The Promise of Hope by Rev. Lynn Strauss

Source: https://www.uucr.org/sermons/color-memory 
Length: 1,620 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively easy
Synopsis: The Rev. Bruce Bode begins the sermon with an anonymous poem with the following The Rev. Lynn Strauss begins the sermon asking, “What are your earliest memories of color?” (See excerpt) She concludes her comments about color writing, “Marcel Proust wrote that memory comes as a rope let down from heaven to draw one out of the abyss of non-being.” This ties together the theme of memory with helping, which also can lift us out of this abyss,
     After pointing, as well, to the connection between music and memory, she spends over 20% of the sermon relating a story of her grandsons who were born premature and had to spend time in neo-natal intensive care unit. She connects the caring exhibited there with memories of people helping people, noting that such caring is the hope of the world. Such memories sustain her,

      Strauss writes that, “Memory plays an important role in both ethics and religion,” and provides examples from Judaism and Christianity. She also notes that we Unitarian Universalists, “find our identity as a liberal religious people by remembering our story and then retelling it in the current context.”

     Strauss concludes with the admonition, “Remember so we can keep hope alive.”

Excerpt: What are your earliest memories of color? Is it the green grass of your childhood backyard? Or the red of your Radio Flyer wagon? Is it the color of broccoli - or some other food color you hated to see on your plate? Maybe it’s the brown and white of your old family dog.

     It may depend on the year you were born. For some of us, it might be the moment in the movie, Wizard of Oz, when it went from black and white to color. Who can forget the mesmerizing sight of that yellow brick road, or the sparkle of those ruby slippers? For some, it’s the yellow of Big Bird or the green of Kermit the Frog.

     It may depend not on when, but on where you lived as a child. You might remember the color of the ocean, or the brown of the desert, or the splash of evergreen against winter snow…perhaps it’s the Big Blue Marble seen from space, or the Goodnight Moon seen from your bedroom window.

     Take a moment and try to remember when you first noticed and were moved in some way by a color.

     …Memories are important pieces of the puzzle of figuring out who we are…and how we are to live. Memories can remind us of what we love (like crayons or clouds). And, as we remember, we create and re-create ourselves anew. Even our vision of the future is anchored in the stories and images and, perhaps, colors that we remember.

11.4: A People of Memory by Rev. Margaret A. Beckman

Source: https://uucastine.org/sermons/a-people-of-memory/ 

Length: 928 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively easy
Synopsis: Provides a thoughtful account of the importance of biological and spiritual ancestors.

Excerpt: In addition to our blood ancestry, we have a spiritual ancestry. This ancestry is much more difficult to describe or define or research. Yet, it is as important to knowing who we are and how we got here as is our blood ancestry.

     Spiritual ancestors are those figures who have shaped our own spirituality and whose influence on us has helped to form and inform us as spiritual beings. There is no 23 and Me or Ancestry.com to help us uncover our spiritual ancestors. These ancestors we know in our heart, our mind, our soul.

     Lynn Ungar, Minister for Lifespan Learning in the Church of the Larger Fellowship, writes: “Our ancestors are the people gone before us – blood relations or family of mind and spirit – who guide and instruct and inspire us. …Our ancestors write our stories, and we tell theirs. … These ancestors don’t even need to be blood or adoptive relatives. Mentors, friends, heroes, teachers, ancestors in faith—all have their part in shaping who we are, and we carry all of them forward with us.

11.5: Seeds of Memory by Rev. Bruce Bode
Source: https://www.quuf.org/pdfs/Sermons/2007-2008/SeedsofMemory.pdf 

Length: 2,082 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively easy
Synopsis: The Rev. Bruce Bode begins the sermon with an anonymous poem with the following lines “For memory will keep what it has heard / Forever etched upon the heart's own seed.” (See the excerpt below.) This sets up the premise of his sermon: the heart’s seeds of memory matter a great deal, yet we often have no idea about what seeds cling to our heart at the moment of their creation.

     He then asks and explores this question: “Do you know why you remember what you remember?” There are no easy answers to this. 

     Some memories are odd. Bode recounts the story of a granddaughter remembering the crumbs on her grandmother who, at the end of a meal used her little finger to pick-up and eat crumbs from her plate. And now the granddaughter does it as well. He notes that memories can be odd, yet powerful and important.

     Almost half of the sermon centers on Bill Moyer’s interview of poet Li-Young Lee, who reflects on his memories of his deceased father, who escaped China, was a political prisoner in Indonesia, yet managed to get the family to America. Bode asks, “Who has dropped seeds of memory into your heart or into your soul?” Lee notes that his father seemed to be two people, one was intensely angry and physically powerful, while the other one is tender. A transcript of the interview is at https://billmoyers.com/content/voices-of-memory/. The sermon concludes with Lee’s poem, The Gift, at https://billmoyers.com/story/a-poet-a-day-li-young-lee/. 

Excerpt:  What remains after the death of a loved one? What is it that is passed on from one life to another? …[This] sonnet …provides one answer.

There will be something here, some part of this

Left over past our final soft caress—

A breeze at twilight carrying a kiss, 

The fragrance of a petaled loveliness

That we have known, some little shining edge

Of ecstasy on beauty's golden dart—

And we will stand beside the jasmine hedge

Again, and love will spring from heart to heart.

For memory will keep what it has heard

Forever etched upon the heart's own seed, 

And time shall not erase one tender word

That love has written down for future need.

Oh dearest, hold this knowledge and be glad—

Not even death destroys what love has had. (Author unknown)
This simple, straight-forward poem suggests that the heart has its own seed upon which memory etches itself.

     Like etchings written upon metals of bronze, silver, or copper; so memory etches itself upon the seed of the heart, and these seeds of the heart then are preserved for future use and need, little packets of information that at the appropriate time will germinate, sprout, take root, grow, blossom, and bear fruit.

     The heart, the poem suggests, is like a storage bin, a great storehouse where seeds of memory are kept and preserved. 
     These seeds of memory in the storehouse of our heart, however, are not necessarily known to us at the time.

Sermons from Touchstones with complete text.

11.6: Becoming an Ancestor by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (599 words)
     The idea of becoming an ancestor has tugged at my consciousness more as I have gotten older. It has been directed primarily in relationship to my young adult daughters since, given their age, regardless of how long I live it will not be long enough to give them the support that I would wish. The support I have in mind is multi-dimensional: physical, material, emotional, and spiritual. In this I agree with Jonas Salk who said, “Our greatest responsibility is to be good ancestors.”

     The common notion of an ancestor is someone who is deceased from whom we are descended. The Random House dictionary offers a definition, however, that transforms the idea of an ancestor from biological fact to qualitative relationship. It defines the word ancestor as a person who serves as an influence or model for another; one from whom mental, artistic, traditional and spiritual ideas, information or values are claimed. In this definition, the title of ancestor is reserved to those who serve as a source of ongoing support in the lives they touch.

     In thinking about this, I have my great grandmother as an exemplar. She died at the age of 82 when I was nine. Her influence on my sister and me while she was alive was huge, which contrasted with her small frame. She was barely five feet tall. Most striking physically was her beautiful white hair that she kept in a bun during the day. When she let it down at night it almost reached the floor. When we had the good fortune to be able to stay at her house overnight, she would tell us amazing stories about her childhood. One of our favorites was when she was bringing in the cows from the pasture and she and the cows were being stalked by a mountain lion. Another vivid memory is of her sitting in her rocking chair. I have that rocking chair. I also have her prized dining room set, which is now ancient and much the worse for wear, but it remains a treasure. But mostly what I have of her is her presence within me, and that has been a source of strength and solace and ongoing affection.

     To become an ancestor in a meaningful way, in the way that my great-grandmother became an ancestor to me, we must ponder a question that the Rev. Joshua Pawelek posed, “How must we live so that our descendants will look to us for strength and courage to meet their challenges?” 

     The short answer is that we must live well, love much, and continually bless those around us with our presence, our attention, our care, and our concern. By living well, we offer those who come after us a path for their consideration and emulation. By loving much, we create in them a reservoir of our love that will nurture them throughout their life long after we have died. By blessing them with our presence and our attention, we will add immeasurably to their own sense of self-worth in ways that no future circumstance can diminish or harm. If our life is to become a blessing long after our brief earth years are ended, it must be a blessing while we are alive. This is how we build up the seed corn of love in the reservoir of those we love. By doing this, they will be able to plant and cultivate our love again and again. This love will nourish them and help to bless those around them.

     May we each live in such a way that we become good ancestors.
Source: Touchstones
11.7: The Rocking Chair by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (692 words)
     My great-grandmother died when I was nine years old and she was eighty-two. It was my first experience with death, the death of this woman who I so dearly loved. The best memories of my childhood are of times spent with her. My sister and I loved to go to her home. It was such an adventure. And the stories that she told from her childhood were magical. She died while asleep in her rocking chair. I have that rocking chair and it is my most treasured possession.

     When she died, I thought she was gone, gone from my sight, gone from life, gone to the grave, gone to…. Slowly, over time, I also learned how much of her remained with me. I learned, as someone said, that death ends a life, but not a relationship. Our relationship was grounded in love and it continues to be present in my memories of her over 60 years later. 

     As I learned from my great-grandmother, we are left with both our loved one's death and the legacy that endures in the memories and stories of our lives with them. We are left with the example of their life as both inspiration and caution, that we might strive to become the best that was in them while avoiding whatever was troubling or painful or hurtful. 
     For me her rocking chair has much to teach about death and grief. Richard Gilbert writes,

"There is something about an empty chair

That ...evokes memories of those we have loved and lost.

No longer will they occupy that chair,

However much their image is etched in our memory.

Chairs know the comings and goings of people, ... 
They know the passing of years;

They absorb all in well-worn wood.

There is something in us

That doesn't like an empty chair,

That wants it occupied by the ones we love and loved.

Its presence reminds us of memories that fade

But do not die.

We reach out across empty space, encircling nothing but a memory.

Our fingers caress the well-known cracks and grooves,

As familiar to us as the body that filled them.

Our eyes create the image of a former time

When loved ones brought a chair to life

And endeared it to us."

     He concludes this meditation about a chair with this observation, "...People, like chairs, are full of memories, memories that forever sustain our coming in and our going out...."

     If you came to my house to see my great-grandmother's rocking chair it would, at first glance, appear empty to you. But as I spoke to you about her, shared my memories, especially her striking white hair, held in place in a bun during the day, but that almost reached the floor when she let it down at night, told you some of the stories that she told me about her childhood, recounted the Sunday dinners at her home in which she and my grandmother argued and fretted over the chuck roast and mashed potatoes that they cooked every week, described the indestructible braided rugs that she and the other ladies at the church made out of discarded rags,.... There is no need to go on, for you would know that her chair was not empty. It is still filled to overflowing by her presence.

     If I came over to your house, you could show me a chair that I thought was empty, and then tell me about your loved one, until I came to know him or her, to see with your eyes, to remember as you remember, to weep as you now weep and to appreciate what has been lost by through death, but also to understand how much remains in that chair, a chair filled by your love and by their presence.

     In our grief let us begin to make room in our hearts for more than sorrow. Let us remember the joy that we knew because of our loved ones. As a part of us died and went them, so too, much of them remains to fill the empty chair. For love and memory and all that transcends death, let us give thanks. 

Source: Touchstones
11.8: The Heart Remembers by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (853 words)
     In religion, we seek through symbol, metaphor, and poetry a sense of what is beyond the senses, we chase with words things that are ineffable, and, therefore, always beyond words. This is why Antoine de Saint Exupéry wrote, “It is only with the heart that one sees rightly, what is essential is invisible to the eye.” What he states does not make sense, but we understand the truth of his words. Helen Keller said, “The most beautiful things in the world cannot be seen or even touched, they must be felt with the heart.” She is not referring to the heart that beats in our chest, but the heart of our humanity, that essence at the core of our being. And Friedrich Nietzsche wrote, “The ‘Kingdom of Heaven’ is a condition of the heart—not something that comes ‘upon the earth’ or ‘after death.’” Ironically, he, more than most, understood the vision that Jesus preached.

     A Korean quote reminds us, “Though memories are gone, the heart remembers.” In like manner Patience Strong wrote, “The heart remembers everything; the buried past is there. The rapture of loves first delight; the joy and the despair. The faces and the friendships and the names of long ago – Lie beneath a drift of years like leaves beneath the snow. …The music fades, the roses perish…. But the heart remembers.”

     I write these words on November 2nd. That day might not hold significance for you. It is All Souls Day, a day of remembrance that is far more appealing to me than All Saints Day on November 1st. On All Souls, I light a candle and remember loved ones who have died. Each year, the list grows longer and I am humbled beyond words.

     My great-grandmother died when I was nine and she was 82. While I still remember her, the deeper memories of her are embedded in my heart, memories that are now beyond words, but forever true to her essence. The same is true of my brother-in-law, John, who died on November 3, 2000. His last words to me were, “Love you.” “Yes, John. And I will love you forever because my heart remembers.” There are so many people lost to me through death that my heart remembers. And each of these people bless me again and again as they companion me in life—so great a cloud of witnesses. And I remember Lee Godbout who died in August 2018. I have known Lee and his wife Kathy for almost 50 years, my oldest friends.

     If I look at you only with my eyes, I see the individual, but if I begin to look with my heart as well, I slowly become aware of the significant experiences of your life, including those you have loved and lost, for they, too, are forever a part of you. And, if we begin to share stories of our lives, you and I, the ability of our heart to see each other rightly will grow exponentially.

     The work of grief is to distill a life into its essence and to welcome that essence into your heart. The poet T.S. Eliot understood this. He wrote, “Love is most nearly itself when here and now cease to matter.” 

     The trajectory of these words arose in response to a poem entitled The Exegesis by Elder Olson. He wrote, “Nothing is lost; the universe is honest, / Time, like the sea, gives all back in the end, / But only in its own way, on its own conditions: / Empires as grains of sand, forests as coal, / Mountains as pebbles. Be still, be still, I say; / You were never the water, only a wave; / Not substance, but a form substance assumed.”

     Never the water, only a wave. For a moment, I am again a senior in high school in my AP Physics class with other students as we conduct experiments using a tabletop wave pool. The wave is the kinetic energy moving through the water. Ripple after ripple. Never the water, only a wave. You see, the water is life itself, and we, like countless others—before—now—and—to come—are ripples flowing through life. 

     In that wave pool, we began with one wave source and then added a second wave source. The ripples intersected. Then three wave sources, then four, then chaos. Recall the ten thousand wave sources, we call them people, whose ripples have intersected with you. As you consider them, let me ask, “Where do you begin and end?” I suspect that the answer is much more complicated than any of us once thought. 

     But you see the people that we loved and have lost were never ripples. They were great waves that helped sweep us along through life. The universe is honest—nothing is lost. Death intrudes in aching and tragic ways, but nothing is lost. Once having lived, they forever are. Once having lived, we forever are.  

     When all that is left of you is memory, may you bring a tear to the eye and a smile to the lips of every heart that remembers.
Source: Touchstones
11.9: All My Memories of Love by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,251 words) 
     This sermon is inspired by and based upon the text of hymn #336, All My Memories of Love. It is a translation by Rev. Mark Belletini of a poem by Anna Akhmatova who, at the time of her death in 1966, was considered to be the greatest woman poet in Russian literature. She was shortlisted for the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1965, which was awarded to the Russian writer Mikhail Sholokhov. 

     Rev. Belletini was the chair of the Hymnbook Commission who developed our 1993 hymnal, Singing the Living Tradition. A translation of her poem is included at the end of these remarks, suggesting that her poem was really an inspiration for his text, rather than a direct translation. 

     Akhmatova was born Anna Andreevna Gorenko in 1889 in Odessa, Ukraine. Her father was descended from a noble Ukrainian cossack family and her mother was a descendent of Russian nobility. 

The family moved to Tsarskoye Selo just south of St. Petersburg in 1890. She started writing poetry at age 11. Her father made her adopt a nom de plume because he did not want her to shame the family name as a “decadent poetess.” She chose Akhmatova, which was the last name of her maternal great-grandmother. Akhmatova moved to Kiev after her parents separated in 1905. She studied law at Kiev University for a year before returning to St. Petersburg to study literature.
      Akhmatova married Nikolay Gumilyov in 1910 and her son, Lev, was born in 1912. She and her husband, a poet and a critic, divorced in 1918. The Bolsheviks executed him in 1921 for anti-revolutionary activities, along with 61 others.

     She was married to her second husband, Vladimir Shileiko for ten years. He died in 1930 of tuberculosis two years after their divorce. Akhmatova was then in a common-law marriage with Nikolai Punin, who she had known since at least 1913. Punin and her son, Lev, were arrested in 1935, let go, rearrested in 1938, and sentenced to the Gulag. Lev was released in 1942 and rearrested in 1949. Punin died in a Siberian labor camp in 1953, while Lev was finally released in 1956. Akhmatova had spent years trying to secure their release.

     Akhmatova’s acquaintance with repression in Russia also involved her writing. There was an unofficial ban on her poetry from 1925 until 1940. Following World War II, an official ban was decreed, which continued until 1958. Anna Akhmatova's poem, Requiem, can be difficult to fully grasp. The poem is considered a poem "cycle" or "sequence" because it is made up of a collection of shorter poems written and revised between 1935 and 1943. It was dedicated to the memory of Stalin’s victims. It was first published in Russian in Munich in 1963 without her permission. It was not published in Russia until 1987. 
     In September 1941, following the German invasion, Akhmatova was permitted to deliver an inspiring radio address to the woman of Leningrad. In the spring of 1942, she was evacuated to Tashkent in Uzbek, a Soviet Socialist Republic (1924-1991), which is now the Republic of Uzbekistan. Akhmatova did not return to Leningrad (aka St. Petersburg) until 1944 when she went to visit the estate at Tsarskoye Selo, where she had been educated as a young girl. All My Memories of Love was actually entitled, The Return. Written as a memorial lament in 1944, its three verses captured both her desolation and her grief for what had happened to Leningrad. The Siege of Leningrad (1941-1944) lasted 872 days and resulted in the death of over 1.5 million Russians, many of whom died of starvation. Akhmatova was horrified, as she said, by the desolation pretending to be the city she loved. (Also notable is Anna Akhmatova’s Return to Leningrad by poet Sabine Holzman, see https://poems.poetrysociety.org.uk/poems/anna-akhmatovas-return-to-leningrad/.)
     Belletini’s first verse of the hymn is as follows:
All my memories of love

hang upon high stars.

All the souls I’ve lost to tears

now the autumn jars.

and the air around me thickens

with their song;

sing again their nameless tunes,

sing again, and strong.

     As we remember loved ones who have died, I hope that we are filled to overflowing with memories of love, memories that do not die, but comfort. As the northern hemisphere prepares for winter with its symbolism of death, the autumn is a fitting time for remembrance. It is not by accident that the Celtic Samhain, the Mexican Día de los Muertos, and the Christian All Souls Day are observed at this time of year. 

     The verse recalls the songs of those who have died, inviting us to sing their nameless tunes. What comes to mind for me are the old Methodist hymns that my great-grandmother sang and the songs that my grandmother would sing in the car to pass the time when we were going on a trip, as well as my late brother-in-law’s love of jazz artists like Chuck Mangione. But there is more to this. Unitarian Universalist minister David Blanchard writes, “On sabbatical in East Africa, I heard a story of a people who believe we are each created with our own song. Their tradition as a community is to honor that song by singing it as welcome when a child is born, as comfort when a child is ill, in celebration when the child marries, and in affirmation and love when death comes.” Each of our loved ones has a song fashioned out of their lives. May we sing their nameless tunes, sing again, and strong.

     The second verse is as follows: 
Willows in September 

touch the water clear

set among the rushes tall 

of the flowing year.

Rising up from sunlit past 

comes the shadowed sigh

running toward me silently, 

love to fortify.

     I remember the willows from my childhood. They were huge weeping willows with branches almost touching the ground. My friends and I would grab a handful of branches and swing into the air and back down to the ground. The willows forgave us this abuse and few branches ever broke. 

     This verse recalls Psalm 137: 1-4 and the desolation of the Hebrews in captivity (made popular by the song, On the Willows There, in the musical, Godspell): “By the rivers of Babylon—there we sat down and wept when we remembered Zion. On the willows there we hung up our harps. For there our captors asked of us songs…saying. ‘Sing us one of the songs of Zion.’ How could we sing, sing the Lord’s song in a foreign land?” 
     Grief is indeed a foreign country. All our memories of love recall a sunlit past. There is a nostalgia for what once was and is now gone. That is the shadowed sigh. And yet, if we are fortified by love, then our grief is somewhat easier to bear.

     The third verse concludes:
Many are the graceful hearts

hung upon this tree.

And it seems there’s room for mine 

on these branches free;

and the sky above the tree, 

whether wet or bright,

is my ease and comforting, 

my good news and light.

The tree of life is an enduring symbol in mythology and religion. When I look at the tree of life in my own family, I look back three generations and forward three generations: graceful hearts in my memory, and graceful hearts that surround me. It seems that there is room for mine when all that is left of me is memory, as well as room for those who come after me; my good news and light.

The Return by Anna Akhmatova, 1944, translated by Stanley Kunitz with Max Hayward

The souls of all my dears have flown to the stars.

Thank God there’s no one left for me to lose–

so I am free to cry. This air is made

for the echoing of songs.

A silver willow by the shore

trails to the bright September waters.

My shadow, risen from the past,

glides silently towards me.

Though the branches here are hung with many lyres,

a place has been reserved for mine, it seems.

And now this shower, struck by sunlight,

brings me good news, my cup of consolation.

Source: Touchstones
11.10: Strong at the Broken Places by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,507 words)
     Robert Fulghum reminds us that, "The rituals must be observed. The rituals are cairns marking the path behind us and ahead of us. Without them we lose our way." This All Souls service is a ritual that we observe each year. Its purpose is to mark the path through our grief to the other side of loss, the side we call remembrance—in this we hold the hallowed memory of our loved ones in our heart.

     This service is also a time of trying to come to terms with death itself. In recalling a childhood bedtime prayer, Rev. Forrest Church wrote, "What would it mean, if I should die before I wake? This,” he continues, “is a religious question. Religion is our human response to the dual reality of being alive and having to die. We are not [only] the animal with tools or the animal with language, we are [also] the religious animal. We know that we must die, and therefore we question what life means.”
     It seems to me that death and dying is a crucible in which many of the questions of life are finally answered, but the sequence of this term, "death and dying," seems oddly reversed. To speak of "dying and death" acknowledges that our dying precedes our death. Still, "death and dying" is instructive, for the encounter with the death of others helps us prepare for our own dying. As important, it further prepares us for our own living. The death of a loved one shatters our world as we behold again just how fragile and precious life truly is. Ernest Hemingway wrote, "The world breaks everyone, and afterward many are strong at the broken places." The death of a loved one is one of the ways in which we are broken. Another is a serious illness that threatens our own life. 
     We speak too little about death and dying. We do so, I suspect, because of the anxiety that the subject arouses in us. Some would say that the anxiety with which we approach death makes its contemplation impossible. This was the point made by Freud in his essay, Our Relation to Death. He wrote, "After all, one's own death is beyond imagining, and whenever we try to imagine it, we can see that we really survive as spectators. ...At bottom, nobody believes in his own death. Or, and this is the same: In his unconscious, every one of us is convinced of his immortality." And Unitarian Universalist minister Jane Rzepka writes, "But who can understand death? In its immensity, power, and mystery, it holds us in a non-negotiable sacred grip. The mortal imagination lacks sufficient stretch even to comprehend the notion." 

     Ric Masten poignantly asks "would it be easier/ to live life in reverse/ like a video tape rewinding?" His rational is obvious: "...if i could start at the end/ putting death behind me/ at the beginning/ just think of that!" Would there be less anxiety when finally, "stripped of all identity/ toothless and bald again/ i slip back inside my mother/ to dissolve in the absolute darkness/ of never having been?"

     Ernest Becker believed that the denial of death is motivated primarily by our anxiety toward death. For him, the function of culture and religion is to help us lessen the anxiety we feel toward death which is made more intense given the fact that our intellectual and spiritual endowments, which seem to have the quality of immortality, seem inescapably caught in the web of our own mortality. Becker suggested that authentic life in the face of death requires considerable courage.  

     We deal with our anxiety toward death in different ways. One approach is to romanticize dying. Betsy Sholl wrote, "coming to the end of spring/ my grandmother kicks off her shoes/ steps out of her faltering body." I like this poem fragment. It is the way I have envisioned my own dying: graceful, accepting, effortless. That is the way my great-grandmother died at the age of eighty‑two. Sitting in her rocking chair, she just slept away. I have that rocking chair and treasure it as I treasure her memory. Still, Dylan Thomas wrote, "Do not go gentle into that good night, / Old age should burn and rave at close of day; / Rage, rage against the dying light." That's how my grandmother died at the age of ninety‑one. It was neither a good death, nor gentle death. 
     With these two women in mind, I occasionally fantasize that dying is something that I will do exceptionally well. Yet, if I am honest, the dying (and the death) that I imagine for myself will demand little of me because it will be well within my physical, intellectual, emotional, and spiritual capabilities. But imagination is seldom reality. My great-grandmother died in her sleep the way she wanted to die. My grandmother did not die the death she wanted, but she died the death she could. As Katherine Mansfield reminds us, "It is hard—it is hard to make a good death.

     Another response to death anxiety is to propose some form of immortality. Rev. Jane Rzepka writes, “Death and immortality make us wonder. We have to respond. We may be inclined toward philosophical questions, attracted by the mystical, swept away by gentle poetic forms of curiosity, or lean toward the scientific. We rail, deny, weep with despair, calmly anticipate the peace to come, or bravely face ‘facts.’”
     Psychoanalyst Robert Jay Lifton asks, "How can a person live without an overwhelming anxiety in the face of death?" He suggests that we can only do so through images or modes of symbolic immortality that provide the sense that life has continuity and significance. These are expressed for him in five modes:

Biological: The sense of living on through our children and/or friends and, by extension, through the social groups of which we are a part.

Theological: The sense of eternal life (not primarily in a literal sense) symbolized by the power of the spiritual life to transcend death.

Creative: The sense that one's work, achievements, and contributions will have enduring influence on the future.

Natural: The sense of immortality achieved by being survived by nature itself.

Experiential transcendent: The unitive experience of immortality associated with mystical states of ecstasy or rapture in which the boundary between the self and the divine disappear along with time and death.

     Our anxiety can also be reduced by our "understanding" of death. Since the ultimate nature of death is beyond verification, we must arrive at an understanding that accords with our own intellectual and spiritual sensibilities. My own "sense" of dying, and therefore death, is congruent with the following journal entry (July 25, 1995) written after a dream.

This was a dream in which I had an insight as to what the loss or transition of consciousness might be. The dream was in preparation for something, but I'm not sure what. This has been a recurrent theme where each dream sequence during the night is a struggle to refine the preparation. To get ready in the correct way. This time, however, there was a power shift in the dream that felt like an implosion in which I collapsed on myself, or my consciousness collapsed on itself. It wasn't a total collapse, rather it felt like one stage of what would be a series of stages. It was both a diminution and an intensity and I thought that this must be what it is to die.

     For me death is not so much annihilation as it is a return to the mystery from which we came. To say this does not mean that the death of a loved one is any easier to bear, or that I will not suffer when my death finally approaches. Still the greatest lesson that death and dying has to teach us is just how precious life can be. In recognition of this, consider this reading by Rev. Mark Morrison-Read, a Unitarian Universalist minister, entitled, Let Me Die Laughing.

We are all dying, our lives always moving toward completion.

We need to learn to live with death, and to understand that death is not the worst of all events.

     We need to fear not death, but life--

empty lives,

loveless lives,

lives that do not build upon the gifts that each of us have been given,

lives that are like living deaths,

lives which we never take the time to savor and appreciate,

lives in which we never pause to breathe deeply.

     What we need to fear is not death, but squandering the lives we have been miraculously given.

     So let me die laughing, savoring one of life's crazy moments. Let me die holding the hand of one I love, and recalling that I tried to love and was loved in return. Let me die remembering that life has been good, and that I did what I could. But today, just remind me that I am dying so that I can live, savor, and love with all my heart.”

Source: Touchstones
11.11: The Uses of Memory by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (2,034 words)
     He was 78 when he died in 1882. Less than a month earlier he had attended the funeral of fellow Unitarian, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, but he could not remember the poet’s name. In 1857, he first delivered an essay entitled, Memory, which began as follows. “Memory is a primary and fundamental faculty, without which none other can work; the cement, the bitumen, the matrix in which the other faculties are embedded; or it is the thread on which the beads of man are strung, making the personal identity which is necessary to moral action. Without it all life and thought were an unrelated succession. As gravity holds matter from flying off into space, so memory gives stability to knowledge; it is the cohesion which keeps things from falling into a lump, or flowing in waves.” This same essay was one of the last he delivered in 1879 with the assistance of his daughter, Ellen, before ending his public speaking career. The last ten years of his life, Ralph Waldo Emerson suffered from aphasia and senile dementia, or Alzheimer’s disease.

     Alzheimer’s is a progressive, degenerative disease that attacks the brain and results in impaired thinking, behavior, and memory. It was first described in 1906 by Aloysius “Alois” Alzheimer (June 14, 1864—December 19, 1915) a German psychiatrist and neuropathologist. German researchers recently found an important set of notes from Alzheimer’s journal of the world’s first documented case of the disease. Poignantly that patient described the disease by saying: “I have lost myself.” 
    The loss happens for both the person suffering from Alzheimer’s and his or her family and friends. A member of the church that I served in Pittsburgh, said that he found it hard to grieve the death of his mother. She suffered with Alzheimer’s for many years, and, therefore, he had lost her much earlier, but he had not been able to grieve that earlier loss either.

     Memory is at the core of what it means to be human. To lose our memory is to lose our self. Apart from your memories, who are you? It is only with memory that we exist to ourselves and to others. 

     Unitarian Universalist minister Marcel P. Duhamel writes, “Memory defies oblivion, breaks the coil of the present, establishes the continuity of the generations, and rescues human life and effort from futility.”

     I’m reminded of the poignant, romantic movie 50 First Dates released in 2004 starring Adam Sandler, who played the part of Henry Roth, a marine-life veterinarian, and Drew Barrymore, who played the part of Lucy Whitmore, an art teacher who suffered from anterograde amnesia because of a head injury sustained in a car accident. Lucy had no memory of anything from the day the accident happened until the present because she was incapable of converting short-term memories into long-term memories. She believed that each day was October 13, 2002, a fiction that her father and brother attempted to perpetuate so she would not have to learn about the car accident and its consequences. In a sense, her life had stopped because she had no new memories.

     Memory is exceedingly complex. There are three distinct types of memory: sensory memory, which is based on milliseconds of exposure, but which also degrades very quickly; short-term memory, which has a recall duration of several seconds to one minute, but which also involves limited storage capacity of about seven items, and long-term memory, by which we store most information, some throughout our life-span. Memory is also classified by the kind of information involved. Procedural memory involves motor skills like those required to ride a bike or drive a car. Declarative memory involves conscious recall and involves two sub-categories: semantic memory, which involves abstract knowledge, and episodic memory which involves personal memories and is also called autobiographical memory. Flash bulb memories are a subset of autobiographical memories, which make it possible to recall what we were doing when we learned about the assassination of John F. Kennedy, the moon landing, or 9/11. Memory involves a forgetting curve as well as the ability to suppress irrelevant memories to make it easier to remember what’s really important. Memory is involved in remembering to do things in the future (i.e., prospective memory), as well as in remembering what happened in the past (i.e., retrospective memory).

     I am amazed at the variation in the age of one’s earliest memories. Some adults remember events that happened when they were two or three years old while other’s earliest memories begin when they were ten or twelve. Of course, it is not always clear if we actually remember early events or if we were told stories about those events and remember the stories instead. And story, especially as it relates to autobiographical memory, is crucial in both remembering and sharing those memories.

     So, what are the uses of memory? Poet and author Kathleen Norris wrote of an encounter between herself and a close friend who was dying of a terminal illness. Norris had once lived in New York City before moving to live in the home once owned by her grandparents in Lemmon, South Dakota. She went back to New York City to spend a weekend with her friend. The time together was marvelous, but as the weekend was coming to an end, Norris felt that she had not done enough. Asking her friend what more could she do, 

her friend replied, “Remember me.” Remembering loved ones, those from whom we are separated by distance or death is holy work. Through memory we bestow a priceless blessing. “Remember me.” 

     We adopted our daughter LinsiAn in February 1999 in China when she was just 25 months old. My biggest concern was how she would handle all of the changes that were going to happen to her. The first photograph that we took of her in China poignantly captured her vulnerability and that picture will be forever engraved in my memory. A year later, LinisAn and I were in her bedroom. In addition to her crib and dresser, there was also my great grandmother’s rocking chair where LinsiAn sat in my lap each night as I read her stories, just as my great grandmother told me stories when I was young. LinsiAn then began a fascinating litany by saying, “See that rug, I had that rug in China.” “See that picture. I had that picture in China.” “See that toy. I had that toy in China.” And on she went. Now none of this was literally true, but all of it was symbolically essential. In that moment, I understood that, through these created memories, 

she was weaving together the narrative of her life in a seamless whole. Her life in China and her life with us had become one.

     Our daughter, MerriLyn, who we also adopted from China at the age of seven struggled learning English because of several learning disabilities, yet, soon after she arrived, she began memorizing my wife’s and my cell phone numbers. And then, if she has access to a phone, I would get a call and MerriLyn would say, “Baba, you come home?” which she said both as a question and a wish. 

     What is the use of memory: to remember loved ones, to weave together the narrative of our life into a seamless whole, and to find ways to reach out to one another as we create shared lives. But there is more.

     One of the uses of memory is to forget, for some things are not worth remembering and other things, if held on to, will imprison us in the past. While there is wisdom, at times, in forgiving, but not forgetting, there are times when we are well advised to forgive and forget. It may be that we are forgiving and forgetting something done by someone else, but we may just as well be forgiving and forgetting something that we have done. 

     Forgetting can serve us well as we let go of grudges or toxic emotions or memories that will keep us stuck in the past. Often it is a choice as simple as being right or being free, and freedom seems the surer path to happiness. 

     Another use of memory involves shared memory, which is most powerfully conveyed by story. Scott Russell Sanders reminds us that “stories teach us how to be human,” and I would add that stories allow us to rehearse our humanity in the context of family and community. Stories are often shared as families gather, having traveled long distances, to be together for a holiday. They gather around a table to share a meal, but they also gather to share stories of memories past. As those shared memories are recounted, it will be clear that any one of us as a storyteller has only a part of the story, since our memories of any specific event will vary. And so, we are wise to take turns telling the story, allowing it become richer through the convergence of shared memory. 

     Unitarian Universalist minister David Blanchard writes, “The role of memory in all this takes the tangible shape of traditions. Memories become embedded in rituals we feel we must repeat. It is how we, as a species, bond; how we shape connections that transcend time. Spoken or silent, our memories bind us in ways beyond understanding, beyond intention, beyond undoing. Memory offers us a shelter and a continuity of identity which we couldn’t imagine being without. It’s why some of the best conversations this holiday 

will begin with the words, ‘Do you remember when?’”

     If we want to assess the quality of our lives, we can take an inventory of our memories, for they tell the story of how we have lived, of how well we have lived. 

     In terms of memories, Edward Hayes tells the poignant story of Tom and Mary in The Tin Box, which was included in A World of Stories for Preachers and Teachers: And All Who Love Stories That Move and Challenge edited by William J Bausch.

    The story begins with the farm auction after they had sold the farm to a European businessman because they could no longer make a living from farming. They are auctioning off all of their possessions following the sale of their farm, which had been in their family for two generations. 

     As the auction begins, the auctioneer picks up a small tin box and begins to auction it, but he is stopped by Tom who tells him that it is the only thing that is not for sale. By late afternoon the auction was concluded. All that was left in the house was the kitchen table and three chairs, and the large, old bed upstairs. One of their sons was going to pick these up tomorrow.

     Sitting at the table, Tom picked up the little tin box and held it carefully in his hands. Mary opened a suitcase and took from it a tin box that was almost identical to Tom’s. They each opened their tin box and slowly, one after another, took out memories and shared them with each other. One memory would lead to another and another. 

     These two, small tin boxes made Tom and Mary the richest people in the entire county. Years ago, Tom’s grandfather had told them both, “The purpose of any possession is to make memories! The only purpose of money—only purpose—is to make memories. Things and possessions only rust and age, but memories grow in value with time.” 

     When they were finished sharing, Tom put his memories back in the tin box, rearranging some so that they would all fit. He closed the lid. Then Tom smiled as he opened his little tin box once more and gently placed inside it the memory of this beautiful night.

     Antoine de Saint-Exupéry wrote, “Let us build memories in our children, / lest they drag out joyless lives, / lest they allow treasures to be lost because / they have not been given the keys. / We live, not by things, but by the meanings / of things.” And the meaning of things will often be found in our memories. May the tin box of your memories be full to overflowing.
Source: Touchstones
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Remembrance of things past is not necessarily the remembrance of things as they were.”   Marcel Proust

“It’s said, after all, that people reach middle age the day they realize they’re never going to read Remembrance of Things Past.”   Alison Bechdel

“Memories warm you up from the inside. But they also tear you apart.”   Haruki Murakami

“One lives in the hope of becoming a memory.”   Antonio Porchia

“We all have our time machines, don’t we. Those that take us back are memories...And those that carry us forward, are dreams.”   H.G. Wells

“Without memory, there is no culture. Without memory, there would be no civilization, no society, no future.”   Elie Wiesel

“What you remember saves you.”   W. S. Merwin

“It happens to everyone as they grow up. You find out who you are and what you want, and then you realize that people you’ve known forever don’t see things the way you do. So, you keep the wonderful memories, but find yourself moving on.”   Nicholas Sparks

“I have to live if I want to be remembered.”   Suzanne Young
“It is easy to love people in memory; the hard thing is to love them when they are there in front of you.”   John Updike

“You remember only what you want to remember. You know only what your heart allows you to know.”   Amy Tan

“Lost love is still love. It takes a different form, that’s all. You can’t see their smile or bring them food or tousle their hair or move them around a dance floor. But when those senses weaken another heightens. Memory. Memory becomes your partner. You nurture it. You hold it. You dance with it.”   Mitch Albom

“Remembrance restores possibility to the past, making what happened incomplete and completing what never was. Remembrance is neither what happened nor what did not happen but, rather, …their becoming possible once again.”   Giorgio Agamben

“Do not let the memories of your past limit the potential of your future.”   Roy T. Bennett

“In our endeavors to recall to memory something long forgotten, we often find ourselves upon the very verge of remembrance, without being able, in the end, to remember.”   Edgar Allan Poe

“I am made of memories.”   Madeline Miller

“Recovery unfolds in three stages. The central task of the first stage is the establishment of safety. The central task of the second stage is remembrance and mourning. The central focus of the third stage is reconnection with ordinary life.”   Judith Lewis Herman

“Every act of perception, is to some degree an act of creation, and every act of memory is to some degree an act of imagination.”   Oliver Sacks

“There is no death in remembrance. …Remember me, and a part of me will always be with you.”   Kathleen Kent

“To live in hearts we leave behind is not to die.”   Thomas Campbell

“Human beings do terrible things to each other and the tragic thing about it all is the way the remembrance of past hurt can rob us of our future and become the narrative of our lives.”   Richard Holloway

“God gave us memory so that we might have roses in December.”   J.M. Barrie

“From passion comes confusion of mind, then loss of remembrance, then forgetting of duty.”   Bhagavad Gita

“I’ve given my life to the principle and the ideal of memory, and remembrance.”   Elie Wiesel

“Remembrance of things past, I do that all the time.”   Bob Dylan
“Your memory is a monster; you forget—it doesn’t. It simply files things away. It keeps things for you, or hides things from you—and summons them to your recall with will of its own. You think you have a memory; but it has you!”   John Irving

“Remembrance of the past may give rise to dangerous insights, and the established society seems to be apprehensive of the subversive contents of memory.”   Herbert Marcuse

“Memory is a snare, pure and simple; it alters, it subtly rearranges the past to fit the present.”   Mario Vargas Llosa

“Richness, in the final measure, is not weighed in gold coins, but in the number of people you have touched, the tears of those who mourn your passing, and the fond remembrances of those who continue to celebrate your life.”   R.A. Salvatore

“Memories were fine but you couldn’t touch them, smell them, or hold them. They were never exactly as the moment was, and they faded with time.”   Cecelia Ahern

“…You remember the last time you remembered the event, and without realizing it, change the story at every subsequent remembrance.”   Nassim Nicholas Taleb
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