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Lifespan RE Resources for Awe




Introduction
The content of this packet is shaped by the theme of Awe. It is grounded in our 1st and 6th source, and our 7th principle:

· 1st source: Direct experience of that transcending mystery and wonder, affirmed in all cultures, which moves us to a renewal of the spirit and an openness to the forces which create and uphold life / The sense of wonder we all share.
· 6th source: Spiritual teachings of earth-centered traditions which celebrate the sacred circle of life and instruct us to live in harmony with the rhythms of nature / The harmony of nature and the sacred circle of life.
· 7th principle: Respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part. / We believe in caring for our planet Earth, the home we share with all living things.

Awe is an essential emotion. It opens us to the depth, breadth, and height of life, which reveals the vastness of reality, seen and unseen. Awe is considered a self-transcendent emotion along with compassion and gratitude, which means that it has the capacity to take us beyond the self. 

When our direct experience results in awe, it can evoke fear, up to and including dread, or, by contrast, profound appreciation. Of course, we must be open to the experience or awe may not be felt, either intensely or at all. 

Psychologists Dacher Keltner and Jonathan Haidt (2003) proposed five categories of awe: threat, beauty, ability, virtue, and the supernatural. Feeling awe related to beauty, ability, and virtue align with Christopher Peterson and Martin E.P. Seligman’s work. While they use the word appreciation, it refers to awe, wonder, and elevation. They focus on “(a) physical beauty (primarily the beauty of the visual environment, but also auditory beauty such as music); (b) skill or talent (displays of virtuosity and superhuman ability by other people); and virtue or moral goodness (displays of kindness, compassion, forgiveness….).

In his book, Awakening to Awe, Kirk Schneider proposes seven conditions through which we can experience awe” 
· The lens of transience — attunement to the passing nature and therefore preciousness of living
· The lens of unknowing — recognition of life's mystery and potential for change, adventure
· The lens of surprise — openness to life's spontaneity and manysidedness
· The lens of vastness — recognition of life's grandeur and possibility
· The lens of intricacy — attunement to the subtleties of the mental and physical world
· The lens of sentiment — appreciation of life's poignant emotions; deepening of the capacity to be moved
· The lens of solitude — acknowledgment of the restorative nature of aloneness; befriending one's capacity to be

For Schneider, we can be more attuned to experiencing awe if we cultivate the capacity to savor the moment; focus on what we love; appreciate the balance between fragility and resiliency; spend contemplative time alone; give ourselves over — discerningly — to the “ultimately unknowable;” open to the mystery of life and being; and just by slowing down.

Since so much is novel and mysterious to children, they likely experience awe in many places, but being in nature may elicit their most awesome experiences. It has been noted that people have positive aesthetic, emotional, and physiological responses to nature. While we often look to Thoreau for perspectives on nature, Emerson is also a worthwhile source given his essays on both Nature (1844) and Beauty (1860). He wrote, “I declare this world is so beautiful that I can hardly believe it exists.” For a thoughtful article, see Beauty in Nature by Michael Popejoy at https://green.harvard.edu/news/beauty-nature0 

Awe can be elicited by nature, science, forgiveness, acts of kindness, compassion, beauty, and more. Our task is to nurture awe in children so that they may experience it in abundance throughout their lives. In his biography, Einstein: His Life and Universe, Walter Isaacson writes, 
“Throughout his life, Albert Einstein would retain the intuition and the awe of a child. He never lost his sense of wonder at the magic of nature's phenomena—magnetic fields, gravity, inertia, acceleration, light beams—which grown-ups find so commonplace. He retained the ability to hold two thoughts in his mind simultaneously, to be puzzled when they conflicted, and to marvel when he could smell an underlying unity. ‘People like you and me never grow old,’ he wrote a friend later in life. ‘We never cease to stand like curious children before the great mystery into which we were born.’” 

Challenge Success, a non-profit organization affiliated with the Stanford University Graduate School of Education advocates PDF (playtime, downtime and family time) for healthy development. This appears obvious for children, but they also stress its importance for teens: see https://challengesuccess.org/wp-content/uploads/2018/10/CS_Flyer_Teens_042018_5.pdf Dacher Keltner agrees, writing, “How do you find awe? You allow unstructured time. How do you find awe? You wander. You drift through. You take a walk with no aim. How do you find awe? You slow things down. You allow for mystery and open questions rather than test-driven answers. You allow people to engage in the humanities of dance and visual art and music.”

Suggestions about how to elicit awe abound. Consider the following.

· Take a walk in nature to elicit awe: See information below about such walks.
· Watch a mind-astonishing video: 
· The web site, The Kid Should See This, smart videos for curious minds of all ages, has engaging videos in a wide-range of categories including tech, science, space, animals, nature, food, DIY, music, history, art, and animation. See https://thekidshouldseethis.com/. 
· Another source is drone videos.
· One source of these is AirVūz at https://www.airvuz.com/. 
· Other collections include LostIn Travel at https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCCBEoJQ2XjNAHYz7ivDZwqA
· a YouTube Mix of best drone videos at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AoPiLg8DZ3A&list=RDQMzfMG8T5YuUk&start_radio=1, and 
· the Epic Drones YouTube channel at https://www.youtube.com/c/DroneVideos/videos. 
· In terms of nature, consider browsing at https://www.youtube.com/results?search_query=best+nature+drone+videos. These are just a few of the drone videos that are curated. 
· Beyond drones, time-lapse nature photography can also be awe-inspiring see Green Timelapse at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cNr_cttSf4U or Boxlapse at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UzggoZ3qHVE, among many others.
· Read an awe-inspiring story: Consider beginning with the children’s books listed at 3.0.
· Share memories that elicited awe. These can be meaningful dinner-time conversations.
· Explore visual art, including the genre of immersive art. While witnessing nature directly can be astonishing, similar reactions can be elicited through immersive art. 
· See the list of immersive videos of Van Gogh’s painting, Starry Night at https://www.youtube.com/results?search_query=immersive+art+videos+van+gogh+starry+starry+night.
· Consider the article, Awe: How Nature and Art Both Elicit a Sense of “the Sublime,” by Christopher Bergland at https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/blog/the-athletes-way/202103/awe-how-nature-and-art-both-elicit-sense-the-sublime. 
· The research included responses to immersive videos of Starry Night like https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=G7Dt9ziemYA&t=6s. 
· Listen to stirring music, especially when combined with either stills or video footage. 
· As examples, see 7:17 to 7:21 below.
· Or watch inspiring pop music videos. As an example, see https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-oWeX1CBTV4 
· Making music or art, especially large murals or large chalk street drawings. Or watch videos about street, mural, or other artists.
· (see https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UyPwQzLOhUU) or 
· amazing examples of street art (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1P47i09QC-Q) 
· or spectacular art installations (see https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BZNqOSP5w9Y) 
· or ones that can bring out the inner child like https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lXYvoViU4TE. 
· Another source of awe for children can be DIY home science experiments like the following: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=K0PJ4LiWl8w 
· This issue of the Doing Good Together Newsletter also has good ideas https://www.doinggoodtogether.org/dgt-newsletter/cultivating-wonder-and-awe-in-our-children#. These newsletters are good resources for working with children.

In her book, The Sense of Wonder (1956), Rachel Carson shared personal, stirring accounts of her explorations with Roger Christie, her nephew, beginning when he was 20 months old, when he visited at her summer cottage on the coast in Southport, Maine. They explored the rocky coast and tide pools, as well forests and open fields. Their shared observations of wildlife, strange plants, moonlight, and weather, as well as the symphony of insects in the underbrush inspired awe. She intended to expand the book, but died before she could. In it, Carson famously wrote:

“What is the value of preserving and strengthening this sense of awe and wonder, this recognition of something beyond the boundaries of human existence? Is the exploration of the natural world just a pleasant way to pass the golden hours of childhood or is there something deeper? I am sure there is something much deeper, something lasting and significant. Those who dwell …among the beauties and mysteries of the earth are never alone or weary of life. Whatever the vexation or concerns of their personal lives, their thoughts can find paths that lead to inner contentment and to renewed excitement in living. Those who contemplate the beauty of the earth find reserves of strength that will endure as long as life lasts…”

While nature regularly elicits awe, as Carson knew, many children and adults today have a nature deficit. This does not serve people well. Following are some resources centered on meditation in nature known variously as sit spotting, walking meditation, forest bathing (e.g., shinrin yoku in Japan where it originated in the 1980s), or awe walks.

Sit Spotting: Nature Meditation with Kids by Brandi Rondinell
     “We’ve all heard of meditation but have you heard of sit spotting? Both are similar in that they involve sitting still and concentrating without any outward activity. However, sit spotting involves the natural world around you and it becomes incorporated into your mindful meditation.
     “The idea of sit spotting is simple: find a special place in nature and then become comfortable with just being there, still and quiet. In this place, nature will surround you, soothe you, entertain you and seep into you.”
Link: https://runwildmychild.com/sit-spotting-nature-meditation/
Forest Bathing with Children: Listening to the Trees and Bowing to the Flowers
How to forest bathe with your kids. Find your spot You’re going to ask your child to slow down in order to take in nature.
Link: https://childhoodbynature.com/forest-bathing-listening-to-the-trees-and-bowing-to-the-flowers/
Forest Bathing with Kids
Explains how to engage the senses while forest bathing.
Link: https://www.kidsinparks.com/forest-bathing
A Nature Meditation: A Guided Practice of Being Mindful in Nature by Mark Coleman & Sara Overton
The text is a guided meditation focused on nature.
Link: https://www.childrenandnature.org/2016/06/29/nature-meditation/
Walking Meditation for Kids by Jennifer Cohen Harper
This simple walking meditation for kids makes learning to pay attention to sensations arising in the body a fun, playful process.
Link: https://www.eomega.org/article/walking-meditation-for-kids
Mini-Walking Meditation by Kerry MacLean
Excellent resource for walking meditation for children.
Link: https://www.mindfulnesshealth-psychotherapy.com/userfiles/1475904/file/Walking%20Meditation%20booklet_%20with%20RAIN%20and%20Mini%20Walking%20and%20Cartoon.pdf 

Following are several videos for your reference.

Mindfulness Month: Day 29: A Walking Meditation (2:51)
“Join us for a mindful meditation walk! Using our senses, we will explore our surroundings. Take three steps wherever you are, then pause. What do you see? Take three more steps. What do you hear? Three more steps. What do you smell? And three more steps. What do you feel? Repeat this series if you like, and the best thing is, you can do this walking meditation wherever you are! Inside, outside, country, city...all that’s required is you and your mindful attention!”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kKjVZRKALZo
Walking Meditation for Kids (3:35)
“Join Little Flower Yoga founder Jennifer Cohen Harper for a 3-minute walking meditation practice for children.”
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/276093809
Mindful Walking | Cosmic Kids Zen Den by Cosmic Kids Yoga (6:34)
“Mindful walking is a way of noticing what’s going on around you while you take a walk. Instead of racing to where you’re going, you take your time and really notice what you see, hear and feel.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0P3Deuv8tbc&feature=emb_imp_woyt 



Resources for Children
1.0: Pins
2.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
2.1: What Bees Do at Home (674 words)
2.2: Lizard's Song (457 words)
2.3: Henry David Thoreau and the Cottage by Tracey Hurd (943 words)
2.4: The Prince and the Rhinoceros (637 words)
2.5: A Journey of Forgiveness, Joseph and His Brothers by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,539 words)
2.6: The Great Kapok Tree, A Tale of the Amazon Rain Forest (916 words)
2.7: Brave Enough by Noreen Kimball (430 words)
2.8: The Grumpy Gecko (994 words)
2.9: Swimming Home by Janeen Grohsmeyer (919 words)
2.10: Amrita’s Tree (1,137 words)
2.11: Why the Sky Is Far Away by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (1,008 words)
2.12: Habitat at Home by Julie Simon (628 words) 
2.13: A Caterpillar Grows Up (1,197 words)
2.14: And It Is Good by Janeen Grohsmeyer (875 words)
2.15: Noah's Wife, The Story of Naamah (1,096 words)
2.16: The Most Beautiful Bower in the World by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,095 words)
2.17: The Way of the Otter by Julie Simon (565 words)
2.18: The Noble Ibex: A Jataka Tale by Sarah Conover (1,046 words)
2.19: Treasure Stones by Janeen Grohsmeyer (825 words)
2.20: Green Like the Wind by Julie Simon (653 words)
2.21: Enough Stuff by Julie Simon (738 words)
2.22: Growing Green by Janeen Grohsmeyer (909 words)
2.23: Mussa and Nagib (465 words)
2.24: The Messiah Is Among You (995 words)
2.25: The Good Samaritan (576 words)
2.26: Parachuting Cats to the Rescue, a true story (509 words)
2.27: The Perfect Peace Harvest by Anika Stafford (1,067 words)
2.28: A Tour Of The Heavens: Clyde Tombaugh Discovers Pluto (652 words)
2.29: Honoring Life: A Story of Beatrix Potter (677 words)
2.30: The Change the World Kids (857 words)
2.31: The Everything Seed by Carole Martignacco (563 words)
2.32: We Got Here Together (247 words)
2.33: The Scratched Diamond (495 words)
2.34: For the Love of Stars by Gail Forsyth-Vail (563 words)
2.35: The Rebirth of the Sun (697 words)
2.36: Hannah Dedicates Samuel to the Lord (340 words)
2.37: The Stargazer Who Discovered A Comet (801 words)
2.38: Creation (874 words)
2.39: Charles Darwin by Gail Forsyth-Vail (651 words)
2.40: Teaching A Thief (586 words)
2.41: The Water Bearer’s Garden by Betsy Hill Williams (482 words)
2.42: Crossing the Finish Line Together (214 words)
2.43: The Mish-Mash Heart (438 words)
2.44: Crossing the Finish Line Together (214 words)
2.45: Craig Keilburger and Free the Children (595 words)
2.46: The Christmas Truce by Gail Forsyth-Vail (688 words)
2.47: Putting Dreams into Action (586 words)
2.48: Henry David Thoreau and the Still, Small Voice (520 words)
2.49: One Square Inch (576 words)
2.50: Rachel Carson Shapes Tomorrow by Greta Anderson (878 words)
2.51: A Garden Is Born Evolution (422 words)
2.52: Henry Bergh (702 words)
2.53: Why? A Playlet with Four Scenelets (913 words)
2.54: Pandora’s Box (507 words)
      Youth
2.55: On the Trail with No More Deaths (619 words)
2.56: A Circle of Forgiveness by Rev. Dr. Emily Brault (741 words)
2.57: Moses and the Ten Commandments, Exodus, Chapter 19, Verses 16-25 (593 words)
2.58: The Life of Jesus of Nazareth (947 words)
2.59: The Goddess and the God (738 words)
2.60: Righteous Among the Nations (560 words)
2.61: The March at Selma (773 words)
2.62: The Pride Rainbow Project by Christine Michell (664 words)
2.63: Spirit of Life (471 words)
2.64: The Woodcarver by Thomas Merton (250 words)
2.65: Lotta Hitschmanova, Mother of a Thousand by Janeen Grohsmeyer (540 words)
      Multigenerational
2.66: Maui and Pele Create Hawai’I (473 words) 
2.67: Grandmother Spider Brings the Light (374 words)
2.68: The Big Bang Theory (246 words)
2.69: May Sarton (502 words)
2.70: The Snake Husband (1,290 words)
2.71: Joseph Priestley (466 words)
2.72: How Brigit Got Lands for the Poor by Erica Helm Meade (634 words)
2.73: Loaves and Fishes (259 words)
2.74: A Lamp in Every Corner by Janeen K. Grohsmeyer (1,215 words)
2.75: Luís and Mika (1,072 words)
2.76: Things We Still Can’t Explain (968 words)
2.77: The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones (638 words)
2.78: You’re Saved by Something Green by Charlene Brotman (400 words)
2.79: Trout Are Made of Trees (181 words)
2.80: Trees for Kenya (543 words)
2.81: Mabouya, Chief of the Well, adapted from a Haitian tale (545 words)
2.82: Manna in the Wilderness (798 words)
2.83: David and Goliath (1,374 words)
2.84: The Binding of Isaac (375 words)
2.85: Hide-and-Seek with God by Mary Ann Moore (133 words)
3.0: Children’s Books
3.1: On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein by Jennifer Berne, author and Vladimir Radunsky, illustrator (2013)
3.2: You are Stardust by Elin Kelsey, author and Soyeon Kim, illustrator (2012)
3.3: Everywhere, Wonder by Matthew Swanson, author & Robbi Behr, illustrator (2017)
3.4: I Wonder by Annaka Harris, author &John Rowe, illustrator (2013)
3.5: The Stuff of Stars by Marion Dane Bauer, author & Ekua Holmes, illustrator (2018)
3.6: Because by Mo Willems (Author) and Amber Ren (Illustrator) (2019)
3.7: Today by Julie Morstad (2016)
3.8: The Hugging Tree: A Story About Resilience by Jill Neimark (Author) and Nicole Wong (Illustrator) (2015)
3.9: The Most Magnificent Thing by Ashley Spires (2013) 
3.10: Maybe: A Story About the Endless Potential in All of Us by Kobi Yamada, author and Gabriella Barouch, illustrator (2019)
3.11: The Invisible Web: A Story Celebrating Love and Universal Connection by Patrice Karst, author and Joanne Lew-Vriethoff, illustrator (2020)
3.12: The Street Beneath My Feet by Charlotte Guillain (Author) and Yuval Zommer (Illustrator) (2017)
3.13: The Skies Above My Eyes by Charlotte Guillain (Author) and Yuval Zommer (Illustrator) (2018)
3.14: The Vast Wonder of the World: Biologist Ernest Everett Just by Mélina Mangal, author and Luisa Uribe, illustrator (2018)
3.15: Small Wonders: Jean-Henri Fabre and His World of Insects by Matthew Clark Smith, author and Giuliano Ferri, illustrator (2015)
3.16: If...by Sarah Perry (1995)
3.17: Lily Brown's Paintings by Angela Johnson, author & E.B. Lewis illustrator (2007)
3.18: On the Day You Were Born by Debra Frasier (1993)
3.19: On the Night You Were Born by Nancy Tillman (2006)
3.20: Ladder to the Moon by Maya Soetoro-Ng (Author) and Yuyi Morales (Illustrator) (2011)
4.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
4.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
4.1.1: Session 7: The Beauty of Nature
4.1.2: Session 17: Wondering About Stars
4.1.3: Session 18: Wondering About the Moon
4.1.4: Session 19: The Wonder of Weather
4.1.5: Session 20: Rainbows
4.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
4.2.2: Session 4: Animal Homes
4.2.3: Session 5: Home in Nature
4.3: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
4.3.1: Session 3: The Gift Of Forgiveness
4.4: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
4.4.1: Session 4: Forgiveness
4.4.2: Session 14: Love Surrounds Us in Nature
4.4.3: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
4.5: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
4.6: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
4.6.1: Session 5: Forgiveness
4.6.2: Session 7: Seeing Others with Awe
4.6.3: Session 8: Do unto Others
4.6.4: Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
4.7: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
4.7.1: Session 7: Create Magic, Change the World
4.7.2: Session 9: Ask Questions
4.7.4: Session 15: Protect the Earth
4.8: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
4.8.1: Session 1: Love Is Like a Seed
4.8.2: Session 2: Awesome Love
4.8.3: Session 5: We Are Loved, Flaws and All
4.8.4: Session 9: Love of Learning
4.8.5: Session 11: Love and Gratitude
4.9: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
4.9.1: Session 5: We Revere Life
4.10: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
4.10.1: Session 2: Questioning (Magnifying Glass)
4.10.2: Session 9: Spirit Of Life (Canteen)
4.11: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
4.11.1: Session 1: Looking In/looking Out
4.11.2: Session 4: Building A Community Of Forgiveness
4.11.3: Session 5: The Blessing of Imperfection
4.12: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
4.12.1: Session 3: Love is the Spirit of this Church
4.12.2: Session 4: Love Your Neighbor as Yourself
4.12.3: Session 7: One Person Makes a Difference
4.12.4: Session 9: Kindness is the Key
4.13: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
4.13.1: Session 3: The Power of Growth
4.13.2: Session 5: The Power of Stillness
4.13.3: Session 7: The Power of Silence
4.14: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
4.14.1: Session 3: Looking Toward Tomorrow
4.14.2: Session 5: Out of Nothing
4.14.3: Session 11: Touching All
4.14.4: Session 14: Life as Mystery
4.15: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
4.15.1: Session 2: Curious Faith
4.16: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justice-making for Junior High School Youth
4.16.1: Workshop 4: The Call for Empathy
4.16.2: Workshop 11: The Call for Forgiveness
4.17: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
4.17.1: Workshop 6: Judaism 2: People of the Law
4.17.2: Workshop 11: Christianity 1
4.17.3: Workshop 21: Neo-Paganism: The Sacredness of Creation
4.18: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
4.18.1: Workshop 1: Come Into the Circle
4.18.2: Workshop 2: Trees: Providers of Life
4.18.3: Workshop 3: Trees: Connected to All Life
4.18.4: Workshop 4: Trees: Sanctuary for the Spirit
4.18.5: Workshop 5: Trees: From Peril to Progress
4.18.6: Workshop 8: Come Be With Trees
4.19: Miracles, Wide Age Span
4.20: Gather the Spirit: A Multigenerational Program about Stewardship
4.20.1: Workshop 5: Chorus of Life Resounding as One
4.21: Wisdom from the Hebrew Scriptures: A Multigenerational Program
4.21.1: Workshop 1: David and Goliath
4.21.2: Workshop 3: Manna in the Wilderness
4.21.3: Workshop 6: The Binding of Isaac
Resources for Youth
5.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
5.1: A Chorus of Faiths: A Program That Builds Interfaith Youth Leaders
5.1.1: Workshop 2: We Need Not Think Alike to Love Alike
5.1.2: Workshop 3: The Beloved Community
5.2: Exploring Our Values Through Poetry: A Program for High School Youth
5.2.1: Workshop 2: Surprised By Beauty
5.2.2: Workshop 3: Keenly Observing Nature
5.3: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
5.3.1: Workshop 4: A Theology of Love
5.3.2: Workshop 6: Nurturing the Spirit
5.3.3: Workshop 12: Wholeness
5.4: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
5.4.1: Workshop 5: Fairness
5.4.2: Workshop 11: Forgiveness
6.0: Readings
6.1: A Private History of Awe
6.2: Fishing Before You Know How To Fish by Courtney Martin (197 words)
6.3: Three States of Water by Natureza Gabriel Kram (256 words)
6.4: Sweeping My Heart by Zenju Earthlyn Manuel (272 words)
6.5: A Garden Teaches Us to Travel in Place by James Carse (196 words)
6.6: Reuniting with Awe by Courtney E. Martin (250 words)
6.7: On the Brink of Everything by Parker J. Palmer (264 words)
6.8: The Music of Awe by Nick Cave (265 words)
6.9: Soft Fascination by Maria Popova (313 words)
6.10: Washing the Whole of Humanity with Wonder by Maria Popova (254 words)
6.11: Our Eleventh Emotion by Paul Pearsall (265 words)
6.12: Educating for Awe by Matthew Fox (263 words)
6.13: Surprise by Leeann Renninger and Tania Luna (269 words)
6.14: Secular Awe by Katherine Ozment (258 words)
6.15: What to Do with Wonder, Awe, and Fear by Abraham Joshua Heschel (252 words)
6.16: Train Your Heart to Open to Awe by Alan Morinis (211 words)
6.17: How to Live an Awesome Life by Polly Campbell (247 words)
6.18: Refrigerator Joy by Allen Klein (229 words)
6.19: Heschel’s Awe by Alan Morinis (280 words)
6.19: More Like a Forest by Scott Russell Sanders (260 words)
7.0: Popular Music
7.1: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)
7.2: Awakening by Amanda Lindsey Cook (7:54)
7.3: Here Comes the Sun by The Beatles (3:11)
7.4: Mr. Blue Sky by Electric Light Orchestra (5:10)
7.6: Imagine (John Lennon) by Playing For Change (4:05)
7.7: Awake by Peter Mayer (3:59)
7.8: Saturn by Sleeping at Last (4:49)
7.9: Saturn by Gustav Holst (9:38)
7.10: Mornin’ by Al Jarreau (4:32)
7.11: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:21)
7.12: Wonder by Natalie Merchant with lyrics (4:15)
7.13: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:04)
7.14: The Universe by Gregory Alan Isakov (4:25)
7.15: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Israel “IZ” Kamakawiwoʻole (3:46)
7.16: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Judy Garland (2:42)
7.17: Time by Hans Zimmer (4:44)
7.18: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:42)
7.19: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:29)
7.20: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:39)
7.21: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:48)
7.22: Playing for Change by Sara Bareilles, featuring Chris Pierce & PFC Band (4:58)
7.23: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)
7.24: Helpless by Neil Young (3:35)
7.25: Sunshine On My Shoulder by John Denver with lyrics (5:12)
7.26: Human by Tank and the Bangas (5:42)
7.27: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (3:57)
7.28: Daybreak by Barry Manilow (3:04)
7.29: We Know the Way from the movie Moana (2:18)
7.30: We Know the Way by Te Vaka Live with Orchestra Wellington (5:30)
7.31: Wonder by Honeywater (4:55)
7.32: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:02)
7.33: Praying by Kesha (Official Video) (4:59)
7.34: O Sun by Peter Mayer (3:20)
7.35: Interlude (God Push Me) by Tank and the Bangas (1:44)
7.36: World of Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:23) 
7.37: Camping By the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:34) 
7.38: Stars by Namoli Brennet (4:43)
7.39: What a Wonderful World (Louis Armstrong) by Playing For Change (3:40)
7.40: The String by Peter Mayer (4:37)
8.0: Videos
8.1: Let's talk about Awe by Michelle Shiota (4:39)
8.2: Awe by Jason Silva (2:48)
8.3: What Happens When We Experience ‘Awe’? by Julia Wilde, D News (3:21)
8.4: How Awe Changes You by Hank Green, SciShow Psych (5:49)
8.5: Awe and Wonder by AAAS Dialogue on Science, Ethics, and Religion (3:47)
8.6: Wonder, Awe and Resilience by Louie Schwartzberg, Sun Valley Institute (24:39)
8.7: Forests, a film by Louie Schwartzberg (5:06)
8.8: Awe by Edith Jorisch (1:01)
      Ted Talks
8.9: How we experience awe -- and why it matters by Beau Lotto (14:48)
8.10: Wonder and Awe by Louie Schwartzberg (15:12)
8.11: Making Spaces of Awe and Restoration by Florence Williams (11:29)
8.12: Expanding your Mind with Awe by Jason Silva (6:02)
8.13: The Magic of Awe and Wonder by Cory Heimann (15:42)
8.14: Exploring Wildlife-Inspired Awe by Jonathan Hicks (13:57)
8.15: The Power of Feeling Small: How Awe and Wonder Sustain Us by Julia Baird (14:36)
8.16: This is Awe by Jack Bowen (10:06)
8.17: A Childlike Sense of Wonder: The Curious World of an Aerospace Engineer by Tracy Drain (12:50)
8.18: The Power of Wonder by Jeff Hoffman (11:30)
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Resources for Children
2.0: Wisdom Stories
      Children
[bookmark: _Hlk109126392]2.1: What Bees Do at Home (674 words)
This story is designed to be used with Leader Resource 2, Beehive Poster in Activity 3.
What Do Bees Do at Home?
     How do you think bees get into their hives? (Point to the opening in the hive on the poster.)
     That's right; the hive has an opening so the bees can go in and out. Last week we talked about doors to our homes that we use to go in and out. The bees' home has a door, also.
     Some homes have a room or rooms. Beehives have chambers. Someone made the homes we live in and the beehive had to be made, too. Some people build their own homes; some live in homes that have been made by other people, whose job it is to make homes. The bees make the beehive themselves by producing wax and building honeycombs.
     What are some of the things people do in their homes?
(You will probably get most of the desired responses: “eat,” “sleep,” “be safe,” “stay away from rain/snow/cold/heat.” If not, you can ask leading questions. As participants offer responses, describe the bee version of each human activity they suggest.)
     Do you eat at home? Bees eat at home, too. Do bees eat with spoons, forks or other utensils? No. Can you show me how you think bees eat?
     They eat pollen, nectar, and honey. Some of the worker bees have the job of leaving the hive to find pollen and nectar. After finding it, they store it in sacs on their legs and fly back to the hive, where they share it with all the other bees.
     Have you ever gathered vegetables from a garden or picked berries from a bush? Let’s all pretend we are gathering food. (Stand up and pretend to pick vegetables or berries.)
     Does someone in your home leave to gather food? Some people farm the land for their food. Others work at other jobs to earn money or goods that they trade for food. No matter how the food is collected, people and bees come home to share their food with their families, communities, or colonies. A colony is what you call a hive of bees. Some colonies have 60, 000 bees! That's a lot of bees to feed!
     Bees rest and sleep in their hive, much as you do at home. How do you think bees sleep? (Allow participants to show you how they think a bee might sleep.)
     Worker bees take care of the young bees and old bees in their hive. People sometimes take care of children and elderly family members in our homes, too.
     We need our homes for protection. Beehives give bees protection from rain and storms. The hive protects the bees when it is too cold or too hot outside.
     We use our homes to store the things we need to live: like food and clothing. Bees don't need clothes, but the hive keeps their food, like honey, close by, so they can reach it when they need it.
     Within the hive, bees have special jobs to do. The drones are male bees that fertilize some of the eggs. There are not too many drones in a hive. Each hive has more drones than queens because there is only one queen in each hive. The queen's job is to lay the eggs and she can lay thousands of eggs a day! The queen also spends time with the worker bees, which help take care of her.
     Most of the bees in a hive are worker bees. These are female bees and they do all of the other jobs in the hive. Worker bees feed and take care of the eggs and baby bees. They build the hive. They add on to the hive when it needs to grow, by producing the wax to build the walls of the hive. They keep the hive cool or warm, as needed. They protect the hive from invaders. They leave the hive to search for pollen and nectar from plants, bushes, and trees and bring it back to the hive as food for everyone. They are always working to keep the hive healthy. That’s why people talk about being “as busy as a bee!”
     In our homes, we have jobs to do, too. Some people clean and repair the home. Some take care of the young. Some people bring home food and some cook. Our homes provide for many of our basic needs, just like the beehive does for the bees. Bees in a colony also work together to make their beehive a nice place to live.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session3/59339.shtml

2.2: Lizard's Song (457 words)
Adapted from a National Park Service website; used by permission of Wind Cave National Park.
     In this Native American legend, Lizard sings a happy song about his home: “Zole, zole, zole, zole, zole, zole, rock is my home.” Bear wants to learn the song. Lizard shares the song, but Bear keeps forgetting it. Bear insists again and again that Lizard re-teach her the song. Finally Lizard tells Bear that the reason she can’t remember the song is that “rock” is not her home, “den” is her home. Bear goes off singing the adapted song, which she doesn’t forget.
For the tune to Lizard’s song, you may use “Mary Had a Little Lamb.” Change the last line from “rock is my home” to “den is my home” for Bear’s song. Before you begin reading or telling the story, invite the group to join in when you sing: "Zole, zole, zole, rock (den) is my home." Note: Zole is pronounced “zoh/lee.”
     There was a lizard who lived on a rock. He was very happy living on his rock. All day long Lizard would sing "Zole, zole, zole, rock is my home. Zole, zole, zole, rock is my home."
     One day a bear saw him sitting on the rock and heard him singing. She wondered why the lizard was so happy. So, she asked him, “Why are you so happy?”
     Lizard said that he was happy because he was at home and the rock was a great place to live. “Oh,” said Bear. She went back to her home and thought "I wish I knew that song, so I would be as happy as the lizard."
     The next day, Bear went back to Lizard’s rock. She asked Lizard to teach her the song. Lizard said he would be very happy to teach it to her. He sang "Zole, zole, zole, rock is my home, zole, zole, zole, rock is my home." That made Bear feel good again. She went home. But on the way, she forgot the song.
     The next day, she went back to Lizard and asked him if he would teach her the song again. Lizard said he would be very happy to teach the song again. He sang "Zole, zole, zole, rock is my home, zole, zole, zole, rock is my home." Again, Bear went home, and again she forgot the song.
     So, she went back to Lizard one more time. This time, Lizard was asleep on his warm rock in the sunshine. What could Bear do? She decided to pick Lizard up and put him in a bag. Then she could take Lizard to her home. After his nap, he could teach Bear his song.
     On the way, Lizard woke up. He did not know where he was. He knew he wasn’t at home, on his rock. He was very scared. He didn't know what to do. He decided to sing his song so he wouldn't be so frightened. He sang "Zole, zole, zole, rock is my home, zole, zole, zole, rock is my home."
     When Bear got home, she opened the bag. “Where are we?” asked Lizard.
     “This is my home,” said Bear. “I’m sorry if I scared you when I brought you here.”
     Now Lizard saw that Bear didn't live on a rock. Now he understood why Bear couldn't learn the song. He told Bear that she couldn't learn the song because she didn't live on a rock. Bear was disappointed.
     “But,” Lizard said, “I can make you a song that you can learn and remember.” He sang "Zole, zole, zole, den is my home, zole, zole, zole, den is my home." Bear learned that song very easily and she was very happy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session4/60032.shtml 

2.3: Henry David Thoreau and the Cottage by Tracey Hurd (943 words)
     This is a story is about a boy who loved the outdoors. His name was Henry David Thoreau. All his life, he loved nature. It was almost as if he had a small, still voice inside him that whispered, “Go outside. Be amidst the trees, and lakes, and grass. This is your true home.” Henry listened to that voice all of his life. This is his story.
     Henry lived in Concord, Massachusetts more than 100 years ago. The town had some buildings, but all around there were forests and ponds, rivers and fields. Henry loved being outdoors; he loved to explore. He liked the feeling of being close to the earth, of being surrounded by plants, bugs, birds, and wildlife. Outside, Henry was never bored. He was busy watching, finding, and enjoying nature. Outside, Henry felt at home.
     Henry kept notes about nature and liked to share ideas about what he saw. Later, when he was grown up, he wrote that nature was like a nursery (a special room for the care of children) for him. Henry went to school, and church, and he helped with the chores of his family but most of all he loved being outdoors. When he went to bed at night, he placed his bed so that he could look out at the stars. For Henry, seeing nature and knowing that he was part of the world around him made him feel most comfortable.
     Henry grew up and went to school and later to college. He read a lot of books. He was especially interested in books written by Transcendentalists, who believed that appreciating the beauty of nature is a way of feeling close to the Spirit of Life or God. Henry listened to that small voice inside him, telling him to spend time outside—exploring in the icy snow or in the summer heat. He became friends with Transcendentalists who agreed that even grown-ups can learn a lot by spending time in nature. Henry hoped that one day he could live very simply in nature. He knew he would feel at home.
    One Transcendentalist friend named Ralph Waldo Emerson told Henry, “You should keep a journal about all the things you notice in nature.” He also invited Henry to try out his idea of living close to nature. Henry called it his great experiment. He decided to make a very simple home on a large area of land that surrounded Walden Pond. The land was owned by his friend Emerson, who allowed him to live there in exchange for Henry’s help doing some repairs around Emerson’s house.
     Henry decided to build his home as small, simple, and plain as it could be. He wanted to spend most of his time outside; he wanted to feel close to the land. Henry wanted to have time to notice and write about the changes in nature—the birds, the plants, and the leaves on the trees. Henry made a list of all the things he would need to live on Walden Pond. He tried to include as few things as possible. The list included some tools for farming, a bed, a writing desk, a table and three chairs. With the help of his friends, Henry built a small cabin, just one room, ten feet wide and fifteen feet long. He used old wood, bricks from other houses, windows that nobody else needed, to build his small cabin. When it was completed, Henry moved in.
     Although his friends and family understood what Henry was doing, townspeople found Henry’s experiment in living in nature confusing. They wondered why he would want to live that way. But Henry listened to that small, still voice. He felt at home in nature. He planted food for himself to eat, using a small amount of land. He took great care to notice all around him. He watched the changes in the Walden Pond over the seasons. He found everything from grasshoppers to wildflowers to be beautiful and interesting. Henry wrote in his journal, “I look down into the quiet parlor (living room) of the fishes, pervaded by a softened light. Ah, the pickerel (fish) of Walden! When I see them lying on the ice, I am always surprised by their rare beauty, as if they were fabulous fishes. They possess a quite dazzling… beauty.”
     Henry lived on Walden Pond for more than two years. He came to town to see people, to work for Emerson, to get some supplies, but mostly Henry remained at his home in the woods. Sometimes people would visit him there. Many children liked his small cabin and they understood that feeling of being at home in nature.
     And then, one day, Henry decided that he was finished. He had learned so much from living in nature that he felt ready to try something else. He felt ready to make his home with people again. But he never forgot his time on Walden Pond. He wrote books about it. And he taught other people that caring about nature is important.
     Some people say that Henry David Thoreau was one of the most important naturalists (writers about nature) that ever lived. Henry was able to listen to that voice inside him that told him that he was at home in nature. He was able to live his dream; he felt at peace. As he finished his book about his time at Walden Pond he wrote: “I learned this, at least, by my experiment; that if one advances confidently in the direction of his dreams, and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined, he will meet with a success unexpected.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session5/59343.shtml

2.4: The Prince and the Rhinoceros (637 words)
An Indian tale of speaking kindly, from Teaching Tolerance, Rhinos & Raspberries kit. Permission pending.
Read or tell the story.
     Once upon a time in India, a rare rhinoceros was born, with skin so beautiful it almost glowed. The rhinoceros was given to a noble prince who was very lonely and whose kingdom was poor. The prince was so delighted with the unusual gift that he laughed joyfully. So, he named the little calf Great Joy.
     The prince treated the rhino with great kindness. He fed her rice, fruit and choice tender plants, and he always spoke in a kind and gentle voice. Great Joy grew and was happy. The prince thought Great Joy was quite beautiful.
     At sunrise she would be golden. At sunset, she would be a canvas of pink and red and orange, and later the dark blue of evening. Sometimes after a rain, she would reflect everything around her. She seemed almost enchanted.
     “You are wonderful and special to me,” the prince whispered softly.
     In time, Great Joy grew into an enormous rhino. She was very strong. One day she thought about her good life with the prince and what she could give him in return. “I am only a rhino, but I can use my strength to help him earn gold for his kingdom.” She suggested to the prince that she compete in a contest of strength against the town’s strongest bulls.
     A rich merchant with many fine oxen agreed to the wager: Great Joy would pull a hundred loaded wagons usually towed by his team of eight oxen. The bet was one thousand gold pieces.
     The next day, the prince inspected the wagons and harnessed Great Joy to the front. Then he climbed onto the driver’s seat. Great Joy waited for a few kind words of encouragement before starting. Instead, the prince, thinking only of the gold, waved a whip in the air and shouted, “Pull, you big wretch. Move, you worthless rhino.”
     Great Joy was shocked at her beloved prince’s words. Wretch? Worthless? “I’m no wretch,” she thought. “I’m not worthless, either.” She stiffened her huge legs and refused to move an inch.
     Humiliated, the prince ran home and hid in his royal bed. “I’m ruined,” he cried.
     Great Joy was filled with pain and sorrow. She needed to understand what she had done to deserve such cruel insults. After many days and nights without food or sleep, she went to the prince’s palace, which had grown shabby due to his impoverished state. “Oh, Prince, in all our years together, have I ever done anything to hurt you?”
     “No, never.”
     “Then why did you say those terrible things to me? Was the thought of gold worth more than what I can offer?”
     The prince hung his head. Tears ran down his face. “The gold distracted me. I forgot the importance of our friendship. I am so ashamed.”
     “Then we will try again,” Great Joy said. “Go back to the merchant and double your bet.”
     Again, the carts were loaded, and Great Joy was harnessed to the front. The prince climbed up and sang out, “All right, you marvelous marvel, you splendid rhino, my Great Joy. It’s up to you!”
     The powerful rhino snorted, pawed the ground and charged forward. Her sides heaved as she pulled, until the last cart crossed the finish line. The townspeople cheered wildly as they covered her with garlands of flowers and strands of tinkling bells.
     The prince collected his two thousand pieces of gold, then humbly thanked Great Joy for a job well done. That very evening, the prince and the rhino walked along the river in the red glow of sunset.
     “I didn’t mean to say such hurtful words to you,” the prince whispered. “Please forgive me.”
     “I already have,” said Great Joy.
     And that’s how they lived forever after — in friendship and great joy. Never again did an unkind word pass between them.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session3/prince%20-rhinoceros

2.5: A Journey of Forgiveness, Joseph and His Brothers by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,539 words)
     Have you ever felt as if some grown-ups liked another kid more than they liked you? Maybe your teacher lets someone else get away with stuff you would get in trouble for. Maybe your mom or dad doesn’t make your brother or sister do as much work as you have to do. Or your brother or your sister gets to stay up later than you, or they have more toys. Or your grandparents pay attention to the baby and ignore you.
     It’s not fair.
     Sometimes, when we feel as if someone else is getting special treatment, when they’re the teacher’s pet or the parent’s favorite, we get angry. We get angry at the grown-up for not being fair, and we get angry at the other kid for being the favorite one.
     Once, a long time ago in a land called Canaan, there lived a man named Jacob. He had four wives and thirteen children: one girl and twelve boys. Wow! That’s a lot of kids. Do any of you have 12 brothers and sisters? It might be hard to remember all the names. Jacob’s boys’ names were Joseph, Rueben, Naphtali (Naf-TAL-ee), Issachar (IS-sah-khar), Dan, Gad, Zebulum, Judah, Benjamin, Asher, Levi, and Simeon (SIM-ee-on). These brothers became the leaders of the 12 Tribes of Israel in the Hebrew world. I have flags with each brother’s name to remind us how important the 12 brothers were to the Hebrew people.
(Leader: Distribute the flags to volunteers. Say the names so non-readers will know which flag they are holding. Invite them to hold up the flags when you say the brothers’ names later in the story.)
     Of those four wives, Jacob loved Rachel the best. Of those thirteen children, Jacob loved Rachel’s two sons, Benjamin and Joseph, the best. Joseph was the favorite one.
     And his sister and his brothers all knew it. They knew their father liked Joseph best. At meal times, their father let Joseph sit next to him and eat the best food. During the day, their father let Joseph stay in the tent and while they all had to go farm in the fields or take care of the sheep.
     Their father even gave Joseph a beautiful coat to wear. It had long sleeves and was finely woven with shimmering colors. Whenever Joseph wore it—and he wore it all the time—everyone stopped and turned to look at him. Because in those days, long ago, clothes took a long time to make, and they were very expensive. Most people only had one set of clothes, and they were usually brown, or maybe grey or black. Nobody except the very richest people had blue or green or red or yellow clothes. Nobody except Joseph, that is. He had a coat that was all those colors, and more. I wonder how you would feel if you had a beautiful coat with long sleeves like Joseph.
     So, Joseph knew he was his father’s favorite. He knew he was special. He even had special dreams, dreams that told the future. He told his eleven brothers about one of his dreams. “I dreamt that we were in the field harvesting the corn, and your eleven sheaves of corn all turned and bowed to mine.”
The brothers didn’t like hearing this. Who can wave their flag and help us remember all the brother’s names?
(Leader: Help and encourage the children to say the names on the flags.)
     Well, the brothers didn’t want to bow down to Joseph. They didn’t like Joseph. They were jealous of him. They were angry at him.
     They seemed to hate him.
     One day, when Joseph was seventeen years old, he went to the fields where his brothers were taking care of the sheep. As always, he was wearing his beautiful coat of many colors. His brothers grabbed him, tore his coat off, and shoved him into a pit. “Let’s kill him,” said one brother.
     “No,” said another. “We can’t kill our own brother. Let’s sell him as a slave.”
     And so, Benjamin, Asher, Levi, Simeon, Judah, Dan, Zebulum, Gad, Rueben, Issachar, and Naphatali sold Joseph to slave traders for twenty pieces of silver. Then the brothers dipped Joseph’s beautiful coat in the blood of a goat and ripped it all up. They took the bloody coat back to their father, Jacob, and told him, “Joseph has been killed by a wild animal.”
     But Joseph wasn’t dead. The slave traders made him march for days, on a long journey to the land of Egypt, and there they sold him as a slave. People ordered him around all the time, and sometimes they would hit him. Joseph had never been treated like that before; he’d always been the favorite one. And Joseph had never had to work very hard before; his father had let him stay in their tent. Joseph wondered if he could ever forgive his brothers for selling him.
     What do you think? Is it hard to forgive brothers and sisters?
     But Joseph did what they told him to. He did the work well, and he didn’t complain. His owner noticed and began treating him better. But after a while his owner got angry with him and put him in jail.
     Joseph certainly wasn’t the favorite one now. Not only was he a slave, he was a slave in jail. Joseph sat in that jail, day after day after day, alone and forgotten. Sometimes, he would wonder about his father and his sister and his eleven brothers. Was his father still alive? Did his sister still like to weave cloth? Did his brothers still farm the fields and take care of sheep? Had any of them married and had children?
     Joseph didn’t know. And he wanted to. Earlier, when his brothers had sold him into slavery, Joseph had been very angry with them. He had hoped that they would be torn away from their family and sold as slaves. He had wanted to hurt them the way they had hurt him.
     But now as he sat in the jail, alone and far from home, and the days and the months and years went by, he began to understand why his brothers had been angry. Even though his brothers had done a horrible thing to him, Joseph missed them, and he wanted to see them again. Joseph forgave his brothers. But his brothers didn’t even know that they were forgiven.
     More years went by, and Joseph stayed in jail. Then one night the king of Egypt—called a pharaoh—began having a strange dream: a dream about seven thin cows who ate seven fat cows but stayed thin. One of his servants said, “Lord Pharaoh, there is a man in jail who knows about dreams. His name is Joseph.”
     The pharaoh sent for Joseph, and Joseph told him that the fat cows meant there would be seven years when food grew well, and the thin cows meant there would be seven years when food didn’t grow. First there would be plenty to eat for seven years, and then there would be a famine for seven years and people would go hungry.
     The pharaoh was impressed. He said, “Joseph, you are free, and you shall be my governor, in charge of all the land and all the food that is grown.” For the next seven years, the farmers grew a lot of food, and Joseph made sure they stored most of it.
     After seven years, the famine started, just as Joseph had predicted. No plants grew. But the people in Egypt didn’t go hungry because they could eat the food that Joseph had stored.
     But far away where Joseph’s family lived, they hadn’t stored any food. They hadn’t known a famine was coming. Joseph’s father and his sister and his brothers and their wives and children were starving. “Let’s go to Egypt,” one brother said. “I heard they have food.”
     His brothers made the long journey to the land of Egypt, walking on the same road that Joseph had walked as a slave all those years ago. When the brothers got to Egypt, they went to the pharaoh’s governor, the man who was in charge of all of the food. They bowed down low in front of him, saying, “Please, sir, let us buy food for our families. We are starving.”
     Thus, it was that the dream Joseph had told them about all those years before—the dream of the eleven sheaves of corn bowing down before Joseph’s sheaf—had finally come true. But the brothers didn’t know the pharaoh’s governor was their brother Joseph. They hadn’t seen him in more than twenty years. He’d grown up and was wearing different clothes. He’d changed.
He’d changed on the inside, too. He had forgiven his brothers for selling him into slavery, and he was happy to see them again.
     He could tell his brothers had changed as well. They were worried about their father, and they took good care of Joseph’s younger brother Benjamin, and they were sorry for what they’d done. They didn’t hate Joseph anymore.
     So, Joseph said to his brothers “I am Joseph, your brother.” And they were amazed, and worried that he would be angry with them and put them in jail or kill them. But Joseph said, “I forgive you. I welcome you. Bring our father and all your wives and children to Egypt, and live here with me.”
     So, Jacob and his children and their children came to Egypt, and the entire family was together again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session4/169958.shtml

2.6: The Great Kapok Tree, A Tale of the Amazon Rain Forest (916 words)
Book by Lynne Cherry (A Gulliver Green Book), (Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1990); permission pending.
     Two men walked into the rain forest. Moments before, the forest had been alive with the sounds of squawking birds and howling monkeys. Now all was quiet as the creatures watched the two men and wondered why they had come. The larger man stopped and pointed to a great Kapok tree. Then he left.
     The smaller man took an ax he carried and struck the trunk of the tree. Whack! Whack! Whack! The sounds of the blows rang through the forest. The wood of the tree was very hard. Chop! Chop! Chop! The man wiped off the sweat that ran down his face and neck. Whack! Chop! Whack! Chop! Soon the man grew tired. He sat down to rest at the foot of the great Kapok tree. Before he knew it, the heat and hum of the forest had lulled him to sleep.
     A boa constrictor lived in the Kapok tree. He slithered down its trunk to where the man was sleeping. He looked at the gash the ax had made in the tree. Then the huge snake slid very close to the man and hissed in his ear: “Senhor, this tree is a tree of miracles. It is my home, where generations of my ancestors have lived. Do not chop it down.”
     A bee buzzed in the sleeping man’s ear: “Senhor, my hive is in this Kapok tree, and I fly from tree to tree and flower to flower collecting pollen. In this way I pollinate the trees and flowers throughout the rain forest. You see, all living things depend on one another.”
     A troupe of monkeys scampered down from the canopy of the Kapok tree. They chattered to the sleeping man: “Senhor, we have seen the ways of man. You chop down one tree, then come back for another and another. The roots of these great trees will wither and die, and there will be nothing left to hold the earth in place. When the heavy rains come, the soil will be washed away and the forest will become a desert.”
     A toucan, a macaw, and a cock-of-the-rock flew down from the canopy. “Senhor!” squawked the toucan, “you must not cut down this tree. We have flown over the rain forest and seen what happens once you begin to chop down the trees. Many people settle on the land. They set fires to clear the underbrush, and soon the forest disappears. Where once there was life and beauty only black and smoldering ruins remain.”
     A bright and small tree frog crawled along the edge of a leaf. In a squeaky voice he piped in the man’s ear: “Senhor, a ruined rain forest means ruined lives... many ruined lives. You will leave many of us homeless if you chop down this great Kapok tree.
     A jaguar had been sleeping along a branch in the middle of the tree. Because his spotted coat blended into the dappled light and shadows of the understory, no one had noticed him. Now he leapt down and padded silently over to the sleeping man. He growled in his ear: “Senhor, the Kapok tree is home to many birds and animals. If you cut it down, where will I find my dinner?”
     Four tree porcupines swung down from branch to branch and whispered to the man: “Senhor, do you know what we animals need in order to live? Oxygen. And, Senhor, do you know what trees produce? Oxygen! If you cut down the forests you will destroy that which gives us all life.”
     Several anteaters climbed down the Kapok tree with their young clinging to their backs. The unstriped anteater said to the sleeping man: “Senhor, you are chopping down this tree with no thought for the future. And surely you know that what happens tomorrow depends upon what you do today. The big man tells you to chop down a beautiful tree. He does not think of his own children, who tomorrow must live in a world without trees.”
     A three-toed sloth had begun climbing down from the canopy when the men first appeared. Only now did she reach the ground. Plodding ever so slowly over to the sleeping man, she spoke in her deep and lazy voice: “Senhor, how much is beauty worth? Can you live without it? If you destroy the beauty of the rain forest, on what would you feast your eyes?”
     A child from the Yanomamo tribe who lived in the rain forest knelt over the sleeping man. He murmured in his ear: “Senhor, when you awake, please look upon us all with new eyes.”
     The man awoke with a start. Before him stood the rain forest child, and all around him, staring, were the creatures who depended upon the great Kapok tree. What wondrous and rare animals they were!
    The man looked about and saw the sun streaming through the canopy. Spots of bright light glowed like jewels amidst the dark green forest. Strange and beautiful plants seemed to dangle in the air, suspended from the great Kapok tree. The man smelled the fragrant perfume of their flowers. He felt the steamy mist rising from the forest floor. But he heard no sound, for the creatures were strangely silent.
     The man stood and picked up his ax. He swung back his arm as though to strike the tree. Suddenly he stopped. He turned and looked at the animals and the child. He hesitated. Then he dropped the ax and walked out of the rain forest.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session14/170354.shtml

2.7: Brave Enough by Noreen Kimball (430 words)
     There was once a girl who loved to write stories and poems. She often wrote about the land and birds around her home. Her name was Rachel Louise Carson and she was born in 1907. When Rachel grew up, she became a writer and a scientist. Rachel wrote wonderful stories and she always explained the beauty of nature so well you could almost see what she was describing. As a scientist, Rachel was also very careful to describe things exactly as she saw them. She made sure everything she wrote was true.
     Since Rachel was always outside studying nature or writing about it, she noticed that a lot of birds and fish were dying. She figured out that the animals were dying from poisons being sprayed from airplanes to help farmers get rid of insects that damaged plants. The poison not only killed the insects, but it also got into the soil and water and killed other animals. Eagles and many other birds and species of animals began to disappear.
     Rachel wrote articles and spoke to the U.S. Congress so everyone would know how we were destroying the environment. She even wrote a book about the problems caused by the poison. In her book she described a spring where the skies were quiet and still because so many birds had died. She called that book Silent Spring.
     People who read Rachel’s book started to demand that the government stop spraying the chemicals. The President and Congress asked scientists to look at the chemicals to make sure Rachel was right about what she had said. At first, the chemical companies said that Rachel was wrong, but eventually scientists figured out that the chemicals were getting into the earth and water and were killing many animals, just like Rachel’s book said. Because Rachel kept writing and speaking until someone would listen, the government finally stopped using the dangerous chemicals and began to test new ones much more carefully.
     People still use poisons and chemicals in the wrong way today, but Rachel Carson helped start a whole new kind of environmentalism—a movement to control pollution of our earth. Even though Rachel was a small, quiet woman, she believed people have the power to save the environment. If Rachel had not been brave enough to stand up for the environment and fight for it until someone listened, we might not have as many species of birds and fish that we do today. Thanks to this brave woman who always told the truth, we still have Bald Eagles flying in our beautiful blue skies.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session15/brave-enough 

2.8: The Grumpy Gecko (994 words)
Adapted from “The Grumpy Gecko” in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     In a shady glade, the chief of the jungle slept. Until, GECK-O! GECK-O! GECK-O!
     Tiger woke up with a snort. He opened one yellow eye. “Gecko,” he growled. “What do you want? It’s the middle of the night.”
     “I’ve come to complain...”
     What could Gecko the lizard have to complain about? He spent most of his time lazing around, just sleeping and eating. Even when he was hungry, all he had to do was flick out his sticky tongue and lick up a mosquito.
     “What’s troubling you?” Tiger asked.
     “It’s the fireflies!” said Gecko. “All night long they fly around, flashing their lights in my eyes, keeping me awake... flashing and flickering... I haven’t slept for days. It’s making me very grumpy. You’re the chief of the jungle. Make them stop.”
     Tiger stifled a gigantic yawn. “I’ll talk to the fireflies,” he promised Gecko.
     Tiger sighed and set off to find the fireflies.
     Wading through wet paddy fields, the night vibrated with the chirps and croaks of frogs and the trills of a million insects.
     Above the paddies, the fireflies flickered and flashed.
     “Fireflies,” Tiger called, “Gecko says you have been disturbing his sleep, flashing and flickering all night long. Is this true?”
     “Well, we do flash our lights all night,” replied the fireflies, “but we don’t want to disturb anyone! We’re just passing on Woodpecker’s message. We heard him drumming out a warning.”
     “I see,” said Tiger. “Then I’ll talk to Woodpecker.”
     At the edge of the paddies, Tiger found Woodpecker drumming against a coconut palm. Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat.
     “Woodpecker!” Tiger winced. “The fireflies say you have been rapping and tapping, tapping and rapping, drumming out a warning. Is this true?”
     “Of course,” said Woodpecker, puffing up his feathers. “I provide a great service. Clearly, my efforts are not appreciated.” He looked down his long beak at Tiger. “Beetle rolls manure right across the path. I warn the jungle animals so that no one steps in it. Without my drumming, who knows what a mess you’d all be in?”
     “Oh,” said Tiger. “Well, that’s very helpful. Thank you.”
     Tiger licked his nose thoughtfully. “I’ll go speak to Beetle.”
     It was easy to spot Beetle on the jungle path. In the moonlight, his back gleamed like polished metal.
     “What’s all this?” Tiger asked. “Woodpecker says you’re rolling filthy mess all over the place?”
     “Yes, yes, can’t stop,” Beetle replied, rolling a ball of dung right up to Tiger’s paw. “Water Buffalo drops piles of it all over the path. If I don’t move some away, there’ll be muck everywhere! ‘Scuse me... “
     Tiger lifted his paw and Beetle bustled past.
     “OK,” said Tiger, suppressing a sigh. “Thank you, Beetle. I’ll go and see Buffalo.”
     Tiger found Buffalo asleep in a pool of mud.
     “Buffalo,” Tiger roared.
     “Beetle says you have been leaving your manure all over the path. Is this true?”
     “Oh yes, Sir,” said Buffalo, lowering his head. “I leave manure all over the path, Sir. But you see, Sir, it’s helpful, Sir. Rain washes holes in the path every afternoon. I leave manure only to fill up the holes, so that no one trips or falls. If I didn’t, Sir, someone could get hurt.”
     “I see,” said Tiger. “Well, that’s very thoughtful of you, Buffalo.”
Tiger’s tail twitched. He was beginning to lose patience. He sighed. “I’ll go ahead and hear what Rain has to say.”
     Tiger set off for Mount Agung, the highest peak on the island, and the home of Rain.
     Tiger climbed and he climbed and he climbed.
     He climbed through jungle, woodland and scrub and then he climbed some more.
     At last, his claws clattered onto the smooth grass of the mountain peak. He stopped to catch his breath. He looked down the mountain.
     The sun was rising. Tiger stared.
     Jungle spread out for miles around, flamboyant with flowers. Wild orchids and climbing lilies, trumpets of violet-blue and starbursts of brilliant flame-red.
     Tiger sniffed. He smelt jasmine, ylang-ylang, frangipani.
     He swiveled his ears. He heard newborn streams trickling and tinkling.
     And below the jungle, on the green-gold steps of the paddy fields, he could just make out the faint flicker and flash of the fireflies.
     “No need to ask why Rain rains,” Tiger smiled.
     He cooled his paws in a stream and watched for a while. He watched the water journey from mountain to sea, sustaining every living thing on its way, even the tiniest mosquito.
     Tiger plunged his muzzle into the clear fresh water and drank.
     Then he began the long journey down the mountain and through the forests and jungles and paddies to find Gecko.
     It was dusk by the time Tiger found the lizard again.
     “Well?’ Gecko demanded. “Did you talk to the fireflies? They’re still flashing and flickering, on and on. Did you tell them to stop?”
     “Gecko,” said Tiger. He sat down on his haunches and spoke very slowly. “Listen carefully. The fireflies flash to pass on Woodpecker’s warning. Woodpecker warns everyone not to step in beetle’s dung. Beetle clears up the excess dung left by Buffalo. Buffalo leaves manure on the path to fill up the holes made by rain. Rain makes holes in the path as he creates streams and lakes and puddles—puddles where mosquitoes live.”
     “Oh,” said Gecko.
     “Gecko, what do you eat?”
     “Mosquitoes,” said Gecko.
     “So... “said Tiger.
     “So... “repeated Gecko slowly.
     “Yes... “
     “If Rain stopped raining... “
     “Yes... “
     “Buffalo could stop filling holes... “
     “Uh-huh... “
     “And beetle could stop rolling dung... “
     “Yes... “
     “And Woodpecker could stop drumming... “
     “Mmm... “
     “And the fireflies could stop flashing... “
     “Yes, Gecko... “
     “But... I would have nothing to eat.”
     “Exactly,” said Tiger. “Gecko, everything in this world is connected. Go and live in peace with the fireflies.”
     So, Gecko stuck himself upside down, underneath the branch of a tree. He closed his eyes. He went to sleep.
     The fireflies flickered and flashed.
     Tiger snored.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session1/grumpy-gecko

2.9: Swimming Home by Janeen Grohsmeyer (919 words)
     In the warm salty waters of the great blue sea, little orange and white fish called clown fish played their favorite game: chasing each other round and round, swimming as fast as they could go. Yet always they stayed close to their sea anemone home. Their sea anemone had thousands of soft white tendrils all over her body, and the tendrils were just perfect to hide in.
     Aliq was following his brother Twyl. His bright orange and white stripes, outlined with black, flashed as he swam through the forest of tendrils. The sea anemone’s tendrils tickled when they touched Aliq. He liked watching the tendrils sway back and forth as the water moved.
     “Look,” Twyl called suddenly. His side fins were going in little circles, holding him steady in one place. “Here come Mother Fish and Father Fish!”
Aliq and Twyl and their other brothers watched as Mother Fish and Father Fish slowly glided by. Their side fins touched each other as they swam.
     Suddenly, Mother Fish flicked her tail and zipped on past. Father Fish went, too. A yellow striped fish with a pointy mouth was eating a tendril of the sea anemone, taking big bites. Mother and Father Fish headed right at that strange fish and started biting at it. The yellow fish swam away, and Mother and Father swam after it.
     “What’s happening?” Aliq asked.
     Zorn, one of his older brothers, answered. “They’re protecting our sea anemone. They’ll be back soon.”
     When Mother and Father came home, a shrimp was following them and swam into the anemone. As soon as it touched the tendrils, the shrimp went still.
     “What happened?” Twyl asked.
     “Our sea anemone killed the shrimp with the poison on her tendrils,” Zorn said.
     “But we swim in her tendrils every day,” Aliq said. “The poison doesn’t kill us.”
     “That’s because we’re her friends,” Zorn said. “We have a special covering on our scales that keeps us safe. Now watch!”
     The soft white tendrils shimmered and waved. The shrimp was tossed to the middle of the sea anemone, right to the circle of her open mouth. The sea anemone swallowed the shrimp whole.
     “She was hungry,” Zorn said then swam away. Mother and Father Fish began gliding again. Their tails brushed against the sea anemone’s tendrils, soft and gentle on their skin.
     “Mother and Father Fish are so big and so brave!” Aliq said.
     “I can’t wait until I’m big like them, but right now, I’m hungry!” Twyl said.
     They began nibbling the tiny bits of plants that clung to their sea anemone’s tendrils. Twyl found a crunchy isopod, and Aliq found another shrimp. But that was all, and they were still hungry. “We could leave our sea anemone,” Aliq said.
     Twyl and Aliq looked out into the great blue sea. Sting rays lived out there. Sharks did too. Huge dark fish with double rows of teeth lurked in the deep water. But there were also tasty things to eat.
     “Come on!” Aliq said to Twyl. “Let’s explore!” With a flick of his tail he was off, swimming away from their sea anemone home. Twyl followed him, and they swam side by side, their side fins touching each other as they glided along.
     Farther and farther they went, away from their family, and away from their sea anemone home. Aliq and Twyl had never left the forest of tendrils before. They had never swum without the soft touch of their sea anemone on their fins. But Aliq found another shrimp to eat, small and tasty. Twyl found plankton, little bits of green floating by. Aliq and Twyl kept eating and swimming and eating some more.
     Then Aliq stopped swimming. He looked around. Far off in the water, a dark shadow appeared. “Twyl,” Aliq whispered. “What’s that?”
     Twyl stopped eating and looked at the shadow. It was coming closer, weaving slowly back and forth. “Shark!” Twyl yelled. “Swim! Go back home!”
    Aliq and Twyl turned around and flicked their tails, zipping through the water as fast as they could go, heading for their sea anemone home. Aliq didn’t want to look behind him. He didn’t want to know how close the shark was. But he could feel the rippling of the water. He could hear the shark getting near. Aliq twitched his tail faster. Beside him, Twyl was swimming just as hard.
     The tendrils of their sea anemone shimmered ahead of them, soft and white and warm. They were almost home.
     “Swim, swim, swim,” Aliq chanted to himself. “Swim! Swim! SWIM!” The water swirled around them; it smelled and tasted like shark—oily and dark and cold. Aliq and Twyl flicked their tails extra hard.
     Finally! Aliq and Twyl reached their sea anemone home just in time, hiding in the soft white tendrils. The water exploded around them in bubbles as the shark turned to go. The poison of the sea anemone was keeping it away.
     Twyl and Aliq peeked between the tendrils to look at each other. Both of them were still scared. Both of them were very glad to be home, safe with Mother Fish and Father Fish and all their brothers. Both of them were very, very glad they had a sea anemone to protect them and to be their home. And both of them knew it was their job as clown fish to take care of her. They would chase away any fish that tried to eat her tendrils. They would bring her food. And she would take care of them.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session2/swimming-home

2.10: Amrita’s Tree (1,137 words)
Adapted from “Amrita’s Tree” in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     Amrita leaned back against her favorite tree and rested. After the glare of the desert sun, it was cool and green in the forest grove. Sometimes, Amrita climbed her tree. Sometimes the wind swayed her and she was a forest queen. Sometimes she talked to her tree, sharing her daydreams and her secrets, but today was so peaceful that she sat in silence.
     Amrita closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure.
     CAAWK! She heard un unearthly shriek, the shrill alarm call of the peacock, echoing through the forest. A shiver shot down Amrita’s spine and she scrambled to her feet.
     With a flick of their tails, the gazelles were gone. The rabbits scattered. Now Amrita heard the tramp of many heavy boots, the crack of branches snapping. Through the trees she saw men marching, each one carrying something. Amrita strained to see. Bright edges! Sharp flashes! They were carrying axes.
     “Cut down every tree you can,” she heard the chief woodcutter say. “The Maharajahs need plenty of wood.” Amrita drew in her breath. They couldn’t cut down the forest! Without these trees there’d be no fruit to eat, no leaves to feed the cows, no shelter from the sun.
     Above her, watching over her, Amrita’s own tree stirred in the breeze. “I won’t let them hurt you,” she said out loud. “I promise I’ll protect you. I don’t know how, but I will!”
     Quick as a blackbuck, she ran to the village. Amrita found her mother. “Amma, Amma,” she panted, pushing wind-swept hair out of her eyes, “I saw men in the forest, men with axes, and they are going to cut down the trees!”
     Amrita’s mother rushed around the village, calling the women away from their work. “We must save the trees!” she urged. “Come on!”
     They arrived to find the woodcutters sharpening their axes. Amrita’s mother greeted the men politely, pressing her hands together and bowing her head: “Namaste. We do not want trouble, but we cannot let you cut down these trees.”
     The chief woodcutter cast his eyes over the straggle of women before him and snorted. “You do not own these trees. We have orders from the Maharajah.”
     “Sir, these trees are our life,” Amrita’s mother implored. “Their roots hold the soil together; they keep the land from sliding away during the monsoon rains. Without them our fields and homes will be washed away.”
     “Never mind your mud huts,” the chief replied with a sweep of his hand. “With this timber the Maharajah will have the finest palace in all of India!”
     “Please!” begged Amrita’s mother. “These roots soak up rain, so the earth can give us spring water. Can’t you see? We need these trees to survive.”
     “Enough!” barked the chief. “Now, out of my way and let me work. Now!” He turned to the woodcutters and ordered, “Cut down the trees!” A burly woodcutter shouldered his axe and strolled over to an ancient khejari. With a swift swoop his iron blade bit deep into the bark.
     With a terrible groan the mighty tree came crashing to the ground. Amrita’s mother covered her mouth with her hands. Amrita stared in disbelief.
     The woodcutters began to chop at another tree, and another. Soon the grove was a graveyard of trees. Broken limbs scattered the floor. Leaves dropped like tears.
     A woodcutter brushed past Amrita, toward her own special tree. “No! No! Please don’t!” she cried, tears springing to her eyes. “Please don’t cut down my tree.” The woodcutter advanced.
     Amrita stepped in front of him, blocking his path. Her voice shook as she spoke: “I will not let anyone harm my tree.”
     The woodcutter laughed out loud. “Little girl, there’s nothing you can do to stop us.” Amrita thought of her beloved tree lying dead on the forest floor and she ran from the woodcutter toward her tree.
     Amrita flung her arms around her tree, pressing herself against it. “If you want to cut the tree, you will have to cut me first!” The man and his axe were behind her. She could hear the sound of her own breathing, hard and loud and fast. The man raised his sharp blade.
     “Swing your axe!” commanded the chief. Amrita clenched her teeth and clung onto her old friend, so that the bumpy bark was pressing into her cheek and arms. She felt the strength of the tree coursing through her. And she knew with a fierce bright certainty that she was doing the right thing.
     “Swing your axe!” the chief shouted again.
    “I...” the woodcutter faltered. He looked down at the girl—this mere sapling of a girl—her eyes squeezed shut, her thin arms hugging so tight, her tearstained cheeks pale with fright. “I... I cannot.”
     Amrita opened one eye, then another, to see the woodcutter’s head bowed, his axe at his feet. All around her, people were hugging trees. Women and children, wives and daughters, grandmothers and toddlers all hugged the trees. Some ancient trees had trunks so broad that generations of women were joining hands to embrace them.
     The axes lay on the forest floor. The men huddled together and talked in low voices. Then, without a word, the laborers picked up their axes and walked out of the wood.
     Amrita’s mother called to her. “What were you thinking of? I was so afraid.”
     “So was I,” said Amrita. Her mother sat down beside her on the forest floor and stroked her hair. “You know the woodcutters will tell the Maharajah what happened,” she said gently. “They will come back, or the Maharajah himself will come... “
     The next morning, the women were distracted at their work. Their hands were busy, but their eyes strayed to the horizon. Would the woodcutters return? Or the Maharajah? Would he punish those who had defied his orders?
     That afternoon, in a thunder of hooves and a cloud of dust, the Maharajah arrived.
     The women joined hands and pulled their children close. But Amrita rose to greet the Maharajah with all the dignity of a forest queen.
      She was surprised to see that he carried not an axe but a bright bundle. He climbed down from his horse. Amrita watched in wonder as he unwrapped the silken cloth. “I present this royal decree to you, Amrita,” said the Maharajah, “and to the women of your village, in honor of your courage and your wisdom. I promise that, from this day on, no tree in this forest will ever be cut down.”
     Hundreds of years later, folk songs of the people who hugged the trees still echo through the villages of India. Amrita’s courage has inspired people across the land to stand together to protect forests. Thousands of trees have been saved, and a million more planted.
     And in one sacred grove, Amrita’s tree still grows.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session3/amritas-tree 

2.11: Why the Sky Is Far Away by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (1,008 words)
Adapted from “Why the Sky is Far Away” in The Barefoot Book of Earth Tales by Dawn Casey and Anne Wilson (Cambridge: Barefoot Books, 2009). Used by permission.
     In the beginning, they sky was close to the earth. So close you could reach up and touch it. And you could eat it! In those days, people always had enough to eat, without ever having to work for it. Men and women did not have to plow the fields and sow the seeds and gather the crops. Children did not have to fetch sticks for the fire. Whenever anybody was hungry, they just reached up and tore off a piece of the sky.
     But people grew careless with the sky’s gifts. They broke off more than they needed. After all, the sky was so big; there would always be enough for everybody. Who cared about a little wasted sky?
     But the sky cared. Soon the sky’s sorrow turned to resentment, and its resentment grew to anger. “I offer myself every day to these people,” the sky brooded, “and they throw me away, half eaten, like garbage.”
     “People of Earth!” The sky’s eyes flashed light lightning. Clouds bubbled and boiled. “You have not treated me with respect. You have wasted my gifts. I warn you. If you are greedy, I will leave. I will move far away.”
     The people listened and promised to be more careful.
     After that, no one broke off more than they could eat. And they always remembered to thank the sky.
     But then the time came for the greatest festival of the year, in honor of the chief of the kingdom. The night rang with music. Bells clanged and drums banged. People stamped and clapped and laughed.
     The tables were heaped with dishes of specially prepared sky. Sky in every flavor, from custard apple to coco plum. There was plenty for everyone, for the sky was generous. It trusted the people to take only what they needed.
     But there was one woman who was never satisfied. Osato always wanted more. Her arms were heavy with brass bracelets. But brass wasn’t good enough for her—she wanted coral beads. And most of all, she loved to eat.
     First, she helped herself to a handful of noon-yellow sky that tasted like pineapple. Chunk after chunk disappeared into her mouth. Then she ladled out some sky stew, spicy and warm. She lifted the dish to her lips, draining it, dumplings and all. Soon her stomach was stuffed. She loosened her robe. What next? Delicate slices of morning sky, pink and glistening. With a swift movement, she scooped them up and slurped them down all at once.
     At last the tables were empty. And Osato was full. She waddled home.
     She was full to bursting, but her eyes kept wandering up to the sky. What would it taste like right now? Citrus storms? Her taste buds tingled. Luscious mango? Her mouth watered. Honey sunsets? She licked her lips.
     Her fingers began to pull out her spoon — the one she kept tucked in her headscarf — just in case. She stopped herself just in time. Osato knew that the sky offered itself only because no one ever took more than they needed. And she knew she didn’t need any more. But oh, how she wanted some! Just one more spoonful.
     “The sky is so huge,” Osato said to herself. “It can’t hurt just to have a little bit more.”
     She pulled out her spoon and plunged it in. She savored a mouthful of sky. And another. She threw down her spoon and scooped with her hands, sucking the delicious sky from her fingertips.
     Finally, without another thought, Osato pulled down a great slab of sky. Enough to feed a family for weeks.
     She licked all around the edges, chewing more slowly now. She stared up at the huge hole above her. She stared down at the enormous mound of sky. And she knew she had taken more than even she could eat. Above her head, there were rumblings. “What have I done?” Osato gasped. “I cannot waste this sky. What shall I do?”
     She called to her husband to help, but he had been feasting too and was slumped in his chair, too full even to move. Still, he managed a few mouthfuls.
She called to her children to help, but they too were full from the wonderful feast. Still, they forced down a few fingerfuls.
     She called to her neighbors to help, but they had been at the festival too and at the sight of more food, they held their stomachs and groaned. But they ate as much as they could, with worried frowns on their faces and anxious glances above their heads.
     But even with the help of the entire village, they could not eat that last piece of sky. Osato had taken too much. “What does it matter?” Osato told herself at last. “Just a bit of waste.” But the feeling in the pit of her stomach told her otherwise. No one slept well that night.
     The next morning, the sky did not offer his food to the people. Parents had nothing for breakfast. Children cried, hungry. Osato knelt on the ground, rocking and sobbing. “I’m so sorry... “
     But the sky just sighed. With a great rush of air, it lifted itself up. High as the treetops. High as the mountaintops.
     High above the earth rose the sky, far beyond the reach of humans. “I gave you all you needed,” its voice floated down to Osato, “but still you took more. I cannot stand such greed. I must leave. I will not return.”
     “But how will we live?” wept Osato. “What will we eat?”
     There was silence.
     Osato’s tears fell to the Earth. And the Earth spoke. “Dry your tears,” it said gently. “I can feed you. But you will have to work for your living. You will have to learn to plow fields and sow seeds and harvest crops. And remember what you have learned today. Take only what you need. And I will give it gladly.”
     “Oh, I will,” promised Osato through her tears. “I’ll never take more than I need—ever, ever again.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session4/276450.shtml

2.12: Habitat at Home by Julie Simon (628 words) 
     Kylie groaned on the sofa. Her best friend Georgia was sick. It was Saturday, and the girls had planned to ride their bikes to Sundale Preserve that morning. But Georgia had a sore throat. Kylie had been looking forward to the trip all week. Sundale was her favorite place to go on weekends. She and Georgia could ride there without a grown-up if they stayed on the bike trail.
     The park was amazing. It had lots of space for exploring—flower gardens, fields, woods, a pond, and a stream. Kylie loved looking for the animals—fish, birds, lizards, and her favorite, butterflies. There was even a bat box that bats roosted in during the day and left at dusk. In the summer, Kylie would pick and eat wild blackberries, cool her feet in the bubbling stream, and watch turtles sunning on logs in the pond.
     The animals in the park had everything they needed to live—plants and other animals for food, places for shelter and nesting, and the pond and stream for water.
     Kylie’s kindergarten teacher called the Sundale Preserve a wildlife habitat. Earlier in the year, Kylie’s whole class had helped plant milkweed in the garden for butterfly food. Last weekend, Kylie and Georgia had seen tiny, golden eggs clinging to the leaves of some milkweed plants. She wanted to see if any of them had hatched into caterpillars yet.
     Unfortunately, Sundale was too far for her to ride to without her friend. Kylie had graduated from training wheels more than a year ago, but she had just turned six years old last month. Her mom offered to walk with her, but she didn’t really want to go without Georgia.
     So instead she moped on the sofa.
     “Why don’t you go look for caterpillars in the backyard?” her dad suggested.
     “We don’t have caterpillars in our yard,” Kylie said.
     “How do you know unless you look?” he asked.
     “But you need milkweed plants for caterpillars,” said Kylie. “And we don’t have those.”
     “Hmmm? We had caterpillars last year,” said Kylie’s dad. “Don’t you remember they ate up my parsley last summer? I planted extra parsley plants this year, just so we could have some for the caterpillars and some for us to eat.”
      Kylie had forgotten about that. Then she got an idea. She would go look for caterpillars in the backyard and also look to see if there was a spot where they could plant their own milkweed to feed the butterflies. Kylie smiled and raced outside.
     She headed straight for the veggie patch where the parsley was growing. Sure enough, a tiny, black caterpillar with a white band around the middle was climbing along a stem. She also spotted tiny eggs the color of butter on the leaves.
     Then she raced back inside the house. “Dad, can we plant milkweed for the butterflies today so they can have food this summer?” she asked.
     “Well, I’m pretty sure they already have some food out back. Remember, they loved gathering nectar from the coneflowers and asters last summer. We can plant some milkweed next spring. I think milkweed is what Monarch butterflies need for their eggs and caterpillars. We can also put out ripe fruit and see if the butterflies sip nectar from it.”
     “Ok. But today could we also dig a butterfly bath? And put out some basking rocks?” asked Kylie. She had learned that butterflies like to have “puddle parties” in shallow pools with muddy edges and they need heat-holding places to rest and sun their wings so they can warm up on cool mornings.”
     “Sure,” he said. “Let’s go look for some flat rocks and find a good, sunny spot.”
     Kylie was excited. She couldn’t wait create their new backyard habitat for butterflies.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session5/habitat-home

2.13: A Caterpillar Grows Up (1,197 words)
Adapted from The Family Finds Out by Edith Hunter (Boston: Beacon Press, 1966).
     Ellen was sitting up on a branch of the apple tree, swinging her legs. Her mother was looking over the vegetable garden.
     “Want to see a nice fat green worm?” her mother called.
     Ellen jumped down from the tree and ran over.
     “I guess that’s a cabbage worm,” said her mom. “He’s sitting on a cabbage leaf. See the big holes he’s eaten in the leaf?”
     “He’s just the same color as the leaf,” said Ellen. “He’s hard to see.”
     “I suppose there are a lot more of these worms around,” said her mother. “They don’t help us a bit, because they eat the cabbages.”
     “Would that worm grow up to be a butterfly, like a caterpillar does?” asked Ellen.
     “I guess so,” said her mother. “I suppose that really is a cabbage caterpillar, not a worm, and there are cabbage butterflies. You know those yellow ones with big black spots?”
     “Do you think we could keep him, Mommy, and watch him grow up?” asked Ellen. “Maybe we could see him turn into a butterfly!”
     “We could try it, Ellen. We know what he eats. You could feed him cabbage leaves every day.”
     “Let’s show him to Daddy,” said Ellen. “Maybe we can find something to keep him in.” She ran off into the house holding the green cabbage caterpillar close in her hand.
     Her father was working in the kitchen. “See my caterpillar, Daddy,” said Ellen. “I’m going to watch him grow up into a butterfly. Would you help me find a house for him?”
     “Let’s build him a house right now,” he said. “I have four small panes of window glass. We can use those for the sides of the house, and a piece of screen for the top of the house, and some wood for the floor of the house.”
     In just a few minutes they had made a fine large glass house and Ellen put the caterpillar right in. They put the screen over the top.
     “You can pull up one little cabbage plant each day to feed your caterpillar,” said her father. “There are more plants growing in the garden than we will ever be able to use. Probably if you wet the leaves before you put them in, he’ll get enough water. We’ll keep his glass house on the living-room table, so we can all see what happens to him.”
     Ellen ran right out into the yard and her mom helped her pull up one baby cabbage plant. Ellen brought it in and wet the leaves. Then she put it into the glass house.
     “There you are, Mr. Caterpillar! I hope you’ll grow up to be a butterfly soon,” said Ellen.
     For three days the caterpillar crawled around inside his glass house. Ellen put in fresh cabbage leaves each day. He seemed to be fine. On the third day he crawled up the glass on one side of his house. About half way up, he stopped.
     When her parents came home from work that night Ellen said, “My caterpillar is just sitting on the side of his house. He hasn’t moved all day. Do you think he’s dead?”
     They looked at the caterpillar. He seemed rather dried up. He wasn’t moving at all. “But if he were dead,” said her father, “I should think he would fall down. We’ll just have to wait and see. I never raised a butterfly before.”
     “You know,” said her mother, “when a caterpillar is nearly ready to become a butterfly he stays very still for a while. Sometimes he spins a cocoon, or he buries himself in the ground, or he just sits quietly in his old skin. They call him a chrysalis when he’s doing that. Then, when he’s ready, he comes out a butterfly.”
     They decided that either their caterpillar was a chrysalis now or he was dead. For about a week he didn’t seem to change much, except he got a little smaller looking. He didn’t look like a caterpillar any more even, just a dried-up little skin.
     A few days later, Ellen was standing in front of the glass house, wondering if anything was ever going to happen to that old caterpillar. Suddenly she noticed something! “Mom, Dad” she called. “I think I can see yellow wings inside. I’m sure I can.”
     Her parents came into the living room quickly.
     “See,” said Ellen, “there are two tiny yellow wings all folded up in there. I see some black spots too. Do you think he is going to come out and be a butterfly now?”
     “I guess that is exactly what is going to happen,” said her mother. “Why, this is the most wonderful thing I have ever seen! Let’s take the glass house out on the porch. We’ll watch the butterfly come out.”
     They put the caterpillar’s house on the porch railing and sat down beside it. They waited and waited and waited. Nothing seemed to be happening.
     “Maybe it will take a long time still,” said her father. “I guess we better not just sit here the rest of the day. Let’s go weed the beets and then come back and take a look.”
     After they had worked for a little while, Ellen said, “I’m going to go see the chrysalis for a minute,” and she ran up onto the porch.
     “Oh, look!” she called to her parents. “He’s a butterfly, already! He’s come out. He’s beautiful!”
     They came running. Instead of a dried-up old worm, there was a beautiful creamy yellow butterfly! His wings looked soft as silk. They were much, much bigger than the little wings that Ellen had seen all folded up. Now the butterfly was flapping them back and forth, back and forth.
     “Oh, I’m so sorry we missed seeing him come out of the chrysalis,” said her dad. “I shouldn’t have been in such a hurry. But isn’t he a beauty? See his long tongue! He can reach way down in the flowers with that.” The butterfly kept unrolling his tongue, and then rolling it up again.
     “I’m going to take off the roof of his house now,” said Ellen, “so he can fly away if he’s ready.” The butterfly did not fly away right away.
     Then after a minute her mother slipped her finger down next to him. Carefully he put out one of his long legs, his long new butterfly legs, and stepped onto her finger.
     Then Ellen put her finger next to her mother’s. Once again the butterfly reached out a long leg, and stepped out onto Ellen’s finger. Ellen lifted up her hand carefully. She held the butterfly out over the porch, in the bright afternoon sun.
     For a moment he clung to her finger. And then, opening out his silken wings, he flapped them gently and rose up in the air.
     “Fly away, fly away, butterfly dear,” Ellen and her parents sang as the lovely yellow butterfly flew off. They watched him fly across the street to the meadow.
     “He’s landing!” said Ellen. “He’s landed on a meadow flower!”
     It made them glad to see their very own brand-new butterfly having his first drink of the sweetness of a flower.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session6/276528.shtml 

2.14: And It Is Good by Janeen Grohsmeyer (875 words)
A Lamp in Every Corner (Boston: Skinner House, 2004).
     On a day not so very long ago, in a place not so very far away, a grass seed lay waiting. All through the cold, dark days of winter the seed waited, covered by a blanket of earth. In the spring, when the air was warmed by the sun and the land was watered by the rain, the seed began to grow. It grew roots deep into the earth. It grew a delicate pale green shoot up into the air. As the days went by, the shoot grew into a firm stalk, which waved in the hot summer breeze. It grew bright green leaves that opened to the sunshine, and then grew darker green as more days went by.
     It grew and grew and grew, until the seed was a tall stem of grass and was ready to make seeds of its own. In the fall, when the nights turned cool and the leaves on the trees flamed red and orange and gold, the grass plant knew it would soon be dying, and so it set free its seeds. They traveled on the wind, above field and stream and hill. Some of them slowly settled to the ground in a meadow, where they lay waiting, covered by a blanket of earth. And it was good.
     Now in that place not so very far away, a small field mouse was looking for food. Winter was coming, and the mouse was hungry. He went here and he went there, sniffing his way through the meadow, ears perked, eyes open, whiskers quivering, careful and cautious always, for there are many creatures that will eat a mouse. And as he sniffed and nibbled and then sniffed some more, he found a few of those grass seeds that lay covered by the blanket of earth. So he dug them up—scritch scratch!—and he ate them. And it was good.
     Now in that place not so very far away, a snake was hunting. Winter was coming, and she was hungry. She went here and she went there, gliding through the faded fallen leaves from the trees, and tasting the air with flickerings of her forked tongue. She tasted the scent of mouse, and followed the scent to the meadow. After a while, she found him. So she caught him—quick, snap!—in her jaws, and she ate him. And it was good.
     Now in the sky, high above that place not so very far away, a hawk was searching. Winter was coming, and the hawk was hungry. He went here and he went there, soaring on the wind with outstretched wings, looking down to the earth far below. And at the edge of the meadow, he saw the snake gliding through the faded fallen leaves. So he folded his wings and he plummeted, straight down to the ground, and he caught that snake—snatch, catch!—in his fiercely curved claws, and he ate her. And it was good.
     The days went by in that place no so very far away. The sun no longer warmed the air. Instead of rain, snow fell. The last of the leaves fell from the trees. The grass froze, and died. Winter had come.
     The hawk soared on outstretched wings, lifted high by the winter winds, hunting. But he was an old hawk. His wings did not beat so strongly as they used to. His eyes did not see so clearly. His hunts did not go well. One day, he plummeted to earth for the last time, and he died. And it was good.
     The body of the hawk lay on the ground all winter long, covered by snow. When spring came, the sun warmed the air, and the rain watered the land. Flies buzzed in the air. Ants scurried over the ground. Spring was here, and they were hungry. The ants and the flies found the body of the hawk. The flies laid their eggs in it, and the eggs hatched into maggots. The days went by, and the body of the hawk slowly disappeared, the flesh and feathers eaten by ants and maggots, the bones chewed on by small animals, and whatever was left provided food for bacteria and mold. In just a few weeks, the body of the hawk had completely melted back into the earth. And it was good.
      Now in the earth where the hawk had melted, a seed lay waiting. As spring turned into summer, and as the sun warmed the air and the rain watered the land, the seed began to grow. It shot a pale shoot up into the air. It pushed roots deep into the earth, which was made up of the body of the hawk, who had eaten the snake, who had eaten the mouse, who had eaten the seeds. And it was good.
     So, remember, in that place not so very far away, and in all the places all around, there is sun and there is rain. There are seeds and mice and snakes and hawks. There are ants and maggots and bacteria and mold. There are crocodiles and humans and plankton and daffodils and mushrooms. They all eat from each other. They all live, and they all die. And it is all good.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session7/and-it-is-good 

2.15: Noah's Wife, The Story of Naamah (1,096 words)
Noah's Wife: The Story of Naamah (C) Text 1996 Sandy Eisenberg Sasso. Permission granted by Jewish Lights Publishing, Woodstock, VT, www.jewishlights.com.
"Naamah" is pronounced "NAY-ma."
     In the time when the world was still young, plants and animals and people filled all creation. But the people were not always kind to one another.
In earth's garden, there lived a man named Noah and a woman named Naamah. God said to Noah and Naamah, "There is too much hate on earth and in people's hearts. But your hearts are good, and you can help me begin again."
     God said to Noah, "Make yourself an ark of gopher wood. Do this quickly, for I am about to bring a great flood to destroy all that is under the sky. Bring two of every animal that lives on this earth, birds and cattle and creeping things of every kind. Gather enough food for you and for them and store it in the ark."
     Then God called out to Naamah, "Walk across the land and gather the seeds of all the flowers and all the trees. Take two of every kind of living plant and bring each one onto the ark. They shall not be for food, but they shall be your garden, to tend and to keep. Work quickly. The rains begin tomorrow." Naamah tied an apron of many pockets around her waist and walked through all of the earth's fields and gardens. She journeyed into the forest and carefully gathered the spores from the moss that made a carpet at her feet. She placed them in the cool deep pockets of her apron, away from the light of the sun.
    She came upon the giant redwoods. They carried their cones too high for her hands to reach. "God," called Naamah, "blow me a wind so that the redwoods will let go of their seeds and I may gather them." Just then a fierce howling sound blew through the forest and soon at Naamah's feet were the cones of the redwoods.
     Naamah picked acorns from the oak trees, and nuts from the pecan and pistachio. The winged seeds of the maples snapped under the gentle pull of her hands. She carefully lifted the seedlings of the cedar and cypress, the persimmon and plum. She found every tree, from acacia to ziziphus.
    Naamah walked into the fields right past the dandelions, pretending not to notice their feathery yellow heads sprouting over the grass. "Naamah," called God, "gather the seeds of every living plant!" And Naamah knew that God meant the dandelions too. Reluctantly, she placed their seeds in her pockets with all the others. Because Naamah had ignored them, God made certain that dandelions would cover the earth.
     Naamah gathered the seeds of the sunflowers and buttercups, the orchids and jasmine. The fields blossomed with dahlias and daffodils, lilies and lavender. She picked two of every kind and planted them in red clay pots to carry onto the ark. She collected all the flowers, from the amaryllis to the zinnia.
     Tomatoes burst with seed and avocado pits rested in their green fruit. The fields were ripe with potatoes and pomegranates, oranges and okra, lima beans and lemons. Naamah carried large straw baskets to hold all the varieties of fruits and vegetables, everything from apples to zucchini.
     When Naamah had collected the seeds and seedlings of every living plant upon the earth, she arranged every plant and seed, each in its special place on the ark. Then she made a sign that said:
     NAAMAH'S GARDEN—these plants are not for food.
     Then the sun disappeared, lightning flashed and thunder boomed. Dark clouds filled the sky and rain poured from the heavens until the waters covered all the lime green aspens and the emerald green pines.
     Noah and Naamah looked out over the waters and were sad for all that had been destroyed. For forty days and forty nights the skies never brightened, and the rains never ceased.
     On the ark, Noah and Naamah cared for the lions and the leopards, the porcupines and parrots, the oppossums and orangutans. Some of the animals liked to eat in the day, and others wanted to eat at night. Just as the squirrels closed their eyes for the evening, the owls hooted for food.
     There were as many sounds as there were animals on the ark. The coyotes howled, the snakes hissed and the peacocks shrieked; the noise never stopped. Water was everywhere, but there was none for a bath. The smell of the animals filled the ark.
     At these times Noah and Naamah would breathe the sweet aroma of the flowers and sit in the quiet of the plants that they called Naamah's garden. They prayed for the rains to stop.
     After forty days and forty nights, a rushing wind rolled over the waters and the rains ceased. The ark rested on the mountains of Ararat. When Naamah and Noah looked out the window atop the ark, they saw the black sky soften into shades of blue.
     Finally the ground was dry and firm. Two by two, Noah led the animals from the ark. Some pranced, some flew, some slithered, and in this way they spread out over the earth.
     Naamah carefully placed all the seeds and seedlings in the deep pockets of her apron. As soon as she set foot on the new land, Naamah knelt down, put her hands into the soft moist earth, and made small cradles in which to plant. She placed downy tufts of milkweed seeds in her palms and held them up to the sky to let the wind carry them in all directions.
     Naamah took off her sandals and let her feet sink into the soft soil. She sighed with delight at the touch of the land. Morning gave way to afternoon, and Naamah worked without rest. As she patted the earth around a small raspberry bush, a dark red berry fell generously into her hand. The taste of ripened raspberry refreshed her.
     God saw all that Naamah had planted and God said, "Because of your great love for the earth, I will make you guardian of all living plants." For a single moment, God gave Naamah's eyes the vision to see into the future and from one end of the earth to the other. She saw how the seeds were carried great distances, and how they landed softly on the soft ground. As God had promised, dandelions were everywhere.
     Naamah delighted in how the trees grew tall and spread umbrellas of shade over the earth. Flowers sprinkled yellow, peach and lilac over the fields. To this day whenever someone digs in the earth and plants a seed, Naamah's garden continues to grow.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session8/naamah

2.16: The Most Beautiful Bower in the World by Janeen Grohsmeyer (1,095 words)
     In the land of Australia, where koalas climb high in eucalyptus trees and kangaroos bound across grassy plains on great big feet, a baby bird pecked his way out of his shell.
     His mother called him Kejaro, and she brought him good fruit to eat. Every day, for dessert, she brought him bugs. His feathers were brown and green, just like his mother’s. Both Kejaro and his mother had pale blue eyes.
     Every day, Kejaro ate fruit and bugs, to help him grow bigger. Every day, he flapped his wings hard, to help him grow stronger.
     And every night, his mother told him stories about his father. “He was handsome, with satiny blue feathers,” she told him. “He was graceful, with a beautiful dance. He was charming, with a lovely voice. And he built the most beautiful bower in the world.”
     “What’s a bower?” asked Kejaro, for all he knew of the world was their nest, high in a tree and surrounded by green leaves, and the slivers of blue far above them that his mother said was “sky.”
     “A bower is a special nest, built upon the ground,” his mother told him. “With his feet, your father smoothed the ground to make a dancing floor. With his beak, he placed each twig, just so, to make an archway. He chewed leaves and berries to make paint then dipped a piece of bark into it and painted the archway’s walls. He flew far and wide to find the prettiest flowers and feathers and shells to decorate the bower with, and all of them were of the most beautiful blue.”
     “Like the sky?” Kejaro asked.
     “Like the sky,” his mother agreed. “When I came to the bower, your father danced and sang for me, and then I joined him on the dancing floor. Someday, Kejaro, you will build a bower for your lady love.”
     Then his mother covered him with her wing, for it was time to sleep. Kejaro closed his eyes, wondering what kind of bower he would build when he was grown.
     When Kejaro was three weeks old, he flew for the very first time. Soon, he could swoop and soar and zoom up and zoom down. He went high enough to see the sky, and it was huge, not just little slivers. It stretched from one end of the world to the other, and all of it was of the most beautiful blue.
     A few days later, he and his mother left their nest. They flew until they found a flock of other birds. All of them had brown and green feathers and pale blue eyes.
Kejaro spent his days playing with his new friends. They flew high in the sky, zipping and zooming and swooping and soaring. They ate fruit from trees and bushes. Sometimes, for dessert, they would hunt bugs. At night, they slept on the branches of trees. Around them, koalas climbed high in the eucalyptus trees and kangaroos bounded across the grassy plains on great big feet.
     When Kejaro was five years old, he noticed that he had some new feathers that were a dark, satiny blue. The other boys had some new dark feathers, too. All the girls were still green and brown. Kejaro decided he didn’t want to spend his days zipping and zooming and swooping and soaring.
     He wanted to build.
     Kejaro flew into the forest, searching for just the right spot. He found it, surrounded by four tall trees, with a little rivulet of water not far away. With his feet, he smoothed the ground to make a dancing floor. With his beak, he placed each twig, just so, to make an archway. He chewed leaves and berries to make paint then used a piece of bark to paint the archway’s walls. He flew far and wide to find the prettiest flowers and feathers and shells to decorate his bower with, and all of them were of the most beautiful blue.
     Every day, he noticed that more of his own feathers were turning satiny blue. Every day, he practiced dancing and singing, making the sounds of other creatures he heard. Every day, he smoothed the dancing floor and rearranged the flowers and feathers and shells.
     Some days he went hunting for more decorations. Kejaro found snail shells and bright leaves and beetle wings, but he liked blue parrot feathers the best. He took a few from another bird’s bower a few flights away. The next day when he came back from a trip, every single one of his blue parrot feathers were gone. So Kejaro went searching again.
     In the spring, a lovely green and brown bird with pale blue eyes came to his bower. He danced and sang his best for her, but then she flew away.
     Kejaro was sad, but he promised himself, “I’ll do it better next time.” All that next year he built and rebuilt his bower, painting the archway, smoothing the dancing floor, finding and arranging his decorations of the most beautiful blue. Almost half of his own feathers were satiny blue now, and he practiced his singing and his dancing, too.
     That spring, three birds came to his bower, and he sang and danced for each of them. Two of them left when he was finished, and one of them stayed for a little while, but none of them joined him on the dancing floor.
     Once again, Kejaro was sad, but once again he promised himself: “I’ll do it better next time.” All that year he worked hard, trying to build the most beautiful bower in the world. When spring came again, all of his own feathers were dark satiny blue. He gleamed in the sunshine, and his eyes were as blue as the sky.
     One morning, a lovely green and brown bird with pale blue eyes came to his bower. She watched as he danced and sang his best for her. Kejaro finished his song and waited, hoping she thought he was handsome and graceful and charming, hoping she would stay.
     She hopped over to him and said, “My name is Camira.”
     “My name is Kejaro,” he told her, wondering if she would be his lady love.
     Camira fluttered her wings a little and said, “You have built the most beautiful bower in the world.”
     And Kejaro was happy, for that meant he had finally done it right this time.
Then he was happier still, for Camira joined him on the dancing floor, and the two of them danced together inside the most beautiful bower in the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session9/beautiful-bower

2.17: The Way of the Otter by Julie Simon (565 words)
     Daniel firmly grips his paddle and pulls hard against the water. He watches as the paddle tip dives below the surface, then leaves behind a tiny whirlpool as the paddle rises above the water. The kayak glides forward. He peers into the tall cattails arching above the sides of the kayak and scans for mud chutes. A light breeze wafts his hair back from his eyes. But he cannot see the banks at all in the dim dawn light.
     They paddle on and soon emerge from the cattails and reeds of the marsh channel, into a small open stream. The sun climbs and glows up over the horizon. Now Daniel can see muddy, grassy chutes among the roots and bushes covering the banks of the stream.
     “Mom, over there,” he whispers, pointing to some marshy grasses across from the second chute. “We can wait over there. If we’re quiet, they won’t notice us.”
     They slowly paddle the kayak to the spot Daniel has suggested, backing it in so they can look out at the chute, undetected among the grasses. Then they wait—quiet and watchful—breathing in the moist air. Daniel is prepared to wait the whole morning—or longer—if need be. He is an experienced otter spotter.
     But he does not have to wait long today. Three river otters amble along the bank. They have long, slender, brown, fur-covered bodies, with long narrow tails, and cute faces with long whiskers. One is much bigger than the other two. A mom and her two pups are out looking for breakfast. They slide down the mud chute into the stream unaware that they are being watched. Daniel is excited but he stays quiet, hardly breathing with delight.
     The otters dive underwater looking for small fish, clams, and crayfish. They each find a meal and climb up the bank to enjoy it. Then the otters slide back down the chute and dive for more food. One of the pups must be full. He quickly emerges from under the water with a rock instead of a fish, flips onto his back, and tosses the rock between his front paws. He looks like he is juggling.
     Daniel can barely keep back his giggles. But he is hoping for even more fun. Sure enough, after the other pup eats her fill of fish, she joins her brother juggling two rocks while floating on her back. Then her brother decides it’s time to play slide and chase. He dashes up the bank and slides down the chute on his stomach. He lands in the stream with a swoosh, then dives and swims up beside his sister. She rolls and drops her rock. The two pups splash and roll across the stream. They chase each other up the bank and down the mud slide over and over again.
     Eventually, Momma Otter finishes her breakfast too. She joins the pups in the slide and chase game. They are three otters rolling and splashing and frolicking their way along the stream.
     Finally, Daniel can no longer contain his laughter. He giggles through his fingers. The otters stop and look over at the reeds where Daniel and his mom are hidden. Then they scramble up the bank and disappear into the shrubs. Daniel sighs a tired, contented sigh. Now he will go have his own breakfast. He has seen the play of the otter.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session10/otter

2.18: The Noble Ibex: A Jataka Tale by Sarah Conover (1,046 words)
From the book Kindness: A Treasury of Buddhist Wisdom for Children and Parents.
     Once upon a time, the Buddha was born as a magnificent ibex. The forest in which he lived was far from civilization and therefore tranquil, inhabited by many creatures both small and large. Along the banks of clear, babbling brooks were found rare flowers, which blossomed nowhere else on earth. Trees towered above the lush undergrowth and kept the forest cool and mild.
     The noble ibex that lived in this forest, the Former Buddha, was as beautiful as he was sleek and swift. He had the body of an animal but the intelligence and empathy of a human being. So deep was his kindness for all living creatures that he often trod delicately so as not to crush anything. He ate nothing but the tips of grasses already gone to seed.
     As this region was renowned for its great beauty, hunting parties would at times make long journeys to reach it. On one such occasion, a king and his friends camped on the edge of the forest, hoping to bag large amounts of game before the end of their stay. One morning, the king set out on horseback with his small group following him. Not long after, the king caught a glimpse of the splendid ibex and wanted to hunt him down. Snapping his reins across his horse’s neck, the king dashed away in chase, leaving the group far behind.
     When the ibex heard the quick pounding of hooves, he turned and saw the king swiftly bearing down upon him. The king’s bow was drawn taut and an arrow ready in the sites. Although the ibex could have fought the king’s attack, he chose to avoid violence, even in self-defense. So, the ibex spun around and took off with great speed towards the dense center of the forest, confident the king could not catch him. Through the thick forest he sprang, still pursued by the king, but the distance between them was increasing. The ibex came to a familiar, small, deep chasm and leapt over it effortlessly. But the king’s horse, coming to that same rocky cliff, abruptly pressed his weight backwards and refused to jump. The king had been watching the ibex, not the forest floor. So, when the horse stopped with a jolt, the surprised king fell forward, headlong, into the chasm.
     After a time, the ibex heard no hoof beats in pursuit. He slowed and twisted his head around to examine the situation behind him. There in the distance he spotted the rider-less horse at the chasm’s edge and correctly guessed what had happened to the king. A sudden welling of kindness overcame him. He anticipated that the king must be in severe pain, surely having broken a number of bones in the fall. He knew also that the king would never survive long in this forest because there were many tigers and other beasts.
     The ibex walked up to the chasm edge and saw the king far below, moaning and writhing in pain. He no longer looked upon the king as his enemy, but felt his suffering keenly. The Former Buddha gently inquired, “I hope your majesty has no serious wounds? Might the pain of your injuries be diminishing by now?”
     The king looked up at the ibex in utter astonishment. He felt a dreadful pang of remorse for his behavior towards this noble animal. Oh, how the king felt his shame!
     “You see, your Excellency,” comforted the Ibex, “I am no wild devil to be hunted for sport. I am just a peaceful creature living within the bounds of this beautiful forest.”
     “Oh!” blurted the king. “It is I who acted as a beast, not you! Can you ever forgive me?” he asked. “My physical pain right now,” continued the king, “is far less than the pain I feel for having threatened a noble creature as yourself.”
     “Sire,” responded the ibex, “let me help you out of your predicament. I can rescue you if you’ll trust me.” The ibex took the king’s silence as a sign of goodwill and knew that the king would accept his help. He then searched for a boulder as heavy as a man and practiced lifting it. When he felt he could do it safely, without slipping, he made his way down the rocks beside the king. “If you mount me as you would your horse, your Excellency, I believe I can leap out of the chasm with you on my back,” offered the ibex.
     The king followed these directions and held on as best he could. In an instant the ibex leapt in a great arc onto the cliff rim. There the king found his waiting horse but was so overtaken by the goodness of the ibex he could not leave. “What can I do to repay you?” begged the king. “If you would come to my palace, we would see that your every need was met. I can’t bear to think of you left in this forest with hunters in pursuit. Please, please come back with me,” insisted the king.
     “Sire, do you think I, who am so contented in the forest, could really adjust to that? I love nothing better than to live here, in peace. But there is one great favor I would ask of you.”
     “Anything,” said the king.
     “I ask that you give up hunting for sport. You now realize that all creatures want happiness and security. Can it be right to do to them what you yourself would despise? A true king,” proclaimed the ibex, “will gain his people’s love by showing great goodness, not by showing power.”
     The grateful king agreed to the request. “Now, let me show you the way back to safety,” suggested the ibex. “Mount your horse and I will guide you home to your camp.”
     The king soon returned to his palace, and the ibex disappeared into the shelter of the forest. But forevermore, the king lived by the wise words of the noble ibex, the Former Buddha. He forbade hunting for sport throughout his kingdom’s domain. He protected his people, but no longer waged costly wars against nearby countries. His kingdom flourished. And thus, the good king was greatly loved and respected by his people as the gentlest and wisest of all kings.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session11/noble-ibex

2.19: Treasure Stones by Janeen Grohsmeyer (825 words)
     In a time not so long ago and in a place not so far away, there lived a boy named Arthur Lismer. Arthur always had a pencil in his pocket, because Arthur loved to draw. He drew clouds. He drew birds. He drew flowers. He drew many beautiful things. And he drew pictures of stones.
    “Why are you drawing a boring old stone?” his friends would ask. “They’re just... gray. They’re just... rocks.”
     “Stones are beautiful,” Arthur told them. “Just look. Some stones have gold flecks. Some have tiny crystals. In the rain, a stone can change color. In the sunshine, it can sparkle. Every stone is a treasure; every stone is beautiful. Just look!”
     Arthur would draw pictures anywhere, anytime. He drew in the morning at the breakfast table. He drew during lunchtime at school. He drew on moonlit nights outside, surrounded by trees. He drew on train rides through the countryside. He even drew on Sundays in church.
     “Put that away,” his mother would tell him, and so Arthur would close his sketchbook and put his pencil in his pocket, and he would listen to their minister at the Unitarian chapel in Sheffield. But sometimes during the service he would still be thinking about drawing.
     When Arthur was thirteen, he went to a school just for artists. After he graduated, he sold his drawings to people. But he didn’t make very much money at it.
     So, when he was twenty-six years old, Arthur decided to leave England and sail across the Atlantic Ocean, all the way to Canada. He got an ax and chopped up his desk, and he used its wood to build a trunk. He put some clothes and his drawing paper and his pencils into the trunk, and he moved to Canada.
     The trees and the flowers and the animals in Canada were all new to Arthur, and all of them were beautiful. He traveled to many places, going to the mountains and the prairies and the lakes and the rivers of that great land, painting pictures of the things he saw.
     People liked his pictures. They liked seeing the world through his eyes. Most people hadn’t traveled very far, and Canada is a very big country. Arthur’s pictures were like windows into a new world.
      In his pictures, people could see a river of snow flowing down a mountainside. They saw trees with great gnarly roots all twisted together. They saw a church and houses surrounded by fields of grain. They saw gray rocks colored bright red by the setting sun. They saw a tree bowing in the wind, and above it, little white clouds following each other across the sky like little ducklings in a row.
     People hadn’t seen that before. They hadn’t realized just how magnificent Canada was. “Just look,” Arthur said. “Look and see.”
     Many people bought Arthur’s pictures to put in their homes. People put his pictures in schools, and in offices, and even on postage stamps.
     Five years after Arthur came to Canada, he became a teacher in an art school, showing people how to create art. Not just with paper and pencil, but with wire and cloth and felt and feather and bits of rock and all kinds of things.
      On Saturdays, he taught classes in a museum. People of all ages came, all in the same room. Parents learned right along with their children. Arthur would talk for a while about the paintings, about the artists who created them and where and when the paintings were made. And then, he would ask everyone: “What do you see in that picture? What do you think it means? What do you like? What kind of beauty is there for you?”
     On Sundays, he taught children at his Unitarian church. “Let’s go outside!” he would usually say. “Let’s see what we can find. Let’s see.”
      “I found a stone,” a child said, one day. “It’s just gray.”
     “Let’s see,” Arthur said. He licked his finger to get it wet. Then he rubbed his finger on the little stone. The stone turned pink and then purple and then gray again.
     “It’s like a rainbow!” the child said.
     Arthur took out his pencil from his pocket (he always carried a pencil) and drew two small dots on one end of the stone, and then a long curving line on the other.
     “It’s like a mouse!” the child said.
     He turned the rock over so they could see all the little spidery lines in the cracks.
     “It’s a like a map!” the child said.
     Then sunshine came, and the rock began to sparkle.
     “Now it’s silver and gold!” the child said. “It’s like treasure.”
     “It is treasure,” Arthur said.
     The child nodded, holding tightly the stone that was a rainbow and a mouse and a map and a treasure. “It’s my treasure stone,” the child said. “I can see that now.”
     What kind of treasures do you see?
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session12/treasure-stones

2.20: Green Like the Wind by Julie Simon (653 words)
     In a bay of the North Sea, in the middle of Denmark, on an island called Samso, the wind blows and blows. On this windy island, lived a man named Soren Hermansen. He farmed some land and played guitar in a band, but mostly he thought about the planet. On the island also lived fishermen and dentists, shop keepers and ferry boat drivers, teachers and electricians, and of course children. The children loved to fly kites on the windy beach of the island.
     The people of Samso were ordinary in many ways—especially when it came to thinking about and using energy. They drove cars that ran on gasoline. To power their lights, they used electricity carried by a big underground cable from the mainland. And during the long, cold nights of winter, they kept their homes toasty warm with oil brought to Samso by giant tankers. All of Samso’s energy had to be made somewhere off the island.
     Then one day, thinking about energy on Samso became extraordinary! The island was picked to be the energy demonstration project by the government of Denmark. From that day forward, Samso would work to use green energy and create all its energy right on the island—local energy—as much as possible.
     Now Soren Hermansen, the man who thought a lot about the planet, knew making green energy locally would be less polluting for the island, Denmark, and the planet. He became Samso’s champion for green energy. So, he brought lots of people together to figure out greener ways to save energy and to make energy on their very own Island of Samso.
     At first, many of the grownups on the island were not convinced it could be done. They thought green, locally-created energy would cost too much money. They thought it would take too much time out of their already busy days. They thought it would just be too hard and too much trouble. What could they do on such a small island?
     But Soren Hermansen did not give up. He knew his country had a long history of co-operative community projects. So, he continued to get people together. He asked the children for ideas. He asked the grownups for ideas. He asked for big ideas and little ideas. What about riding bicycles instead of driving cars someone suggested? What about collecting energy from the sun? How about using all the wind that we have on the island?
     After several years of thinking and talking, a few residents decided it was time to start doing. One person put up a small used wind turbine in the backyard to make electricity to use at home. Another invested money to build a huge wind turbine. Then he sold the wind-powered electricity to the power company who connected it to the homes on Samso. Finally, Samso had two green energy projects! The island residents still used plenty of polluting power from other places, but it was a good start.
     Then one winter night, an icy storm shut off electricity on Samso. All the lights went out and everywhere was dark. Except the house with its own backyard wind turbine. It continued its “whoosh whoosh” throughout the storm. After that, a lot more people on Samso got serious about green energy sources from right on the island.
     Some people installed solar panels on their farms. Someone built a biomass furnace to burn straw from the fields rather than oil. And someone invented a way to make tractor fuel from plants that grow on the island, instead of using gasoline. More and more people jumped in and figured out what they could do to contribute to green energy right on Samso. Many pooled their money to build more big wind turbines. Today, 20 wind turbines on the island and in the sea around it help power Samso and even send extra green energy back to the mainland of Denmark.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session13/green-like-wind

2.21: Enough Stuff by Julie Simon (738 words)
     Jamie sat on his bed, while his Dad talked on the phone. In just three weeks, Jamie was going to turn seven. He couldn’t wait. He was having a pirate party. He already had his costume: his ripped white T-shirt, some torn black pants that his Mom had cut jaggedly at the knee, a black eye patch, and the colorful stuffed parrot that he sometimes slept with.
     Jamie loved birthdays. He loved being the center of attention, eating pizza, having his grandparents come over—his Grandma Delia made the best chocolate cake in the world. But most of all, he couldn’t wait for his friends to come over so they could run around in the backyard and play in the pirate ships he and his Dad were making. Yesterday, their neighbor Cameron had told them about a refrigerator box sitting by the side of the road a few blocks away from their house. But Jamie wanted to make at least two ships and maybe have a cannonball fight. Jamie’s Dad hung up the phone.
     “Well, there is still one empty refrigerator box that they haven’t broken down at Montgomery’s Appliance store over on Fennbridge Road. That’s just a mile away. I told the owner we would pick it up by noon.”
     “Yippee! Can we go get it now? Then we can make two ships to use for a cannonball battle at the party.”
     “Whoa, kiddo. How about after some breakfast? Then we’ll have energy to work on making the ships once we get the box home. Now what were you going to use for cannonballs?”
     “Well, I thought newspaper rolled into balls would work. They won’t hurt us and we have a lot of newspaper in the living room.”
     Jamie’s dad laughed. “We do have plenty of newspaper. I guess it’s time I put some of those piles out with the recycling. But I’ll set aside some for making cannonballs and then we can recycle it after the birthday party.”
     Just then, Jamie’s mom walked into the room. “Speaking of birthdays…. What do you want for your birthday?” she asked. Jamie looked around his bedroom. He spotted plastic Legos, wood and cardboard blocks, toy trucks and cars, two stuffed bears, a stuffed monkey, fish, and the parrot; a magnetic building set, his wooden train set, a magic kit, and about 10 books piled next to his bed. And that was just the stuff sitting out on the floor.
     Then he said, “I don’t know, Mommy. I do have lots of toys and books already. Can I think about it?”
     “Of course,” said his mom. “But if you want something special, let us know soon. Now how about helping me work on the party invitations while Daddy makes us some eggs? I’m getting hungry.”
     Jamie grabbed his polar bear from his bed and went into the study to help his mom write the invitations.
     “You know, Jamie,” said his mom. “We could make it a ‘no presents’ birthday this year if you want. Instead of bringing presents for you, you could ask your friends to donate items for an animal shelter or another charity you like.”
     Jamie looked at his mom. He had actually been to a “no presents” birthday. His cousin Kai who had turned 10 last August had a tropical pool party. And there were no presents. Instead, everyone had brought donations—whatever they wanted—to help save the rainforest.
     But the party was a blast. They swam at the neighborhood pool, and had crazy hat relay races in the pool and dove for coins in the deep end. Jamie was on his neighborhood swim team so he could swim and dive with Kai and all his older friends. They ate mangos, pineapple, and coconuts, which Jamie loved. Kai told Jamie it was the best birthday ever, and he felt great sending a check for $200 to the Save the Rainforest Fund.
     “Mommy,” said Jamie. “I think a ‘no presents’ birthday would be good. Maybe we could have everyone donate money if they want to. Do you think we could find someone who is helping polar bears and give the money to them?”
     “I bet we could,” said his Mom. “We’ll spend a little time researching that. How about we start with a wildlife group like World Wildlife Fund?”
     “Yes,” said Jamie. He hugged his polar bear. “I’d like to help the polar bears. I have enough stuff.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session14/enough-stuff 

2.22: Growing Green by Janeen Grohsmeyer (909 words)
Holding up an apple (or other fruit) as you begin telling this story provides a focus. If no one responds to your questions, or if the group is too big, you can give your own answers. If appropriate, slice the fruit and hand out pieces to students.
     Have you ever eaten an apple?
     Do you like to have them sliced up? Or do you like to bite into a whole apple with your own teeth and have it go crunch? Do you like red apples? Green? Maybe golden?
     After you’ve eaten the apple, what do you do with the core, the part with the seeds and the stem?
[Hold it up if you have a real apple.]
     At home? At school? Here?
     Someday, this apple core will rot. It will get mushy and brown. It will fall apart into smaller and smaller pieces. After a long while, those little pieces of apple core will be part of the dirt. That’s called composting, when pieces of plants turn into dirt.
     The apple seeds can grow in that dirt. The seeds can grow into apple trees. Those apple trees will make more apples. Those apples will have apple cores. And those apples cores will make more dirt, for more seeds, for more trees, for more apples.
     That’s the circle of life. Things change and turn into other things, and everything works together to create something new.
     Here is a story about people in a Unitarian Universalist congregation, who changed how they did things. They decided to work together and create something new.
     First, they decided they wanted to have a Green Sanctuary. A sanctuary is a sacred place, a place where you can be safe. The room where we have worship services is a sacred place, and that room is called a sanctuary.
      Now, having a green sanctuary doesn’t mean you have to paint the walls of that room green. Being green means you help things grow, like plants. They’re green.
     Being green means being part of the circle of life. Being green means taking care of the Earth, and treating the Earth like a sacred place. The Earth isn’t just our home. The Earth is our sanctuary.
     The Earth is too big for one person, or even one group, to take care of. So we all work together, and each of us takes care of the part where we are.
     To help the Earth, the people in the congregation decided to make a garden and grow food. To have a garden, you need good dirt. To get good dirt, you need compost.
     So, whenever the RE class has snacks on Sundays, they collect all the apple cores. Of course, they don’t always eat apples. Some days they collect orange peels, or watermelon rinds, or the green leaves off strawberries. Banana peels, celery leaves, carrot tops, cherry pits... All of those plants can become compost.
     They need a place to put all the plant pieces, so the plants can have time to turn into dirt.
     The older kids got hammers and nails and wood. They built a big, sturdy box, called a compost bin. Some grownups helped.
     That compost bin sits outside near the garden. And every Sunday, all the leftover plant pieces from all the RE classes go into the compost bin. The apple cores and the banana peels and the carrot tops and everything else get brown and mushy, then fall apart bit by bit. People put leaves and grass in there, too. It takes a while, but finally, all the plants compost and turn into good brown dirt.
     The people in this congregation have Garden days. Everybody gets shovels and rakes. They take the compost, that good brown dirt, and they mix it in with the dirt that’s already there.
     In the spring, they plant seeds—tomatoes, cucumbers, strawberries, all kinds of good things to eat. Some flowers, too.
     All through the summer on Sundays, some of the kids in the RE classes go out and water the plants. Some kids pull out weeds. Some mix in more compost. Parents and teachers help, too. There’s always a lot to do in a garden.
     But sometimes, it’s nice to just sit and look at a garden. A lot of people do that. They watch the birds that come. They watch the butterflies. They touch the plants and sniff their flowers and listen to the humming of the bees.
     Gardens are good places to be.
     Especially when the food is ready to eat. You can pull a little red tomato off its green stem and pop it right into your mouth. You can eat a strawberry that’s still warm from the sun. You can split open pea pods and eat the tiny green peas, one by one by one.
     Yes, gardens are good places to be.
     But not everyone has a garden. Not everyone has enough food to eat. So, the people in this congregation decided to share what they had grown. Some days, they pick the tomatoes and the cucumbers and the peas. They put them in bags and they take them to a food pantry, a place where anybody who’s hungry can get something to eat. Sometimes the grownups and the older kids stay and help to cook food there. They make sandwiches and soup.
     And if there’s any food left over, any apple cores or carrot tops or celery leaves, they bring those plant pieces back to their garden and put them in the compost bin. There, the plant pieces will turn into good brown dirt, and the compost will help the garden grow again.
     And so, the circle of life goes on, around and around, and in the green sanctuary that is the Earth, people work together and help make things new.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session15/growing-green 

2.23: Mussa and Nagib (465 words)
Adapted from a story by Malba Tahan (pen name for Julio Cesar de Mello e Souza, 1895-1975), a mathematician from Brazil who also wrote The Man Who Counted (Editorial Record, 2001), which was first published in Brazil in 1949.
     Once, two friends named Mussa and Nagib made a journey through the mountains of Persia on camel back. (Leader — If you have fashioned clay camels, you can start with the characters on camel back outside of the theater.)
     They came after a time to a place where a stream flowed by a sandy bank and trees gave shade. (Leader — Walk the characters down to the river’s edge.)
     There they had a discussion, which turned into an argument. Nagib grew angry, and for the first time ever, he slapped Mussa across the face. (Leader — You may wish to act this out with the characters explicitly or less so.)
     Mussa was stunned. He felt angry. He wanted to slap Nagib back. But then he thought, “I cannot be too mad at my friend because I could have done the same thing. We are alike, and I care about him, and I don’t want to fight with him anymore.” So, he walked over to the trees instead and picked up a stick. (Leader — Show this with the character.) With the stick he wrote in the sand, “Today my best friend slapped me.” (Leader — Use the toothpick to write this in the sand for all to see.)
     Then he and his friend stood in silence and watched as the desert wind blew the words in the sand away. (Leader — Blow the sand gently, until the writing disappears.)
     By the time the writing had disappeared Nagib had said that he was sorry. The friends got back on their camels and rode to their destination in a distant city. On their trip back through the mountain pass they stopped again at the same river. (Leader — You can show this with the characters leaving the stage and then returning.)
     This time the two friends decided to take a swim. Since their first visit, the rains had made the current stronger and river much deeper. Mussa, the friend who had been slapped, stepped into the water first. Right away, he slipped on a rock, was dragged under by the current, and began to drown. Nagib jumped in without a second thought and pulled his friend to safety. (Leader — Show these actions with the clay figures.)
     The two friends again sat in silence for some time until Mussa had regained his breath. Then he rose and went to his saddlebags. There he found a carving knife. This time he went to a rock near the river. (Leader — Show the character moving off and back.)
     Into the rock he carved these words, “Today my best friend saved me.” (Leader — Use the toothpick or other sharper object to write the words in the clay.)
     Again, the two friends sat in silence. Finally, Nagib spoke, “My friend, after I hurt you, you wrote the words in sand. Now after I saved you, you wrote the words in stone, why?” (Leader — Demonstrate this dialogue, using the characters.)
     Mussa replied, “When someone hurts us, we should write it down in sand where the winds of forgiveness can erase it away. This way our hearts are free from bitterness, and we can renew our friendships. But, when someone does something kind for us, we must engrave it in stone and in our hearts so that we will never forget.”
     “Thank you, my friend,” said Nagib. “I am very grateful for our friendship. I don’t ever want to hurt you again.”
     The two friends embraced and continued on their journey together. (Leader – Have the two characters embrace. You can have them continue their journey, if you made camels, or just say, “The End.”)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session5/123298.shtml 

2.24: The Messiah Is Among You (995 words)
Recrafted with permission of the author, Francis Dorff, O. Praem, of the Norbertine Community of Albuquerque, New Mexico, from his story, "The Rabbi's Gift," which is copyrighted by The New Catholic World magazine.
     Mr. Cohen was the teacher of the most quarrelsome third grade class you could ever imagine. The kids in that class argued about everything. They argued about who should stand in front of the lunch line. They argued about what games to play during recess. They argued about who was the best reader in the class. And if Mr. Cohen asked them whether it was sunny or rainy outside, they even argued about that!
     Mr. Cohen was at his wits' end. There was so much arguing going on that no one was learning anything. When they tried to do multiplication problems, Janie and Stan argued about whether "two times two" was the same as "two plus two," or not. When it was time for spelling, Carmen and Ling began to quibble about who should get the first turn in the spelling bee. In music class, Carlos and Beth each tried to grab the tambourine and Carlos ended up in the nurse's office when the tambourine hit him on the head.
     Mr. Cohen tried everything. He promised the class an ice cream party if they could get through just one day without an argument. No sooner had he made this offer than Charles and Bobby began to argue about whether they should get chocolate chip ice cream or cookie dough.
     Mr. Cohen threatened the kids. He told them he'd send anyone who was arguing to the principal's office. That didn't work either. The principal, Mrs. Sanchez, pulled Mr. Cohen aside at lunch time and politely but firmly told him that 15 students in one morning was quite enough, thank you, and she hoped to be able to get some work done that afternoon.
     Mr. Cohen called parents. He tried very politely asking the kids to stop. He kept the class in at recess. Nothing worked. There was only thing left to do. Mr. Cohen went to his synagogue on the Sabbath and prayed. His rabbi noticed his look of despair and went to sit by him. The rabbi listened to Mr. Cohen's tale of the most difficult, argumentative third grade class in history. When she had heard it all, she simply said, "Stay home from work on Monday, and leave it to me."
     That Monday, the kids walked into their classroom and found the rabbi sitting at Mr. Cohen's desk. Of course, they immediately began to argue about whether Mr. Cohen was sick or whether Mrs. Sanchez had finally gotten so tired of the steady stream of arguing children that showed up at her office every day that she'd fired him.
     The rabbi sat and listened. She didn't yell or try to interrupt them. She didn't plead or scold. She simply sat quietly at Mr. Cohen's desk. After a while the kids began to wonder what was going on. The arguments gradually died down as the kids watched the rabbi to see what would happen next.
     When the classroom was finally quiet, the rabbi slowly stood up. "Mr. Cohen will not be here today. I am your substitute teacher but I have only one thing to teach you. Listen carefully for I will not repeat it."
     The kids were too surprised to argue. The rabbi's voice rang out in the stunned silence. "Last night in my dreams, God told me a messiah is among you."
(Leader: Ask, "What do you suppose happened next?" Wait until someone says "fighting" or "arguments.")
      They argued, of course! Pandemonium broke out in the classroom as the kids argued about who might be the messiah.
     It couldn't be Charles; he was always getting into mischief. But on the other hand, Charles could always be counted on to help a friend or share his lunch. And Ling was clearly too bossy to be a messiah. But, then again, Ling went to church every single Sunday and prayed every night before bed. What about Janie? She always did her work so carefully and neatly.
     The arguing didn't stop overnight. When Mr. Cohen returned to school on Tuesday morning, the first thing he heard was Stan's angry voice. "I'm telling you Carmen, Bobby is the messiah! Just the other day I saw him comforting a little first grader who had scraped her knee. Isn't that the sort of thing a messiah would do?"
     Soon, however, the arguments began to disappear. When Janie began to argue with Charles that she should be the line leader, she suddenly offered to stand behind him in line. After all, Charles might be the messiah.
     And in music class, Carlos and Beth took turns using the tambourine. After all, one of them might be the messiah.
     All that year the kids kept trying to figure out who might be the messiah. They began to think about each other differently. They noticed all of the good things about each other. Stan was a great artist with a huge imagination. Ling was passionate and strong. Carmen was the most loyal friend you could ask for. As for Mr. Cohen, he was a gentle, kind teacher. Maybe he was the messiah.
     The kids also began to think about themselves differently. Each child wondered: Could I be the messiah? The children were inspired to try to be the best people they could be.
     Soon the kids in Mr. Cohen's class had a reputation for treating one another well. Teachers came from far and wide to visit the class and ask Mr. Cohen for teaching tips. The year ended and the kids in Mr. Cohen's class graduated having learned a very important lesson they would never forget: Everyone around you is special, and anyone could be a messiah.
     The next fall, Mr. Cohen looked at his brand-new class of third graders. Already, Jon and Anna were arguing about whether or not alligators were the same as crocodiles. “Good morning, children,” he began. “Has anyone here ever heard of a messiah?” He lowered his voice to a whisper, so everyone had to be quiet and listen, and he said, “I have been told there is a messiah in this class.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session7/messiah 

2.25: The Good Samaritan (576 words)
     One day a lawyer came to Jesus and asked what he needed to do to live forever or, “to get into heaven” or “to become enlightened.”
     Jesus asked him what the law of the Ten Commandments said. The lawyer answered, “You shall love God with all your heart, and with all of your soul, and with all your strength, and your neighbor as yourself.” “Right!” said Jesus. Then the lawyer asked, “But, Teacher, who is my neighbor?” In other words, “who do I have to treat lovingly?” This is the story that Jesus told to the man:
     Once, a man was walking on a lonely stretch of road between Jerusalem and Jericho. Suddenly a gang of thieves jumped out from the side of the road and surrounded him. “Give us your money,” they demanded. “I need my money” he cried. “I have to buy food with this money, for myself and my whole family.”
     One of the thieves picked up a rock from the side of the road and hit the man in the head. He fell to the ground with a groan, bleeding. Seeing no one around the thieves jumped on the man and took everything he had, including his money, and his clothing. One of the thieves picked up a stick and hit the man hard several times before leaving him on the side of the road half dead.
     After a time, a priest came walking down the road. He saw the man lying on the side of the road and crossed over to the other side as he hurried by.
     Soon another man, a Levite appeared. He too, saw the wounded man lying in the hot sun, naked and bleeding and he scurried on by.
     A long time passed. Flies buzzed around the man who was dying from his injuries. Luckily someone else was coming down the road. He was a Samaritan riding on his donkey. Now the people of Samaria were not friendly with the people of this man’s country. They were sworn enemies of each other.
     But the Samaritan man did not hesitate when he saw the man lying by the side of the road. He didn’t stop to think about whether he should help him because of where he was from, or what group the man belonged to. He saw that this man needed help and he felt compassion.
     The Samaritan took healing oil and wine from his bag and cleaned the man’s wounds and bound them up with bandages made from the cloth of his own shirt. He covered him with a robe. He gave the man a drink of water and helped the man onto his donkey. Slowly, for the man was in great pain and the road was long, they walked to the next town. There the Samaritan found an inn and asked the innkeeper to give him what was necessary to make the man comfortable.
     The next day, the Samaritan gave money to the innkeeper to pay for the wounded man to stay at the inn until he got better. The Samaritan promised to come back in a few days and pay whatever else was needed to bring the man back to health.
     When Jesus finished telling this story, he asked the lawyer, “Which one of these three men acted like a neighbor to the man who fell among thieves?” The lawyer said, “The one who showed kindness.” “Yes,” said Jesus, “go and do the same.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session8/123425.shtml 

2.26: Parachuting Cats to the Rescue, a true story (509 words)
     The mosquitoes in Borneo were terrible. On bad days, the people of Borneo would be covered in mosquito bites.
(Leader — Ask, “And what do you suppose would happen?” Wait for someone to suggest that it would itch and people would scratch / make the bites bleed.)
     That’s right — those mosquito bites made them itch and scratch like mad. (Leader — Act out scratching and invite the children to do the same.)
     The itching made them uncomfortable, but the real problem with the mosquitoes was that they carried a sickness called malaria. This meant that sometimes the people who got bitten by mosquitoes would get really sick or even die.
     Scientists from an agency called the World Health Organization wanted to stop the people of Borneo from getting sick and dying from malaria. They decided to do something about those mosquitoes. They sprayed a chemical called DDT all around the villages of Borneo, because they knew that would kill the mosquitoes. It worked. The mosquitoes died and the people stopped catching malaria.
     Everything seemed fine, but what the people didn’t know at first was that the mosquitoes weren’t the only insects that the DDT had killed. Some wasps died, too. These were parasitic wasps whose larvae ate caterpillars. Without the wasps there wasn’t balance in the ecosystem. Because they were not there to eat the caterpillars’ larvae, the caterpillar population began to grow and grow. More and more caterpillars were born and they were hungry. They ate and they ate and they ate.
     The problem was, the people of Borneo lived in houses with thatched roofs made out of grasses. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose those caterpillars liked to eat?” When someone suggests the roofs, continue with the story.)
     That’s right, the caterpillars ate holes in the thatched roofs and soon the roofs began to fall in. The people of Borneo replaced the roofs, but ... (dramatic pause) there was an even bigger problem to deal with.
     The wasps weren’t the only insects that ate the DDT. Cockroaches and other insects did, too. So, the cockroaches and other insects began to get sick. And these insects were the food for Borneo’s small lizards, the geckos. The more cockroaches and other insects the geckos ate, the more DDT got inside the geckos. The geckos started to die, too.
     And the geckos of Borneo were eaten by cats. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose happened to the cats?” When someone suggests they died, continue the story.)
     That’s right, the cats began to die. But even worse ... (dramatic pause) the cats were important because they killed rats. When the cats died there wasn’t balance in the ecosystem. There were not enough cats to kill the rats. So, the rat population of Borneo grew and grew. The rats began to overpopulate. More and more rats were born.
     The trouble with rats is that — just like mosquitoes — they often carry serious diseases which people can catch from them. Now the people of Borneo worried that they might have an outbreak of the plague or another illness that could kill lots of people. (Leader — Ask, “What do you suppose they did?” and take a few answers.)
     The people of Borneo realized they needed more cats to bring back the balance in their ecosystem. Some were borrowed from neighboring villages but they still needed more. And that is why in 1959 members of the British Royal Air Force flew over Borneo in a helicopter and sent 20 cats in parachutes to the ground. Can you imagine that? Twenty cats in parachutes — all because nature got out of balance.
     (Leader — Use the sound instrument to signify that the story has ended.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session10/story1

2.27: The Perfect Peace Harvest by Anika Stafford (1,067 words)
From the book Aisha’s Moonlit Walk: Stories and Celebrations for the Pagan Year, by Anika Stafford (Boston: Skinner House, 2005).
Tell the children you will signal them with a drumbeat (or another signal) when it is time to join in the refrain.
     Every year on Lammas, we clamor our way to City Hall with posters and placards to picket for peace. Every year since I was a baby, we have a big rally. Speakers and singers, dancers and screamers, we all gather to say that we want “peace now, peace now.” Lammas is a time to raise your voice, even when it’s hard. It’s a time to say no to war and to anything else that hurts anyone, anywhere in the world.
     Most of the people at the rally aren’t pagans, but they all yell, “Peace now, peace now,” which is as much of a Lammas celebration as anything I can think of.
We carry drums to bang and cymbals to clang. Since I’ve been coming here all my life, it’s not too hard to get ready to clang and bang. I come ready to make some noise.
     On Lammas you’ve gotta stomp your dancing feet,
     On Lammas you’ve gotta raise your voice and speak,
     Lammas is the harvest, we’ve gotta harvest peace.
     This year there are at least a hundred people, maybe more. There are people with canes, people with crowns, people draped in crazy costumes, yelling, “Peace now, peace now!”
     There are people with puppets taller than the treetops and people holding signs that say “No War.” Standing in back are people watching in silence until we all yell, “Peace now, peace now!” Then everyone yells together.
     My family and I meet people under a banner that says “Pagans for Peace.” There are pagans we know who greet us with big happy hugs and pagans we don’t know but we all yell, “Peace now, peace now!” for Lammas.
     On Lammas you’ve gotta stomp your dancing feet,
     On Lammas you’ve gotta raise your voice and speak,
      Lammas is the harvest, we’ve gotta harvest peace.
     There are babies snug in their snuggly carriers and toddlers toddling on the grass. They yell, “eace, now, eace, now,” which is definitely close enough to “peace now” for any of us. “That’s how you used to say it when you were little,” my dad tells me. My brother Eli yells and sings, and I swing him up onto my shoulders.
     There is a stage at the front of the rally with microphones and banners. Huge flags with doves and peace signs wave in the August wind. There are old women in crazy hats who step up and sing for peace. But there are no kids up there. There are teenagers in silly skirts and socks who step up and cheer and chant for peace. But there are no kids. Everyone speaks out, but there are no kids at the microphones.
     “This is ridiculous,” I burst out to my mom. “I have been coming here my whole entire life and I’ve never seen a single kid on that stage!”
     “Aisha,” my mom says, “what a great idea! Run up and tell them you want to speak. Hurry!”
     I freeze. I hadn’t meant me. Just some kid. My heart thuds in my chest. I just meant someone, anyone else.I look at the crowd: a hundred people, maybe more. I am ten years old. I do not want to speak in front of all of them.
     But I have been coming here for ten years, and for ten years I’ve chanted the same words:
     On Lammas you’ve gotta stomp your dancing feet,
     On Lammas you’ve gotta raise your voice and speak,
     Lammas is the harvest, we’ve gotta harvest peace.
     My stomach is fluttery. My legs are jittery. This feels nothing like peace, but I’ve got to do it. I know I do. So I slowly lift my brother off of my shoulders and put him on the ground.
     “I’m going to go up,” I tell my mom, and she grins her biggest grin. “I’m going to go up!” I exclaim loudly to everyone around us under the “Pagans for Peace” banner. Our friend Alex comes over to me. “Hooray!” he yells. He picks me up in a big bear hug and swings me around. “Good for you!” our friends cheer. Now I have to do it.
     I run all the way up to the stage before I can lose my nerve and run back. There are organizers standing next to it. “I am here to speak,” I tell the grown-ups on the stage.
     One man looks at me. “There isn’t enough time,” he says.
     I want to run back but I don’t. Instead, I take a deep breath and try again. “There are never any kids speaking,” I tell him. Then I turn to the other organizers. “What if I only say just four quick things?” The organizers look at each other and shrug. “Okay,” they say.” Just four quick things.”
     I stand at the microphone with my fluttery stomach and jittery legs. I have been coming here since I was a baby, but raising my voice in front of the whole crowd is one of the hardest things I’ve ever done. Even though I don’t feel the littlest bit of peace, I take a deep breath and begin.
      “War doesn’t help anything,” I say. “It doesn’t give us clean water.”
     Everyone yells back, “No!”
     “It doesn’t give us land to grow our food!” I say.
     And again, the crowd yells, “No!”
     “It doesn’t let kids grow up healthy!” I call out.
     “No! No! No!” everyone yells.
     “We all need the Earth and the water, and we all need each other.” I raise my voice loudly into the microphone. “So,” I finish, “what do we want?”
     And the crowd goes wild, yelling, “Peace now, peace now, peace now!”
     I look down and see that our “Pagans for Peace” group is starting a big, snaking, twisting, spiral dance through the crowd. I run down and grab hands with them as more and more people join us, taking each other’s hands and singing.
     We sing and smile, dancing our way through the crowd and around the buildings. Our song fills me with bouncy gleefulness. With my legs strong and sturdy again, I imagine our song is like water splashing us.
     On Lammas you’ve gotta stomp your dancing feet,
     On Lammas you’ve gotta raise your voice and speak,
     Lammas is the harvest, we’ve gotta harvest peace.
     I have come here every Lammas since I was a baby, but speaking in front of the whole entire crowd is the most perfect peace harvest I’ve ever made.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session7/132410.shtml

2.28: A Tour Of The Heavens: Clyde Tombaugh Discovers Pluto (652 words)
     Clyde had finished his farm chores. Now he was free to spend the rest of the evening doing his favorite thing: stargazing. He got out his telescope and he looked up into the night sky. While he looked at the moon and the stars he wondered about the universe.
(Leader: Pause and invite participants to suggest questions Clyde might have had as he looked at the sky. Possibilities include: Does any other planet have life? Are there aliens out there somewhere? If there are, are they friendly or dangerous? How could we communicate with them? What are they like? How far away are stars and planets? Will anyone ever be able to travel in space? Could we live on another planet? What would it be like to walk on the moon? Why does Mars look reddish? What makes a shooting star streak across the sky? Why do the planets circle around the sun?)
     Clyde was filled with curiosity and questions. The telescope he had wasn’t strong enough to get him answers. He wanted to see more, to see things more clearly. He decided to build his own telescope.
    He searched his parents’ farm for old pieces of machinery that he could use. He painstakingly ground mirrors for their reflective powers. His father let him have a shaft from his car. With these materials, Clyde made himself a powerful telescope.
     Now he could see much detail when he watched the planets. He drew pictures of what he saw. But, he still wanted to know more. So, he sent his drawings of Jupiter and Mars to some astronomers. He hoped they would give him some information. Instead, they were so impressed with his pictures that, even though Clyde had not gone to college yet, they offered him a job.
     Another scientist, Percival Lowell, was sure there was another planet, farther away from the Earth than Neptune. But, so far, no one had been able to find it. Clyde went to New Mexico. He spent every night in an unheated observatory, looking through the telescope for Planet “X” and taking pictures of the sky. Through the long, cold nights, Clyde tried to glimpse a new planet. Later in his life he liked to say, “I’ve really had a tour of the heavens.”
     Finally, when he was twenty-four years old, Clyde took a photograph of the night sky that showed a strange shifting of light. There was a planet beyond Neptune! He had found Planet “X.” The new planet was named Pluto, for the Roman god of the underworld.
     All his life, Clyde loved learning about the universe. Over the years he discovered more than one hundred asteroids, a comet, and a supercluster of galaxies. He thought exploring and learning were so important that he became an astronomy teacher. He helped other people investigate the sky, sometimes using the huge, two-story telescope he built in his own backyard.
     And, he loved learning so much that he and his wife helped to start a Unitarian Universalist church where they lived in New Mexico. Clyde knew a congregation, like an observatory, could be a very good place for seeking truth.
     Clyde died, a very old man, in 1997, but our story does not end there. You see, now scientists have decided Pluto isn’t really a planet, after all. New telescopes see much more detail than even Clyde’s most powerful telescope could ever see. We now know there are many objects in space about the same size as Pluto. Could there really be dozens and dozens more planets? Or are these smaller objects something else? The scientists voted and agreed on three rules to determine whether an object in space is a planet. It has to orbit around the sun. It must be large enough that its surface becomes smooth and round. And it must be large enough to clear other objects out of its orbit. Pluto does not meet these new rules — it’s too small.
     Percival Lowell had been curious to find Planet “X.” Because of his questions, Clyde Tombaugh was hired to search the night sky. When Clyde discovered Pluto, everyone thought it was a planet. Then, new telescopes showed us many other objects in space like Pluto, and scientists made a new category: dwarf planet.
     Clyde’s wife, Patricia, said Clyde would have been disappointed about the vote, but as a scientist he would have understood. When we seek the truth, it feels good to make discoveries and find answers. But Clyde knew what’s most important is to keep asking questions.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session9/132495.shtml 

2.29: Honoring Life: A Story of Beatrix Potter (677 words)
     You might think that Beatrix Potter was a lonely child. Perhaps you would be right. True, she lived in a large city: London, England. True, the only child she had to play with was her brother, Bertram, and he was usually away at boarding school. Beatrix had no school friends, because she didn't go to school; instead, a governess taught her at home. There were no other children her parents would let her play with in their London neighborhood.
     But Beatrix was not as lonely as you might think. She had the friendship she felt for all the animals and plants she met on her rambles through the countryside. Beatrix's family took long vacations in Scotland and the Lake District of England. She brought the countryside back to London by taming wild rabbits as pets. She kept country mice in a cage, and also lizards, snakes, and even a pet bat! In the countryside, Beatrix loved to spend hours out of doors. She drew detailed pictures of the plants and the animals she found. She wanted to know everything about the natural world. She planned to be a scientist when she grew up.
     But Beatrix was young more than a hundred years ago. It wasn't considered proper for a middle-class girl to have a job, particularly as a scientist. Beatrix's parents were very concerned that she grow up to be a proper young lady. No one encouraged her to draw animals and plants, but Beatrix kept studying her friends in the natural world on her own. The drawings and paintings she made were greatly respected by scientists who wanted to learn more about animals and plants and appreciated a close and careful look at nature. Beatrix was especially interested in mushrooms and mosses. By observing these plants, she discovered that the lichen that grows on rocks and trees is actually a combination of a moss and a fungus.
     Her scientific sketches of nature, even though they helped make discoveries, were not the same as having a real job as a scientist. But when Beatrix was grown up, her loving attention to the natural world earned her a different success than she had ever imagined. In 1893, Beatrix sat down to write a letter to five-year-old Noel, who had been sick in bed for a long time. She started her letter, "I don't know what to write to you, so I shall tell you a story about four little rabbits whose names are Flopsy, Mopsy, Cotton-tail, and Peter." Have you ever heard of these little rabbits? Well, Beatrix Potter made them up, based on rabbits she had watched closely, and on her imagination. She drew Noel a picture of the four young rabbits and their mother. So began the tale of Peter Rabbit, which you may know, and children have been enjoying for more than a hundred years.
     Beatrix wrote and illustrated twenty-two more books, all about the animals that had been her friends in the English countryside: hedgehogs, frogs, ducks, house mice and field mice, and squirrels. She knew them very well from spending time among them and observing their ways.
     Beatrix earned enough money from her books to buy a farm in the English Lake District, a place she had always loved. She raised sheep on her farm. Over time she bought more country land, to keep it as a natural home for animals and plants and not used for factories and houses. When Beatrix Potter died in 1943, she gave four thousand acres to the National Trust, an English organization that protects and preserves beautiful, natural lands. If you travel to England today, you can visit Beatrix Potter's farmhouse. You can walk in the countryside, just as she did so many years ago when she was a young child. Yet you need only to open one of her books to meet the animals and plants she loved. By observing, loving, and drawing her friends, she preserved her connection with the world of nature for children like all of you, and all of us, to share.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session14/beatrix-potter 

2.30: The Change the World Kids (857 words)
Thanks to the Change the World Kids, Meg Miller and Phyllis Arata-Meyers for information and permission to tell their story.
     Place a large, shallow dish filled with water in front of you, where children can see it. Place a globe or world map within your reach.
     Phebe and Nika were two girls, both eight years old. Sometimes they heard about bad things going on around them in the world – things like terrible wars where people would die, or earthquakes that would shake the ground and destroy people’s homes. They wanted to help. But they weren’t sure what kids could do.
     They decided to talk to the kids in their congregation, the North Universalist Chapel Society in Woodstock, Vermont. This was the beginning of the Change the World Kids – a group of children who work together to protect many different parts of the interconnected web of all life. When they learn about problems in the world, the Change the World Kids think of ways they can act to make a difference. They learned there is plenty kids can do to help.
     The Change the World Kids are an action club. Their motto is: “No one can do everything, but everyone can do something.”
     (Repeat the motto, slowly, so children can listen carefully to it:) No one can do everything, but everyone can do something.
     Nika, Phebe, and all the other Change the World Kids learned about the ripple effect. They learned when one person takes action, even in one small way, that action can send ripples into the world around us, just as water ripples in a lake.
     (Indicate the dish filled with water.) Watch the surface of the water. When I poke my finger in it, you can see the ripples all around.
Demonstrate this. Pause and let the water settle. Repeat until all children have seen the ripples.
     In Vermont, where the Change the World Kids live, many had birdfeeders in their backyards. The birdfeeders attracted beautiful songbirds. When Vermont got very cold, birds migrated south, to warmer places for winter. One springtime, a couple of Change the World Kids noticed fewer birds came back to their birdfeeders after the winter. They wanted to know: What had happened to the birds?
     A scientist told the Change the World Kids about endangered species – animals that might become extinct if nobody helped save the natural woods and forests and oceans the animals needed to live. The children learned that the birds they saw in Vermont in the spring and summer were losing their winter homes in Costa Rica, because people were cutting down trees. People in Costa Rica wanted the wood to build new homes. Or, sometimes they wanted to cut the forest to make more pastureland to feed beef cattle or to grow crops. But the trees were already being used as homes – by the birds. The children learned that tropical birds, like the three-wattled bell bird, will not even fly over land that has no trees, and when northern birds migrate for food in the winter and find none, they die.
     What could the kids do? The problem was happening thousands of miles away, in Costa Rica. Point out Costa Rica on the globe or world map. Point out Vermont.
     How could the kids help? Vermont was so far away from Costa Rica, and the kids were just kids!
     I will give you a hint. Watch the water again. Indicate the dish filled with water. Poke the water surface. Repeat until all children have seen the ripples.
     The Change the World Kids remembered the ripple effect. Maybe they couldn’t do everything to save the bell birds, but they could do something! They raised money to help start a tree nursery, Bosque para Siempre – that means “forest forever” in Spanish. They used some of the money they raised to buy land for a new habitat for the migratory birds. Some of the kids took trips to Costa Rica to help plant trees. They have replenished the forest with more than forty thousand trees that provide fruit and shade for many species of birds.
     One time in Costa Rica, the Change the World Kids helped put tags on birds. Tags help scientists keep track of the birds and learn more about them. The Change the World Kids got to hold a red-breasted grosbeak and a wood thrush – both birds that spend part of the year in Vermont. In time, as the effects of their actions in Costa Rica are felt all around the world, like the ripple effect, the Change the World Kids know they will begin to hear and see more birds in Vermont again!
     Nika and Phebe grew older. New children joined the Change the World Kids. Now the action club has teenagers and middle-schoolers from many different religions. They know that every action, no matter how small, can have ripples that spread around them. To help protect the Earth, the Change the World Kids designed and sold reusable shopping bags. They made clotheslines so people could use the power of the sun, instead of electricity, to dry their clothes. The Change the World Kids do projects as simple as shoveling snow for an elderly person in their community and as complicated as raising money for children’s schools and health care in Rwanda, where communities have suffered from war.
     Point out Rwanda on the globe or world map. With every action, big or small, the Change the World Kids prove what Phebe and Nika learned: No, nobody can do everything, but yes, each person can do something to protect the Earth and all life on it. Each action makes a ripple, and the ripples change the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session15/change-the-world-kids

2.31: The Everything Seed by Carole Martignacco (563 words)
From The Everything Seed by Carole Martignacco, illustrated by Joy Troyer, (Berkeley, California: Tricycle Press, 2006). Used with permission. Carole Martignacco is a poet, singer, grandmother, and former RE director. A Unitarian Universalist minister, she currently serves as minister to the UUestrie, a congregation in Quebec’s Eastern Townships, and as president of the Unitarian Universalist Ministers of Canada.
     We highly recommend buying the picture book “The Everything Seed,” by Carole Martignacco with gorgeous batik illustrations by Joy Troyer, available from the UUA bookstore.
     Have you ever watched a seed grow? Have you ever noticed how it begins so small, so still, so quiet, like a gift wanting to be opened... and how slowly it wakes up, begins to unfold, growing into something larger... and larger ... and LARGER? Then you know that whatever comes from a seed usually ends up looking very little like the seed it came from... which is also true of the very first seed.
     Once, long, long ago, way back before the beginning... so long ago there was no such thing as time, because there was no one there to count it... Everywhere was a huge deep mysterious place, like something waiting to happen. There were no stars, no Sun or Moon. There was no place like Earth... not a drop of water, or a single tree, or rock or flower... and no living beings anywhere.
     But in that deep waiting space was hidden the tiniest point of something no bigger than a seed. (Leader: Hold up a seed.) It was not a flower seed. It was not an elm tree seed. It was not a seed of corn, although all those things were included in the seed. You might call it an Everything Seed because that is what it became.
     No one knows where that first seed came from, or how it was planted, or how it knew (in the way that only seeds seem to know) how long to wait for just the right moment to sprout and grow. But all at once, this tiny seed, cradled and nourished in the rich soil of space, woke up, broke open, and began to unfold.
     Unfolding ... Unfolding ... and blossoming forth... into an enormous blazing ball of bright light... like a great Grandmother Sun. And the Universe was born. Out fluttered the galaxies, like a storm of snowflakes swirling... and gathering into the brightest, most blindingly beautiful clouds of stars.
     And out of those starclouds whirled our own star, the one we call the Sun... and our Earth and our Moon... and all the round spinning planets we have learned how to name.
     And this is the secret of that tiny seed: You and I were there in the very beginning... just as the idea for each leaf on a big oak tree lies hidden inside an acorn (Leader: If you have an acorn, hold it up.) 
     We were there with all the stars and planets, all the rocks and oceans, plants and animals, and people. Everything that is now, ever was, or ever will be was inside that first tiny seed. So, whenever you hold a seed in your hand and wonder what it could become imagine how you, and all that is here, once came from the tiniest speck of an Everything Seed before it sprouted and grew long, long ago in the way-back beginning of time.
     Now, if this were an ordinary story, it would end right here. But this story of the Universe keeps unfolding. What once began in a blazing blossom of light continues every day. New stars sprout open in the deep soil of space. New plants and animals appear on the Earth. Seeds of many kinds... are scattered everywhere... to help us remember. And new people are born every day with the spark of that first light still alive and burning deep inside... Waiting... like the Everything Seed, to shine in ways that are yet to be known.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session1/everything-seed

2.32: We Got Here Together (247 words)
“We Got Here Together,” by Kim Stafford, is reprinted by permission of the author from We Got Here Together, by Kim Stafford, illustrated by Debra Frasier, published by Harcourt Brace in 1994. Copyright 1994 by Kim Stafford.
     Invite children to act out the story when you read “Now you get settled into bed.” Encourage them to imagine the bubble coming from the fish and turning into the sky and the rain turning into the ocean.
Now you get settled in bed, I’ll tell you a story.
You get cozy, and I’ll start.
Once, in the deepest ocean, there was a little fish.
That fish opened its mouth and let a bubble go.
At the same moment a cloud high over the ocean let a raindrop go.
Way down in the deep that bubble started its journey to the surface, and high in the sky that raindrop started down.
Would you be afraid? I might be afraid. But nothing can hurt a raindrop, nothing can hurt a bubble. They belong where they’re going.
For a long time that bubble drifted up through the water without a thought, bumping a seal belly, bouncing off a seaweed leaf, rolling through the blue, floating toward that big ceiling of light.
And the raindrop was spinning dizzy down, sliding along the shoulder of the wind, tumbling toward that silver field of water.
They took so long, falling down and soaring up, they grew. The bubble swelled and filled with light. The raindrop gathered ready and round.
Somehow, they were aimed for the exact same moment in time, and they got there together.
Then they were—what were they?
The bubble opened and was the whole sky.
The raindrop opened and was the whole ocean.
There they were—sky and ocean turning right where they belonged.
And you and I?
We got here together, too, didn’t we? We got here safe, in the silver light, where we belong.
(Sound the rain stick to indicate the story is over.)
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session2/168205.shtml 

2.33: The Scratched Diamond (495 words)
Based on a tale told in the 1700s by the Jewish teacher, Jacob ben Wolf Kranz, Maggid of Dubno. Other versions can be found in The Hungry Clothes and Other Jewish Folktales by Peninah Schram, The Maggid of Dubno and His Parables by Benno Heinemann
     There was once a very wealthy king who owned many beautiful things. He had cloth tapestries, piles of gold, and statues made by the very best sculptors in the land. Of all of his belongings, his very favorite possession was the most glorious diamond you can imagine. It was huge—as big around as his hand. And it was pure—clear and flawless, without any marks or blemishes. He loved to go and sit with that diamond, gazing at its beauty and perfection. (Leader: (optional) Hold up a crystal and gaze at it.)
     One day when the king went to look at his diamond, he discovered to his horror that it had a long, deep scratch. He couldn’t believe his eyes! What could have happened to his flawless diamond?
     Immediately he sent for all of the best stone cutters and diamond cutters in his kingdom. One by one they came to inspect the diamond. Each looked at it closely and then sadly shook his head. The scratch was too deep. If they tried to polish it they might break the diamond into pieces.
     Finally, one last diamond carver came before the king. He looked at the diamond closely, gazing at it from every angle. (Leader: (optional) Act this out, with the crystal.)
     The king watched with bated breath as the diamond carver turned the diamond over and over, pursing his lips and shaking his head.
     Suddenly the diamond carver’s face broke into a big smile. “I know how to fix this, your majesty!” he exclaimed. “Leave it to me. In two weeks time I will return your diamond to you, better than ever. However, you may not visit me during this time or check on my progress. You must wait until it is finished.”
     The king was very excited. Soon his flawless diamond would be back with his other lovely things, perfect again, the scratch removed. It took all the king’s willpower to resist the temptation to visit the diamond carver to watch him work.
     As for the diamond carver, day after day, night after night, he brought out his tools to fix that diamond. Bit by bit, he worked on that scratch. It was slow, tedious work. He knew he had to work carefully or the diamond could crack into pieces.
     Finally, the diamond cutter was finished. Carefully he wrapped the diamond in cloth to protect it, and he brought it before the king.
     “Here it is, your majesty,” he said. With a flourish he opened the cloth and presented the diamond.
     The king gasped at what he saw. Where there had once been a scratch, a horrible flaw in his precious diamond, there was now an exquisitely beautiful flower carved into the diamond. Unable to polish the scratch out of the diamond, the diamond carver had instead turned the flaw into something beautiful.
     The king loved his diamond more than ever. Now when he went to hold it in his hands and gaze upon it, he was reminded that even something imperfect or ugly or flawed can become something exquisitely beautiful.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session5/168619.shtml

2.34: For the Love of Stars by Gail Forsyth-Vail (563 words)
Adapted from Stories in Faith by Gail Forsyth-Vail, a Tapestry of Faith Toolkit book (Boston: UUA, 2007). Used with permission.
     Once there was a little girl named Cecilia who fell in love with the universe. She felt her heart leap with joy every time she learned something new about the world around her. She wanted to grow up to become an astronomer who studied the stars. Throughout her whole life, she studied and observed the stars, asking, “What are stars made of? How are they born? Do they die? And how do we know?” Throughout her whole life, her heart sang with each discover, each bit of new understanding about the wonders of the far-off sky.
     When Cecilia was a small child in England, she saw a meteorite blaze across the sky. Her mother taught her a small rhyme so she could remember what it was: “As we were walking home that night/We saw a shining meteorite.”
     She later told a friend that from that moment, she knew she would grow up to be an astronomer. She learned the names of all the constellations in the sky, picking out the Big Dipper, Orion’s Belt, and others. She was naturally very observant and precise, able to remember small details. By age twelve, she had learned to measure things and to do math problems easily. At her school, they had an interesting way of increasing the students’ powers of observation. Once a week, students were required to find with their eyes (not touching) three little brass tacks scattered somewhere in the school garden. For Cecilia, always an observer, this exercise strengthened her resolve to be a scientist.
     In 1912, when Cecilia was a teenager, there was very little education available for a young woman who wanted to be a scientist. She spent hours in a makeshift laboratory, which she called her chapel, where she conducted “a little worship service of her own,” in awe before the magnificence of the natural world. Persistent, she found people who would teach her science at school, and she pored over her family’s home library until she found two lonely science books to study: one about plants and the other containing Sir Isaac Newton’s observations about gravity.
     In 1919, Cecilia entered college to study botany, or plants. This was one of the fields of science permitted for women. She went through her courses, but also attended lectures in physics, where she found “pure delight.” Each new bit of knowledge about physics and astronomy transformed her. Leaving botany behind, she persuaded the college to allow her to take a degree in physics: astronomy is a branch of physics.
     After finishing her degree, Cecilia Payne left for the United States, where she would study as an astronomer at Harvard University. As an astronomer, she figured out that stars are primarily made of hydrogen. In today’s world of satellites and computers, we know this to be true, but it was an extraordinary statement at that time. How can you possibly know what a makes a star from so far away? Because of this discovery, Cecilia was the first person, male or female, awarded a Ph.D. in astronomy.
     Cecilia choice to be an astronomer was not popular, or appreciated, because she was a woman. People kept her from advancing in her carrier or just flat out didn’t believe her. Nevertheless, she was right. And through it all, she held on to her love for the scientific quest, and her love for the stars.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session9/168798.shtml

2.35: The Rebirth of the Sun (697 words)
From CIRCLE ROUND by Starhawk and Diane Baker and Anne Hill, copyright (C) 2000 by Miriam Simas, Anne Hill and Diane Baker. Used by permission of Batman Books, a division of Random House, Inc.
     Circle round, and I’ll tell you a story about when the sun was born again ...
     It was the middle of winter, and the sun had grown very old.
     All year long the sun had worked very hard, rising and setting day after day. All year long the sun had fed everybody on earth, shining and shining, giving energy to the trees and the flowers and the grasses so they could grow and feed the animals and birds and insects and people.
     All year the sun’s gravity held tight to the spinning ball of the earth and the twirling ball of the moon and the eight other whirling planets as they traveled around and around and around, until the poor sun was dizzy watching it all.
     Now the poor tired sun could barely make it up in the morning, and after a very short time, needed to sleep again. So the days grew shorter, and the nights grew longer, until the day was so short it was hardly worth getting up for.
     Night felt sorry for the sun.
    “Come to my arms and rest, child,” she said. “After all, I am your mother. You were born out of my darkness, billions of years ago, and you will return to me when all things end. Let me cradle you now, as I shelter every galaxy and star in the universe.”
     So, Night wrapped her great arms around the sun, and the night was very long indeed.
     “Why does the dark go on so long?” asked children all over the earth. “Won’t the sun ever come back again?”
     “The sun is very tired,” the old ones said. “But maybe, if you children say thank you for all the things the sun does for us, the light may return in the morning.”
     The children sang songs to the sun. They thought about all the things the sun gave them.
     (Leader: Ask participants what they think the children might have thanked the sun for. Allow some responses. Then, resume the story.)
     “Thank you for growing the lettuces and the corn and the rice and the wheat,” they said. “Thank you for growing the trees of the forests and the seaweed in the oceans and the krill that feeds the whales. Thank you for stirring the air and making winds that bring the rain.”
     Every time a child said thank you, the sun began to feel a little warmer, a little brighter. Wrapped safely in the arms of Night, the sun grew younger and younger.
     At last the children had to go to bed. “We will stay up and wait for the sun to rise again” the old ones said.
     “Can’t we stay up, too?” the children asked.
     “You can try, but you will get too sleepy,” the old ones said. “But you can each light a candle, because all fire is a spark of the sun’s fire. Put your candle in a very safe place, and let it keep vigil for you as you sleep and dream of sunrise.”
     So, the children lit their candles and put them in very safe places, and each flame was a little spark of the sun’s fire. And the sun peeped out from between the arms of Night, and saw all the little fires, and began to feel warmer and brighter and younger still.
     Early in the morning, the old ones woke the children. Together they climbed a high hill and faced to the east, the direction of sunrise. They sang songs to the sun and ran around trying to keep warm. They waited and waited to see what dawn would bring.
     The sky began to turn from black to indigo to blue. Slowly the sky grew light. A golden glow crept over the horizon. Night opened her great arms, and in a burst of brightness, the sun appeared, new and strong and shining.
     For in the long night the sun had rested well and grown young from the songs and the thanks of the children, young as a brand-new baby, born out of Night once more.
     Everybody cheered, and the children jumped up and down.
     “The sun has returned! The sun is reborn!” the people cried. And they danced and sang to celebrate the birth of a new day, and then went home to breakfast.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session11/168878.shtml

2.36: Hannah Dedicates Samuel to the Lord (340 words)
From the Hebrew Scriptures, 1 Samuel 1:10-17, 20, New Revised Standard Version of the Bible.
     Hannah was a very religious woman. She spent her days praying and trying to serve God by being a good woman and good wife. She wanted to be a good mother, too, but she did not have children. This made her sad.
     One day, she went to the temple, her house of worship, to pray to God for a son. She sat outside the temple, crying and praying. She prayed to God, reminding God that she was God’s servant and wanted but one thing only. Then she made a promise. She said: “Oh, God Almighty, if you will only see my misery and remember me by giving me a son, then I will give my son to serve you, God, for all the days of his life.”
     A priest at the temple, Eli, saw her sitting outside. Because she was behaving strangely, he thought she was a vagrant. “Why are you hanging around the temple?” he asked. Hannah replied, “I am a woman who is deeply troubled. I have been praying here out of my great anguish and grief, asking God to grant my prayer.” Eli was moved by how earnestly she was praying and said, “Go in peace, and may the God of Israel grant you what you have asked of him.”
     Several months later, Hannah gave birth to a son. She named him Samuel, saying, “Because I asked the Lord for him.”
     Baby Samuel lived with his family and they loved him very much. But when Samuel was old enough, Hannah made good on her promise to dedicate him to God. She took Samuel to the temple to live with the priests and Eli promised to take good care of him. Every year, Hannah and Samuel’s father visited him at the temple. Samuel did not want his mother to be lonely, so he blessed her and prayed for her. She had more children, and was a good mother to them. Samuel, who had been dedicated to God, became a prophet of his people and a leader of Israel.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session5/hannah-dedicates 

2.37: The Stargazer Who Discovered A Comet (801 words)
From “The Stargazer Who Discovered a Comet” in The UU Kids Book by Anne Fields and Charlene Brotman (Biddeford, Maine: Brotman-Marshfield, 1989); used with permission. “Afterward” from Rooftop Astronomer: A Story about Maria Mitchell by Stephanie Sammarti) Read the story aloud. NOTE: The name, Maria, is pronounced “ma-RYE-ah.”
     Maria always remembered the day she helped her father time an eclipse of the sun. She used the chronometer to count down to the exact second that the moon began to block out the sun. Her father needed to send the timing report to his astronomer friends at the big Harvard University observatory, where they were collecting eclipse information from all over.
     “There will be another eclipse like this in 54 years,” said father.
     “I’m twelve now, I’ll be 66 then!” exclaimed Maria. How could astronomers know so far ahead what would happen in the sky? How amazing that the stars and planets spun around in such order!
     “I want to study the stars, always!” decided Maria one day. “I want to be an astronomer!”
     “Father, can only men be astronomers?” she asked.
     Father thought for a moment, while Maria watched his face anxiously. He knew that no matter how smart a girl was, she could not get into any college in the United States to study astronomy. Only boys were allowed to go to college in those days.
     Finally, he said, “There are no women astronomers in America. There are only a few in the entire world, but I do think it’s possible, Maria. I will teach thee all I know about astronomy. Cousin Walter has scientific books he might let thee read. Thee will need to study mathematics. That is as important to astronomy as the telescope. Yes, I do think it is possible thee could be an astronomer.”
     “Oh, I will study, father, I will!” cried Maria joyfully, hugging her father.
     True to her word, Maria spent long hours studying geometry and trigonometry in a tiny room at the foot of the attic stairs . . .
     Maria still spent most evenings studying the sky with the telescope and keeping careful records on the stars. One night she saw a fuzzy spot through the telescope that she had never seen before. Quickly she checked the charts to see if a star was supposed to be in that place in the sky. No star was ever there. Could it be a new comet?
     “Father, come up and look quick!” she shouted. Her father dashed up the attic stairs to the roof and peered carefully through the telescope.
     “Thee’s discovered a comet above the North Star!” he exclaimed. “We must write immediately to the Harvard Observatory and tell them! A comet is named for the person who discovers it first but the discovery doesn’t count unless it is reported to an observatory.”
     They wrote the letter that very night, but to their dismay, a storm at sea delayed the mail in leaving the island for two days. Soon the comet was also sighted by someone in Italy, then in England and in Germany. The King of Denmark had promised a gold medal to the first person who discovered a comet that could be seen only through a telescope. Would Maria miss getting the medal because her report was late? Months went by while this was being decided!
     Finally, one day a package arrived for Maria from the King of Denmark. It was the gold medal! Now Maria was famous. She was the first woman in the world to have a comet named after her!
     Women all over America were so proud of Maria that they collected money for a new, larger telescope for her. How excited she was! Now she could learn so much more about the stars and planets!
     Maria’s life changed in 1865 when a wealthy man named Matthew Vassar had the courage to start a college for women — Vassar College in Poughkeepsie, New York.
     People called Matthew Vassar an old fool. They said girls didn’t need a college education, they just needed to know how to sew and do housework and maybe play the piano a little. College would ruin them for doing housework.
     There were ministers who thundered, “It’s against the will of God for girls to go to college! It will break up families and destroy the country!”
     In spite of such talk, Matthew Vassar wanted Maria to come and teach astronomy! She could have an observatory with the third largest telescope on the continent.
     “Father, how can I do this?” said Maria softly, trying to keep her voice from trembling. “I’ve never even been to college myself!” She was also thinking, “If I’m not any good at it, then people will say, “This proves that women have no business teaching in colleges!”
     “Thee can do it, and do it well,” said her father. “Thee should have no fears.”
     He was right. Maria’s students loved her. The other professors just expected the students to sit and listen to them talk, but Maria taught her students to question everything and experiment, and to think for themselves.
     Afterward: In 1986 another young woman discovered a comet. Working at Mount Palomar Observatory near San Diego, California, Christine Wilson had equipment and techniques at her disposal undreamed of in Maria’s time. At the start of her career, she had a knowledge of astronomy surpassing all that Maria learned in a lifetime of study.
     But Christine Wilson’s discovery, while exciting and well publicized, did not catapult her into sudden fame as Maria’s had. New comets are not headline news. Thanks to pioneers like Maria, neither are women astronomers. Women now occupy important positions in the scientific community. Side by side with their male colleagues, they fight disease, predict the weather, design computers, and continue to discover comets. Maria Mitchell would be pleased.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session2/109458.shtml 

2.38: Creation (874 words)
This story is based on the first of two versions of the creation story found in Hebrew scripture in the Book of Genesis, Chapters 1 and 2. It comes from Stories in Faith: Exploring Our Unitarian Universalist Principles and Sources Through Wisdom Tales by Gail Forsyth-Vail (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association of Congregations, 2007).
     Designate volunteers to take the roles of “Appreciating Voice” and “Bible Voice.” Have adult co-leaders read aloud the respective roles, or invite participant volunteers who are strong readers to do it. Allow volunteers an opportunity to read the text ahead of time, so they will be comfortable reading it aloud.
     Before beginning the story, you may like to paraphrase or read aloud for the group the introductory matter that precedes the first piece spoken by the “Appreciating Voice.”
     To make this story more interactive, and to give the children an experience of speaking biblical words, you might instruct the listeners to repeat back the last sentence, each time “Bible Voice” speaks.
     In this version, man and woman are created together, both in the image of God. The seven-day creation story, while not scientifically accurate, contains ancient wisdom. It is a hymn of praise to all of creation, poetry that names and lingers over all the wonders of the world. It is presented here as a reading in two voices: a “Bible voice” that is the text itself, and an “Appreciating Voice” that lingers in gratitude and praise over the wonders enumerated in the text.
     In this well-known passage of scripture, God “talks the world into being.” His or her actions bring order out of chaos. He or she divides, differentiates, and categorizes, bringing about the order of night and day, sea and sky, plants and animals. By naming things God identifies each as separate and different from one another. In turn each is given meaning. The God of Genesis blesses each creature. This gesture acknowledges, rather than confers, the sacredness of all living things. It invites us also to name and bless all of the wonders of our world.
     Appreciating Voice: Sometimes, when I look up at the stars, or feel the rain on my face, or hear the buzzing of a bee, I wonder where it all comes from. How did we begin? I know the wisdom that comes from science, which says that microscopic one-celled creatures evolved over millions of years into countless complicated forms of life. But sometimes, when I behold the wonder of it all, I love to hear the words spoken long ago by the ancient Hebrews about how the earth and the sky and all things living were called into being and blessed by the Spirit of Life we sometimes call God.
     Bible Voice: In the beginning, when God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void and darkness. A wind from God swept over the face of the waters. Then God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light. God called the light Day, and the darkness Night. And there was evening and there was morning, the first day.
     Appreciating Voice: From the beginning, light and darkness, activity and rest, day and night.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let there be a dome in the midst of the waters, and let it separate the waters from the waters.” God called the dome Sky. And there was evening and there was morning, the second day.
     Appreciating Voice: From the mountaintop, the treetop, the airplane, or our own backyards, we see the daytime clouds and nighttime stars that reach further than we can even imagine. From the canoe, the rocky bluff, or the sandy shore, we see the vastness of the sea, deeper and wider than we can fully understand. In the presence of sky or of sea, we feel connected to the mystery of life.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let the waters under the sky be gathered together into one place and let the dry land appear.” And it was so. God called the dry land Earth, and the waters that were called together Seas. And God saw that it was good. Then God said, “Let the earth put forth vegetation: plants yielding seed, and fruit trees of every kind on earth that bear fruit with the seed in it.” And it was so. And there was evening and there was morning, the third day.
     Appreciating Voice: Chestnuts, acorns, dandelions, and beans—each carries the beginning of a brand-new plant. We plant apple seeds and peach pits, wheat, peas, and corn. We watch day by day for the avocado seed in a glass to sprout or the bean to split and put down roots. We are grateful for the plants and the trees that bring us beauty, joy, and good food—and for those plants that protect themselves with thorns, poison leaves, and tall, winding branches.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let there be lights in the dome of the sky to separate the day from the night; and let them be for signs and for seasons and for days and years.” God made the two great lights—the greater light to rule the day and the lesser light to rule the night—and the stars. And there was evening, and there was morning, the fourth day.
     Appreciating Voice: We give thanks for the orbit of our earth around its sun. It brings the seasons: times for planting and for harvest, time to enjoy the warmth of the sun, and time to pull closer to the fire for warmth. We give thanks also for our earth’s moon, which causes the tidal coming and going of the oceans.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let the waters bring forth swarms of living creatures, and let birds fly above the earth across the dome of the sky.” So God created the great sea monsters and every living creature that moves, of every kind, with which the waters swarm, and every winged bird of every kind. And God saw that it was good. God blessed them, saying, “Be fruitful and multiply and fill the waters in the seas, and let the birds multiply on the earth.” And there was evening and there was morning, the fifth day.
     Appreciating Voice: Blessing all the creatures of the earth, the sea, and the sky, God acknowledged that each is sacred.
     Bible Voice: And God said, “Let the earth bring forth living creatures of every kind: cattle and creeping things and wild animals, and everything that creeps upon the ground.” And God saw that it was good.
     Then God said, “Let us make humankind in our image.”
     So, God created humankind in his image,
     In the image of God he created them
     Male and female he created them.
     God blessed them and said, “Be fruitful and multiply and fill the earth.”
     And there was evening, and there was morning, the sixth day.
     Appreciating Voice: We, too, can bless the animals of every kind on the face of the earth. We can recognize the divine, the Creative Spirit, the Spirit of Life in each of them and in each of us. We rejoice in the blessing of being alive and sharing the gift of life with the creatures of this, our planet home.
     Bible Voice: Thus, the heavens and the earth were finished, and all their multitude. And on the seventh day God finished the work. And on that day God rested. So, God blessed the seventh day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session9/109722.shtml 

2.39: Charles Darwin by Gail Forsyth-Vail (651 words)
Adapted from “Charles Darwin” in Stories in Faith: Exploring Our Unitarian Universalist Principles and Sources Through Wisdom Tales, (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2007). 
     From the time he was a little boy, Charles Darwin was an explorer. He loved to roam the fields and hills near his home in Shrewsbury, England. He was fascinated by the movements of small animals and insects and knew each wildflower by name. He was curious about everything he saw and heard and touched, wondering at the lives of ants and butterflies, examining and collecting rocks, delighting in the grasses, trees, leaves, and flowers that provided homes for his very favorite creature—the beetle.
     Curiosity about the world and the place of humans in it was a gift given to Charles by both his grandfathers. They were Unitarians and believed that human beings did not yet know all the answers to life’s great questions. The clues were to be found in observing the world around them.
     When Charles was eight, his mother died. Not long after, his father decided to send Charles away to school, where he might learn the things that young gentlemen in his day were expected to know: Greek, Latin, and ancient history. But Charles was more interested in the workings of an anthill or the mysteries found in a rock pile than he was in what was taught at school. At every opportunity he took long walks outdoors—watching, listening, and collecting. He delighted in figuring out how creatures behaved and how the natural world worked.
     This wasn’t at all what Charles’s father had in mind. He was worried. What would young Charles do when he grew up? What kind of man would he be?
     When Charles was fifteen, his father sent him to medical school to become a doctor like his father and grandfather. But he was not interested in medicine. Instead, he found people who would teach him all about different kinds of plants. He began to draw these plants in great detail, labeling all the parts, learning to tell one variety from another.
     Two years later, Charles left medical school; it was clear that he didn’t want to be a doctor. His father was furious and thought that the endless hours Charles spent outdoors were a waste of time. Determined that Charles would make something of himself, his father sent him to Cambridge University to become a minister.
     Charles was not unhappy with that decision; in those days, ministers often did science experiments and observations in their spare time. Charles planned to find a small church in the countryside and spend most of his time observing and drawing plants, animals, rocks, and insects.
     He was still very interested in collecting beetles. One day, Charles tore a piece of bark off a tree and saw two rare kinds of beetles. He had one in each hand when he saw a third that he wanted to add to his collection. He quickly popped one beetle into his mouth in order to grab the third—with very bad results. The beetle squirted something nasty-tasting and Charles was forced to spit it out.
    At Cambridge, Charles discovered what his life’s work would be and he began to call himself a naturalist.
     Charles went on a journey around the world and as he traveled, he filled notebooks with drawings and notes. He stayed open to the curiosities of the natural world as they presented themselves: frogs, salamanders, armadillos, insects, and lots of fossils. When he returned to England five years later, he understood how plants and animals evolved from one form to another over the course of many, many thousands and millions of years.
     Twenty-two years later Charles Darwin published The Origin of Species. Scientists, preachers, and teachers took notice, and so did the press. The boy collector with the gift of wonder, a spirit of adventure, and openness to new ideas had become the scientist whose theory responded to the “mystery of mysteries.” Today, people still take notice and debate what Charles Darwin had to say.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session1/charles-darwin 

2.40: Teaching A Thief (586 words)
“Teaching a Thief” is taken from Kindness, A Treasury of Buddhist Wisdom by Sarah Conover and Valerie Wahl (Boston: Skinner House, 2010). Availavle from inSpirit: The UU Book and Gift Shop. All rights reserved.
     Bankei was a famous Zen teacher in Japan long ago. Students from all over came to his monastery for months of study and meditation. To make it through such intensive training is not an easy thing: There is much hard work to be done, many hours of meditation, little sleep, and only small, spare meals.
     Once during the time at the monastery, a student found that all he could meditate on was his empty stomach. It was also all that he thought about during work and all he thought of even when eating! Finally, he could not stand it a day longer. In the night, ever so quietly, he sneaked into the kitchen, hoping to make off with something tasty and filling. But the head cook—always alert even when asleep—awoke and caught him.
     The next morning, the matter was brought to Bankei in hopes that the student would be forced to leave. However much to the group’s dismay, Bankei thanked them for the information and acted as if nothing had happened.
     Just a few days later, the same pupil was caught stealing food from the kitchen again. The students were even angrier. It was in the middle of the night when the thief was apprehended, but they wrote a petition right there and then to their teacher Bankei. They each vowed to leave the monastery the next day if the thief was not expelled.
     When Bankei read the petition the next morning, he sighed. He went outside to the monastery gardens and paced thoughtfully. At last, he asked that all the monks and students—including the thief—be brought together. They gathered in the temple hall, becoming quiet when Bankei entered.
     “Many of you have come from far away to be here,” announced Bankei. “Your hard work and perseverance are to be praised. You are excellent, dedicated students. You have also clearly demonstrated that you know wrong from right. If you wish, you may leave this monastery and find another teacher. But I must tell you that the thief will remain, even as my only student.”
     The students were appalled! A murmur of discontent hummed about the room. How could their teacher ask them to leave?
     Who had done the wrong thing? Only the thief! Feeling anger of the other students, the thief in their midst hung his head in disgrace.
     “My friends,” Bankei gently continued, “this thief does not understand the difference between right and wrong as you do. If he leaves, how will these things be learned? He needs to stay here so he can also understand.”
     When the thief heard these words, he felt profoundly moved. Tears sprung to his eyes. But even through his shame in front of the others, he felt Bankei’s deep compassion. He knew he would not steal anymore.
     Bankei ended his speech. He left the hall, leaving the students to make their individual decisions. The thief immediately took a spot on a meditation bench and set about meditating. Many of the students stood right up to leave the monastery. Somewhat confused by Bankei’s speech, they discussed things among themselves. All except for the presence of one student—the thief—the great hall emptied for a time.
     When Bankei returned an hour later, it was so quiet he assumed all the students had left, just as they had vowed. But much to his surprise, every last student had returned. All were quietly sitting, composed in meditation. The wise and kind Bankei smiled at such a wonderful sight.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session4/teaching-a-thief 

2.41: The Water Bearer’s Garden by Betsy Hill Williams (482 words)
From uu & me! Collected Stories, edited by Betsy Hill Williams (Boston: Skinner House, 2003). Used with permission.
     A water bearer in India had two large pots, each hung on one end of a pole that he carried across his neck. One of the pots had a crack in it. At the end of the long walk from the stream on the master’s house, the cracked pot arrived only half full, while the other pot was perfect and always delivered a full portion of water. For two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pots full of water to his master’s house.
     Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments, perfect to the end for which it was made. But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable that it was able to accomplish only half of what it had been made to do. After two years of what it perceived to be bitter failure, it spoke to the water bearer one day by the stream. “I am ashamed of myself, and I want to apologize to you.”
     “Why?” asked the bearer, “What are you ashamed of?”
     “I have been able, for these past two years, to deliver only half my load because this crack in my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your master’s house.
      Because of my flaws, you have to do all this work, and you don’t get full value from our efforts,” the pot said.
     The water bearer felt sorry for the cracked pot, and in his compassion he said, “As we return to the master’s house I want you to notice the beautiful flowers along the path.”
     Indeed, as they went up the hill, the old cracked pot took notice of the sun warming the beautiful wild flowers on the side of the path, and this cheered it some. But at the end of the trail, it still felt sad because it had leaked out half its load, and so again the pot apologized to the bearer for its failure.
     The bearer said to the pot, “Did you notice that there were flowers only on your side of the path, but not on the other pot’s side? That’s because I have always known about your flaw, and I took advantage of it. I planted flower seeds on our side of the path, and every day while we walk back from the stream, you’ve watered them. For two years I have been able to pick beautiful flowers to decorate my master’s table. Without you being just the way you are, he would not have this beauty to grace his house.
     “We all have our own unique flaws. We are all cracked pots. In God’s great web of life, nothing goes to waste. Don’t be afraid of your flaws. Acknowledge them, and you too can be the cause of beauty. Know that in our weakness we find our strength.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session5/143528.shtml 

2.42: Crossing the Finish Line Together (214 words)
Based on a true story which happened at the 1976 Special Olympics in Seattle, Washington.
     Years ago, at the Seattle Special Olympics, nine contestants lined up at the starting line for the 100-yard dash. At the sound of the starting gun, they all started off in their own way, making their best effort to run down the track toward the finish line. That is, except for the one young boy who stumbled soon after his start, tumbled to the ground and began to cry. Two of the other racers, hearing the cries of the boy who fell, slowed down and looked back at him. Then without hesitation, they turned around and began running in the other direction—toward the injured boy.
     While the other contestants struggled to make it to the finish line, the two who had turned around to run in the other direction reached for the boy and helped him to his feet. All three of them then linked arms and together they walked to the finish line. By the time the trio reached the end, everyone in the stands was standing and cheering, some with tears rushing down their faces. Even though by turning back and helping the boy who fell, they lost their own chance to win the race, they all had smiles on their faces because they knew they had done the right thing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session4/161765.shtml 

2.43: The Mish-Mash Heart (438 words)
     Recently at a multigenerational event at a Unitarian Universalist congregation, everyone was encouraged to create a heart. They were given some construction paper and some glue and some markers to design their heart. Emily worked diligently to create the most perfect, beautiful heart she could. It even had glitter in the shape of diamonds all around the outside.
     As she was helping to clean up, she noticed the heart of one woman who was around the same age as her grandmother sitting at a nearby table. It was a mish-mash mess of odd colors and had pieces which were ripped and torn glued haphazardly upon it. Parts of it were wrinkled and crinkled and there was even a little hole in it!
     Thinking there was something wrong, Emily offered to help the woman fix her heart. But the woman merely smiled and explained that there was nothing wrong with her heart; it merely revealed all the things which had happened to her in her life. She said there were happy times here: the beautiful colors and designs represented when she first met her husband, their wedding and the birth of each of their three children. There were other beautiful parts, too, which stood for watching her children taking their first steps on their own, riding a bike for the first time and graduating from college.
     "But what about all the rips and tears and wrinkles?" Emily asked. "Why are they there?"
     These were for the sad times in her life, the woman explained. The time her best friend was stricken with measles, the time someone lied or did something to hurt her feelings and the hole was left when her husband died. "In fact, every time a person comes into my life that I care about," she explained, "they take a piece of my heart with them."
     This was distressing to Emily, thinking of the woman having to give part of her heart away to others. "But what happens if you give it all away?" she asked. "You'll be left with nothing."
     "No, I won't," the woman responded with a smile. "Because you see, they give me a piece of theirs as well."
     Emily looked down at her beautiful, perfect heart with the glitter and the designs she worked so hard to make. Then she looked again at the woman's mish-mashed heart with the jagged colors, rips and wrinkles. Without hesitation, Emily ripped a piece off of her perfect heart and handed it to the woman.
     "Thank you," the woman said as she placed it with her mish-mash heart and tore off a piece to hand to Emily.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session3/161723.shtml 

2.44: Crossing the Finish Line Together (214 words)
Based on a true story which happened at the 1976 Special Olympics in Seattle, Washington.
     Years ago, at the Seattle Special Olympics, nine contestants lined up at the starting line for the 100-yard dash. At the sound of the starting gun, they all started off in their own way, making their best effort to run down the track toward the finish line. That is, except for the one young boy who stumbled soon after his start, tumbled to the ground and began to cry. Two of the other racers, hearing the cries of the boy who fell, slowed down and looked back at him. Then without hesitation, they turned around and began running in the other direction—toward the injured boy.
     While the other contestants struggled to make it to the finish line, the two who had turned around to run in the other direction reached for the boy and helped him to his feet. All three of them then linked arms and together they walked to the finish line. By the time the trio reached the end, everyone in the stands was standing and cheering, some with tears rushing down their faces. Even though by turning back and helping the boy who fell, they lost their own chance to win the race, they all had smiles on their faces because they knew they had done the right thing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session4/161765.shtml 


2.45: Craig Keilburger and Free the Children (595 words)
Adapted by Lynn Ungar from a story by Jerrilyn Jacobs on the My Hero project website and information on the Free the Children website.
     You could say it all started with a little thing. Craig Keilburger watched his older brother Marc get excited about a science project when Marc was 12 years old. Marc’s project was more than science; it was also service. Craig was impressed when his brother collected signatures for a petition to ban products harmful to the environment. Craig says: “I remember watching him and thinking how amazing it was [that] he’s changing the world...and I wanted to follow in his footsteps.”
     This little bit of inspiration went a long way. When Craig himself was 12, he read an article about another 12-year-old boy—this one in Pakistan. Iqbal Masih was murdered for calling the world’s attention to the terrible conditions endured by children working in the carpet-making industry. “I saw him as a hero for speaking out about child labor,” says Kielburger. “I suddenly understood that a young person can make a difference.”
     Craig decided to educate himself about human rights. He became so passionate about it that his parents—reluctantly—allowed him to leave his home in Canada to travel through South Asia with a human rights worker. There Craig saw, first-hand, the personal horrors behind child labor issues. He came home to Canada determined to find a way to help the children he had met.
     Craig managed to get six of his friends excited about how kids could help other kids across the world, and the seven of them founded a group called Kids Can Free the Children. Craig and his friends worked to make it possible for children to get education instead of jobs. Free the Children created Friendship Schools, a program that connected schools in North America, Europe, and other wealthier, industrialized countries with schools in developing countries. More and more kids joined in on the effort, raising money with bake sales and car washes and learning about human rights and the needs of other kids around the world.
Craig Keilburger founded Free the Children in 1995. Since then, the organization has accomplished a lot:
· Built more than 500 schools in developing countries, providing education to more than 50,000 children every day
· Established Youth in Action groups in more than 1,000 schools in Canada and the United States, engaging more than 20,000 young people
· Distributed more than 207,500 school and health kits to children in need
· Shipped medical supplies worth more than $15 million and built health care centers to help improve the lives of more than 512,500
· Equipped 23,500 women to be economically self-sufficient
· Improved access to clean water and sanitation for 138,500 people
     One boy who wanted to help the world turned into two brothers who believed they could make a difference. One brother who wanted to make life better for child laborers on the other side of the world got six friends involved. Now the organization they started has tens of thousands of kids and adults making change around the world.
     “Of all the well-known people I’ve met, the person who inspired me the most would be Mother Teresa,” says Craig Kielburger. “She had this incredible power about her...because she had such a big heart. I asked her how she kept her hope in the face of so much poverty and she said ‘We must always realize that we can do no great things, only small things with great love.’
     “You have the spirit of Mother Teresa or Nelson Mandela inside you. No matter what your gifts, no matter what your talents, kids can help change the world.” Craig Keilburger’s life is proof that his words are true.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session7/keilburger-free-the-children

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

2.47: Putting Dreams into Action (586 words)
     In early 2008, Mark Covington was out of a job—a very common problem in his native city of Detroit, where unemployment rates are some of the highest in the country. Large sections of many neighborhoods have been abandoned as people have fled Detroit, looking for jobs and a better life somewhere else. Lots of people have just given up on Detroit, but Mark has a different way of looking at life. As he hung out in the neighborhood surrounding his grandmother’s house, Mark couldn’t help but notice the mess filling the three vacant lots at the end of his block. But he did more than notice. Looking to do something productive with his time, Covington started clearing out rubbish, where locals had beaten a diagonal path over to the low-quality groceries and liquor stores along Harper. At first, he only intended to take on the lot’s litter and garbage. But as he cleared away the corner, bigger dreams began to form in his head, and in his heart. Mark became inspired to make a community garden.
     Fast forward just a couple of years, and the path through the garbage and broken glass is now green and growing, filled with vegetables and flowers. And it doesn’t stop there. The abandoned store on the corner is now a community center and library where kids can be with their friends in a safe environment. Adult mentors work with neighborhood kids to tend the garden, building relationships as well as providing fresh food in a place where grocery stores rarely sell fresh produce. Events at the garden and center provide everything from backpacks full of school supplies for neighborhood kids to hosting free community dinners where people can get to know one another better as well as enjoy bounty from the garden.
     It was hard at first. In Mark Covington’s words: “I was preaching to the neighborhood. It was hard to get people to come out. They were used to a lot of people talking about things, but nothing being done. I just thought, ‘I’ll start doing it.’” Given the condition of the lots, early predictions for the project were grim. Some locals, Covington says, thought “people would steal from it, that we’d need a big fence. But we don’t need a fence. I just strung a rope around it. Nobody takes anything, and we leave tables and chairs out there. Now if you put up a fence and try to control something, people would want to fight that.”
     Indeed, nobody took so much as a bean from the garden, and in December, Covington hosted a neighborhood dinner. That night, Georgia Street attracted 80 people. Not only did they eat much of the harvest, they brought so much food they had plenty left over to donate to Detroit Rescue Mission Ministries.
     The project keeps growing. The garden now includes five lots on Georgia Street, including a fruit orchard with apples, plums, cherries, peaches and pears, as well as raspberries and strawberries.
     But fruits and vegetables aren’t the only things that are growing in this Detroit neighborhood. Friendships are growing as children and adults from the neighborhood work and play with each other, and with volunteers who come from surrounding cities to work in the garden. Respect is growing, as people see what they can accomplish together. Hope is growing, not just on Georgia Street, but around Detroit as others like Mark Covington imagine and create a new Detroit full of urban farms, rather than urban desolation and abandonment.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session3/220350.shtml 

2.48: Henry David Thoreau and the Still, Small Voice (520 words)
     Henry sat in front of his little cabin on one of his three chairs, listening to the evening. If you were there you might have thought there was nothing to listen to. Certainly, no television or iPod. Those wouldn't be around for 100 years or more. There was no one to talk with, no airplanes overhead, no radio coming from next door. Mr. Emerson's house, the closest thing to a next-door neighbor, was over a mile away (not that he had a radio to play, in any case). Even the natural world was still. No wind rippled the pond, and the birds had stopped singing as night approached.
     Still, Henry listened for the tiniest sounds: a small fish breaking the surface of the water and splashing down again, the crackle of leaves as a mouse passed by, the sound of wings as a crow passed overhead. To him, these miniature sounds were music.
     Of course, most of the townspeople thought Henry David Thoreau was crazy when he decided to build a tiny cabin from used materials out in Emerson's wood lot by Walden Pond. Why would a promising writer want to move away from society to sit with birds and bugs for company? In fact, Henry enjoyed the company of Emerson and the other thinkers who shared his Transcendentalist philosophy. However, to him the quiet of the pond and the animals and plants that lived in and around it provided excellent company. Sometimes, Henry thought, the conversation you learn the most from is the one in which the least is said.
     As he watched the last rays of light glisten on the pond, Henry thought about the Biblical story about the prophet Elijah, who crawled off to a mountain cave to listen for what God wanted him to do.
     While Elijah stood outside his cave, a great wind whipped around the mountains, sending boulders crashing to the ground in the fury of its passing. But God wasn't in the wind.
     Then an earthquake rattled the mountain with a terrific rumbling, but God wasn't in the earthquake.
     Then came a fire, sweeping across the rocks and brush outside the cave, red and roaring and grand. But God wasn't in the fire, either.
Finally, after all the roaring and crashing, everything became quiet. Elijah stood there shaking, wrapped in his cloak, just waiting. And out of the silence came the still, small voice of his God.
     "I'm not at all sure," thought Henry, "that I believe in that God of the Bible, the one who chatted with Elijah. But whatever God is, I'm pretty sure I know it better out here in the quiet than I would through any ranting sermon. Maybe God is speaking to me in the small voice of the jumping fish and the rustling leaves, the still pond and the stars beginning to peek through the trees. Maybe I hear God when my heart is still and I can listen with my very smallest inner ear. Maybe...." And his thoughts drifted off with a small breeze that came and ruffled his hair and rippled across the quiet lake.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session5/220433.shtml 

2.49: One Square Inch (576 words)
     On a moss-covered log, in the middle of the Hoh Rain Forest, in Olympic National Park in Washington State, there’s reddish, square-ish stone. This stone may be the smallest, least noticeable marker ever for a really big idea. This stone marks one square inch of silence.
     To understand this unique yet ever-so-ordinary marker, you have to understand Gordon Hempton, the man behind the project that is One Square Inch of Silence. Hempton is an acoustic ecologist—that is to say, he travels around the world recording the sounds of nature. Here’s what he said in an interview with Newsweek about how he came to such an odd career:
     I was driving from Seattle to Madison, Wis., and decided to sleep in a cornfield for the night. I didn’t want to pay for a hotel. As I lay there, I heard crickets, and rolling thunder in the background, which captivated me. The thunderstorm came, and I truly listened. The storm passed on, and as I lay there, drenched, the only thought in my mind was, how could I be 27 years old and never have truly listened before? I then took my microphone and tape recorder and went everywhere, obsessively listening—freight trains, hobos—it was a flood of sensation. I realized how we need to hear to survive.
     For Gordon Hempton, silence isn’t the complete absence of any sound. It’s natural quiet, undisturbed by any mechanical, human-made sounds, so that all you hear is the natural world. When Hempton started trying to identify quiet places in 1984, he found just 21 places where you could go for 15 minutes without hearing a single human-made sound. In 2007 he could find only three.
     One of those three places is the square inch of silence marked by the little red stone. Hempton and other volunteers are trying to preserve the silence of that small spot, knowing that keeping it completely undisturbed by noise pollution can protect 1000 square miles around it. They are trying to get airlines to agree not to fly over the park, and are trying to get the National Park Service to recognize quiet as a feature of our national parks that needs to be preserved.
     Why bother to try to preserve this natural quiet? This is how Hempton put it, in the introduction to the book One Square Inch of Silence:
     Silence is not the absence of something, but the presence of everything. ... It is the presence of time, undisturbed. It can be felt within the chest. Silence nurtures our nature, our human nature, and lets us know who we are. Left with a more receptive mind and a more attuned ear, we become better listeners not only to nature, but to each other.... Silence can be found, and silence can find you. Silence can be lost, and also recovered. But silence cannot be imagined, although most people think so. To experience the soul-swelling wonder of silence you must hear it.
     If you sat on the log by that stone, you wouldn’t hear the sounds of your everyday life. You wouldn’t hear cars or leaf blowers, or the hum of computers or refrigerators. But you might hear wind moving the leaves of trees 300 feet above you, or the distant call of an elk, or the hollow knock of a woodpecker searching for bugs, or the patter of rain sifting through branches. And maybe you would experience the soul-swelling wonder of silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session7/229956.shtml

2.50: Rachel Carson Shapes Tomorrow by Greta Anderson (878 words)
     “Better Living through Chemistry.” This was the motto of one of America’s leading corporations in the 1950s. Chemicals could make better clothing. Chemicals could improve food—not to mention food packaging. Chemicals could increase farm yields and improve our environment. Chemicals had helped us win the Second World War and would help us win future wars. Magazine and television ads and billboards shouted the message to the public. “Better living through chemistry” was the American way.
     Marine biologist Rachel Carson disagreed. But, she was used to going against the tide. Starting out in the 1920s, she was a rarity in the largely male science professions. Yet, she moved up in her chosen field, working as an aquatic biologist at Woods Hole on Cape Cod and then in Washington, DC with the U.S. government. Eventually she became editor-in-chief at the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service.
     Carson was both a marine biologist and a writer. As much as she was fascinated by the creatures of the ocean and their intricate, interconnected web, she loved to share her fascination with the public. And the public loved her books, from Under the Sea Wind, published in 1941 through The Sea Around Us and The Edge of the Sea in the 1950s. Rachel Carson took readers on a journey from the teeming abundance of the tide pool to the dark, mysterious ocean depths, a tour of microscopic marine life. Life was everywhere; life was diverse; life was a celebration.
     This sense of celebrating all forms of life made Rachel’s writing different. People in the United States were used to being told they were at the top of the “food chain,” that other life on Earth existed to serve us. According to many religions, Nature was created for “Man,” to meet “his” needs—food, shelter or even a beautiful scene to contemplate. Such a view is called “anthropocentric,” or human-centered: The world was made for us and we are the most important creature in it. Instead, Rachel’s vision was “biocentric,” or life-centered. Her books helped people appreciate, joyfully, that we humans are just one part of nature’s web of life.
     Imagine how Rachel felt when the United States dropped destructive atomic bombs on Nagasaki and Hiroshima in 1945. Imagine, too, how she felt when the U.S. government began dropping “bombs” on tiny enemies within our own borders: insects such as fire ants and mosquitoes. Before, humans had lived with the inconvenience of nature’s insects; now, the corporations that promised “better living” were manufacturing deadly chemicals such as DDT to eradicate insects completely. Throughout the 1950s, airplanes sprayed these chlorinated compounds over America’s bountiful farmlands, pretty suburbs and crowded towns. The government supported it. No one stopped to question it.
     Of course, the chemicals only eradicated the pests for a short while. Usually the insects came back, even stronger than before. Worse, the chemicals killed much more than insects. A friend of Rachel’s lived next to a bird sanctuary. She wrote to Rachel and told her how, after the government sprayed DDT to kill mosquitoes, she found dozens of dying birds at her birdbath, suffering painful deaths.
     Though her own health was weak from stomach ulcers and the early stages of breast cancer, Rachel commenced the fight of her life. She gathered data to show how chemistry was not giving us better living, but harming life. Originally called “Man against Nature,” the book she published as Silent Spring argued that spraying chemicals like DDT endangered life, including human life. To convince her readers, Rachel included information from hundreds of scientific studies, explained in language the public could understand. She took care to avoid errors or exaggerating. She knew she must be ready to back up every statement, 100 percent, or the chemical companies could discredit her whole work. Rachel Carson knew she had one chance to change the course of history.
     Rachel had many friends in the scientific community who helped her fact-check and fine-tune the manuscript. Silent Spring leaped onto the bestseller list. Yes, government and industry spokespeople tried to discredit Rachel—for being “sentimental” or “hysterical,” for being a “back-to-nature” type and probably a Communist. But the many, many people who saw her on a television show saw a frail, clear-eyed woman with a detailed, objective truth to tell. On the other hand, the government officials responsible for the spraying had very few facts to prove DDT was safe. The public sensed that Rachel was right.
     The debate about pesticide use sparked by Silent Spring gave momentum to the 1960s’ environmental movement. In 1970, the government formed the Environmental Protection Agency. In 1972, the government banned the use of DDT in the United States. The same year, Earth Day was proclaimed.
     Rachel Carson died shortly after the publication of Silent Spring. One could say “it’s a shame” she could not witness the growth of the environmental movement she did so much to create. But, for Rachel, life was not about the individual. It was about diverse communities of beings that continuously recycle and renew life. In this sense, Rachel’s courage, her vision of life and her fierce argument against pesticides have become part of us. How will we live that vision in our lifetimes? What courage of ours will inform the next generation?
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session3/rachel-carlson

2.51: A Garden Is Born Evolution (422 words)
     Where previously there had been nothing, now there was something.
     Within a black hole, a “singularity” developed.
What’s a “singularity?” It’s an area in a black hole where the density is so great the pressure squeezes bits of finite matter into a piece of infinite matter. Do you understand that?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     I don’t either! Riddle and mystery.
     But some mathematicians support this theory of how the universe began. They call the birth of the universe the Big Bang, but there wasn’t really a bang because it didn’t happen instantaneously.
     The singularity began to cool off and as that happened, it expanded to become the entire universe we know today. It’s still cooling, expanding, and changing as we speak. Today, it’s 156 billion light years wide. Can you imagine how big that is?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     I can’t either! Riddle and mystery. Cosmogony, the study of the origins of the universe, says this appears to be true.
     Atoms became molecules. Molecules of different elements clustered together to form galaxies. Gaseous clouds of molecules formed into suns. Other gases became rock particles. Bunches of rock particles collided and stuck together and became the Earth. Earth has a non-living atmosphere of carbon, hydrogen, and oxygen. Somehow, these elements managed to form themselves into living creatures. Planetary processes brought these elements together to form amino acids and nucleic acids—the building blocks of life—and they created single-celled organisms that grow and reproduce.
      How did these non-living elements become life?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     Many theories exist, but no one knows for sure. Riddle and mystery. Yet, we know that those single-celled organisms, like bacteria, changed over time. Changes in a living organism overtime is called “evolution.”
     As organisms evolved, they became more complex. Single-celled creatures, probably living in the sea, evolved into life forms with trillions of cells, which live now in the sea, in the air and on land.
     Life became more plentiful. The barren rock became a garden. Since all life has a common ancestor, all life is linked. Since all life has requirements to stay healthy and alive, we have a responsibility. It isn’t just that my survival might depend on your survival. My survival depends on the survival of trees and plants that create oxygen and the survival of particular bacteria which live in my intestines. Do you think it a far stretch to imagine that my survival might depend upon the survival of a rainforest ecosystem in South America?
     Leader: Wait for a negative response.
     I don’t either! All life is connected and dependent upon other life forms. Riddle and mystery.
     Riddled.
     Mysterious.
     Beautiful.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session5/157169.shtml 

2.52: Henry Bergh (702 words)
Adapted from “The Story of Henry Bergh and the First Humane Society” in the curriculum Holidays and Holy Days by Charlene Brotman and Barbara Marshfield (Brotman Marsh-Field Curriculums). Copyright 1983. Used by permission.
     Sometimes, anger can be a good thing. Henry Bergh’s anger was.
Bergh was a Unitarian who lived in the 1800s. He was also the man who founded the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and it was his anger about the way people often treated animals which got him started.
     Bergh was a rich man who liked wearing silk hats and fancy vests. He loved the opera, and he traveled a lot in Europe. When he was 50, President Abraham Lincoln asked him to go to Russia as a diplomat. There, Bergh saw a man whipping a horse. He asked a policeman to stop the beating, but the policeman said the man owned the horse and could do anything he wanted to it. People who saw Bergh trying to interfere gathered around and shook their fists at him. Bergh had to leave, but he remembered what had happened.
     He also remembered what he had seen at home in America—overworked and beaten horses, dog pits where people bet on which dogs would kill the others, fights to the death between roosters or between bulldogs and bears, and pigeon shoots where birds were blinded in one eye so they would fly around crazily while wealthy hunters tried to shoot them.
     After leaving Russia, Bergh went to England, where he met the president of the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. This organization had the power to stop people from abusing animals. Bergh realized he could start a group like it in the United States. In 1866, he did just that—he created the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals—the ASPCA.
     Bergh helped New York State pass a law making abuse of animals illegal. But he did not stop there. As president of the ASPCA, the city and state of New York gave him power to arrest people and take them to court. Soon he seemed to be everywhere at once, investigating cruelty, closing down dog pits and rooster fights, making dairy farmers clean up their barns. His battle to stop cruelty to animals became known as “Bergh’s War.”
     Bergh made a lot of people angry right back at him. They called him “The Great Meddler,” drew nasty cartoons about him and sent threatening letters with skulls and crossbones. One man attacked Bergh with an iron bar, but swung and missed. Other men threw fish heads and chicken guts at him.
     But Bergh did not stop. When people gathered around while he was making an arrest on the street, Bergh preached kindness. He felt it would be a greater triumph to plant kindness in people’s hearts than to build a new railroad across America, as some other men were then doing.
     The ASPCA was active, but it was poor. Then an old man sent for Bergh. When Bergh entered the shabby little home, the old man said, “I’ve been reading about you in the papers. I like what you are doing for animals. I am ill, and I know I am dying. I’m going to leave everything in my will to the ASPCA.”
     Bergh thanked the old man, without expecting his gift to be of much help. But after the man died, Bergh found out he had been a millionaire who had lived as a miser. Now the ASPCA could move out of a small rental room into a building of its own. Now it could grow.
     Within five years, Societies for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals had sprung up in 19 states and Canada.
     One day Henry Bergh learned about a case of cruelty involving a small girl instead of an animal. He rescued her, and then, with other leaders, helped start the New York Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. This was the first time people in the United States had organized to protect children.
     By the time Bergh died, the meddling his anger had driven him to do had accomplished great things. People wrote poems about him and built monuments to him. The best monuments to him are not statues. They are organizations and volunteers all over the world that protect children and animals—some right near here.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session11/157390.shtml

2.53: Why? A Playlet with Four Scenelets (913 words)
Characters
Scenelet One: Narrator, Parent, Little Kid
Scenelet Two: Narrator, Pediatrician, Parent, Little Kid
Scenelet Three: Narrator, Adult, UU Minister
Scenelet Four: Narrator, Old Scientist, Old Scientist’s Young Friend
SCENELET ONE
     Narrator: A Parent and a Little Kid were at the beach on a nice summer day.
     Parent: Look at the sky! It’s just as blue as can be! It’s a perfect day.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because we won’t get wet.
     Little Kid: Are we going to swim?
     Parent: Sure. That’s why we’re here.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it’s such a hot day. It will feel good to get wet.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it will!
     Parent: Goodness, the sky is getting dark. I think we’d better go.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because it’s going to rain. We might get all wet and yucky. Come on, let’s go.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Parent: Because.
     Little Kid: Because why?
     Parent: BECAUSE I SAID SO!
     Narrator: So, the Parent and the Little Kid went home.
SCENELET TWO
     Narrator: The Little Kid kept asking so many questions that the Parent was getting very flustered. The Parent made an immediate appointment with the Little Kid’s Pediatrician.
     Pediatrician: (to Parent) Good morning. What can I do for you?
     Parent: The Little Kid never seems to say anything except why and what and when and who and where. I don’t think that’s normal and it’s getting really aggravating! And I’m concerned!
     Pediatrician: Well, let’s have a look. (To Little Kid.) Hi, there, Little Kid. What’s the story here? What seems to be going on?
     Little Kid: When?
     Pediatrician: Anytime. Does anything feel strange? Hurt?
     Little Kid: Where?
     Pediatrician: Anywhere.
     Little Kid: Why?
     Narrator: At this point the Pediatrician turned to the Parent and smiled.
     Pediatrician: I think everything is just fine. Young children ask a lot of questions, that’s all.
     Parent: Why?
     Pediatrician: One reason is that they are curious. The world is new to them, and they want to know how it works. Also, questions are a child’s way of making conversation. They don’t have a whole lot to say, but they want to keep talking because that is what other people do. So, they ask a lot of questions. I’m sure things will begin to change very soon. Then the Little Kid will say a lot more, and some of it may be harder to hear than the questions.
     Parent: Why?
     Pediatrician: Kids grow up, that’s all.
     Parent: When?
     Pediatrician: I can’t tell you that. It differs from kid to kid.
     Parent: How?
     Pediatrician: Oh-oh. I think the Little Kid’s questions may be contagious.
     Parent and Little Kid (together): Why?
     Narrator: That’s enough for now.
SCENELET THREE
     Narrator: The Pediatrician was right. The Little Kid did grow up, and eventually became both an adult and a scientist. One day the Adult who used to be the Little Kid went to talk with a Unitarian Universalist minister.
     Minister: Hi, there, Adult. What’s on your mind today?
     Adult: Questions. All the time I have questions. At work. At home. In worship. On vacation. Questions.
     Minister: Any particular kind of questions?
     Adult: Big questions. Like why do I exist? Why did my friend have to die at such a young age? Why doesn’t my UU congregation have all the answers?
     Minister: Because we cannot know for sure the answers to big questions like the ones you just asked.
     Adult: So why come here, if you aren’t going to give me answers?
     Minister: UU congregations and ministers don’t have all the answers to big questions. But we do have responses.
     Adult: Responses? I don’t get it.
     Minister: Responses are ideas about the big questions that help us understand life and its meaning. UU responses help us all to think about the mysteries of life and death, the mysteries of everything.
     Adult: To think about the mysteries but not to solve them?
     Minister: That’s right. And that’s okay with me. I think the mystery is what makes life life. I think it is wonderful. There will always be big questions and there will always be mystery.
     Adult: Maybe you are right. But I have to go to work now. Thanks for your time.
     Minister: You are very welcome. Merry mystery and happy questioning.
     Narrator: So, the Adult went off to work.
SCENELET FOUR
     Narrator: The Adult who used to be the Little Kid went off to work. In fact the Adult who used to be the Little Kid went off to work in a science laboratory over and over again, for many, many years. After a few decades, the Adult turned into the Old Scientist, and the Old Scientist kept right on working. Sometimes the Old Scientist’s Young Friend worried about that.
     Young Friend: How come you keep working, Old Scientist? You are old and deserve some rest.
     Old Scientist: Because I have been trying to answer the same question for decades, and I cannot rest until I find the answer.
     Old Scientist: The question is: What happens when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Young Friend. Oh. Well, good luck with that.
     Narrator: Then one day, success!
     Old Scientist: Eureka! I did it! Problem solved! End of puzzle! Mystery revealed!
     Young Friend: Congratulations, Old Scientist! So tell me! What happens when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Old Scientist: You get a fummagaroochit!
     Young Friend: Wow! That’s great to know. It is also great to know that now you can stop working and get some rest.
     Old Scientist: Oh no. Not yet.
     Young Friend: Why?
     Old Scientist: Because a fummagaroochit is not the only thing you get when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig.
     Young Friend: What do you get besides a fummagaroochit when you combine a thingamadoojit with a whatsamajig?
     Old Scientist: You get a whole bunch of new questions!
     Young Friend: What are they?
     Old Scientist: That’s the first one right there. What are the questions? Another question is: What does a fummagaroochit do? I am just beginning to write down all the new questions. So, pardon me while I run back to the lab.
     Narrator: So, the Old Scientist who used to be the Adult who used to be the Little Kid ran back to the lab. And that’s where you will find the Old Scientist today, still answering questions and creating more, still moving deeper into mystery.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session14/157532.shtml 

2.54: Pandora’s Box (507 words)
     If Pandora were alive today, she would probably sneak a peek at every gift under her Christmas tree. However, Pandora lived in very ancient times, according to a Greek myth. She herself was a gift, a special gift that Zeus sent to Earth. Zeus was the head god of all the gods and goddesses who lived on Mount Olympus in ancient Greece. He was angry at the human race because a rebel god, Prometheus, had given people the gift of fire. But that's another story.
     In this story, Pandora went to Earth and caused a huge problem because of her curiosity. When Zeus sent Pandora to Earth, he gave her to Epimetheus as a wife. Epimetheus, the brother of Prometheus, paid no attention when Prometheus said to be careful of any gift from Zeus.
     In fact, Epimetheus thought Pandora was a wonderful gift and a wonderful wife. She was bright and she was beautiful and she was a good musician. She was also curious, of course, but Epimetheus had no reason to worry about that.
     Epimetheus also liked a second gift that Zeus presented. So did Pandora. The gift was a beautiful wooden box that anybody who saw it would admire. There was only one hitch. The box was locked, and Zeus warned them never to open it.
     For a while, that was not a problem. Life was beautiful in those days. There was no sickness. People never grew old or died. Everyone was happy, and that included the newlyweds.
     Except for one thing—that box. Pandora could not stop wondering what was in it. Every time she looked at it, she wondered more. She asked Epimetheus to open it, but he said no. He wanted to make Pandora happy, but he was not about to cross Zeus.
     Then one day Epimetheus left the house. Pandora tried to keep her eyes off the box, but she could not. She was just like a little kid left alone with the Christmas tree today. First, she looked at the box. Then she touched it. Then she lifted it up and shook it. Then, finally, after hours and hours of smelling and feeling and shaking and wondering, she could not stand the temptation any more. She broke the box open.
     Instead of the jewels she hoped to find, instead of the pleasures she wanted, evils flew out; evils that still fly around today. One was hate and another was jealousy. Then came anger, hunger, cruelty, poverty, sickness, and death.
     Pandora screamed and slammed down the lid. But it was already too late, and the lid did not quite close. She lifted it again to slam it even harder, and one more thing came floating out. This one last thing was good. It was hope.
     Maybe Zeus was happy about Pandora's Box, but humans were not. The world now had evil in it. Things would never be the same. Still, not everything was ruined. People had the one thing they needed to keep going despite their new problems. They had hope.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session2/115135.shtml 

      Youth
[bookmark: _Hlk109314982]2.55: 
On the Trail with No More Deaths (619 words)
Used with permission of Geoffrey Bayer, No More Deaths.
     The July sun beat down, and by mid-morning, there was no avoiding the heat. By 10 am, the anticipation rose with the heat as nearly 40 humanitarian volunteers gathered in a parking lot just outside the small desert town of Arivaca. Our goal was simple, with 110-degree heat predicted for the coming weekend, we came to put jugs of water out for migrants. The trails we hoped to cover were on the Buenos Aires National Wildlife Refuge. The refuge starts at the border and extends north 30 miles in one of the most active migrant corridors in Arizona.
     We arrived at the first water drop after a short drive west. Our caravan stretched up and down both sides of the road, and our first three volunteers, with gallon jugs in hand, started up the trail amidst applause by onlookers. Soon afterwards, U.S. Fish and Wildlife agents arrived and followed them up the trail. Several minutes went by before our volunteers returned, followed by the agents carrying out the jugs. One by one the water droppers were called over and cited for littering. The group included a nurse, a retired professor of social work, and a Presbyterian minister.
     We drove on to our next stop with law enforcement vehicles now in the caravan. Reverend Fife, a resident of Cascabel, and a Hamilton College student took their jugs and placed them on another migrant trail. Fish and Wildlife agents immediately confiscated the water and again issued citations for littering.
     We continued west to the third location, which was quite a distance off Arivaca Road and required some hiking. Upon our arrival we found that our expert in mapping and GPS, and the former Dean of Geo Sciences at the University of Arizona, was also ticketed for littering, but in his case for giving us guidance to the trailheads. The contrast between the two options for water that day were striking: a gallon of clean, pure drinking water on one hand, and a muddy pool of day old rain water in the other. Four more volunteers, including a preschool teacher and a librarian, placed water along a trail as onlookers pleaded with the agents to leave the water: “Please don’t take that water; there are women and children dying out here.” Then solemn chanting began as the agents moved to their trucks, emphasizing each word: “No-more-deaths! No-more-deaths!” The message fell on deaf ears as agents for a third time immediately removed all water and wrote four more citations.
     As the summer sun continued to bear down on us, we arrived at our final planned stop. A Franciscan priest and retired clinical psychologist proceeded to the last drop, but certainly not least! With abundant enthusiasm they ducked under the barbed wire to place desperately needed water jugs on known migrant routes — only to be met and cited, as had all the others.
     After nearly four hours we gathered again, this time on the side of the road, to celebrate the courageous resistance of people of conscience and the communities that stand with them. As the caravan departed in mid-afternoon, we left hopeful and still committed, yet at the same time saddened, as dozens of life-giving jugs of water sat confiscated as ‘evidence of a crime’ in the back of a truck instead of on the migrant trail where it is so desperately needed. We also left burdened by the knowledge that, as weekend desert temperatures reached 112 degrees, we would soon hear the news of the next unnecessary deaths that will undoubtedly come. Indeed, as our migrant brothers and sisters continue on this journey, forced to cross in more dangerous areas, we must keep the resolve to continue this work by their side.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop4/171812.shtml 

2.56: A Circle of Forgiveness by Rev. Dr. Emily Brault (741 words)
Rev. Dr. Emily Brault is a Unitarian Universalist minister who works as a Chaplain with the Oregon State Correctional Department. Prior to her current position working with incarcerated women, she worked at a juvenile correctional facility. This is one story of forgiveness that has inspired her along the way.
     While I was working at a juvenile correctional facility, I met a 15-year-old boy. We’ll call him Jeremy. Jeremy was in prison for breaking into a church and stealing money. It was a random church. He didn’t know anybody there, had never gone there, but it was an easy mark and he “needed” the money. Who knows what for?
     Toward the end of his sentence, Jeremy had the chance to participate in a Restorative Justice Circle. It turned out that some of the people at the church wanted to meet him. They wanted to hear his side of the story—why did you do it? Why us? And they wanted to tell their side of the story, too—how did Jeremy affect the church? How did he affect the people in the church?
     I was one of the people who helped Jeremy get ready for his circle. At first, Jeremy didn’t understand why the people would be mad at him. He said “it’s not like I stole from somebody, in particular. The church can always get more money. It’s not like it’s somebody’s money.” I tried to explain it to him like this: Imagine that you have two piles of money. One pile is for yourself, for things that you want—maybe a bike or a stereo. And the other pile is for your grandpa. Maybe you are saving money for your grandpa because he needs surgery or he needs glasses, and you’ve been saving money for him for a long time. So now imagine these two piles of money, and I’m going to take one of them from you. Should I take your money, or should I take the money that you have been saving for your grandpa? Jeremy decided I should take his money. When I asked him why, he said, “Because I can always get those things later, but my grandpa needs my help.” “Well, Jeremy,” I said, “when you stole from the church, you stole money that people gave so they could help other people. So you didn’t just steal from one person. You stole from a pile of money that was meant to help many people, maybe people like your grandpa.”
     Jeremy was very nervous about meeting the people that he had stolen from, but he wanted the chance to apologize to them. He was very scared about what they would say, though. Would they hate him? Would they yell at him? He had no idea how they would react. But he wanted to apologize, and he had the courage it took to listen to whatever the people of the church needed to say to him.
     I met with Jeremy the day after the Circle. He was so happy and energetic. “When I got there,” he said. “I was really nervous. All these people were there. The pastor was there, and like five different people from the church. And we all just went around the table and talked. They told me how I had hurt them and how they were still struggling with feeling safe in their church. Some of the people cried. I felt so bad. I cried, too. I told them everything. What I was thinking, why I did it. And I apologized. I apologized for being selfish, and for thinking only of me, and for never thinking about how I might affect other people. I wish I could take it back. I wish I could live that night over and make different choices. But I can’t. All I can do is say, ‘I’m sorry.’ And after it was over, some of the people gave me hugs. I don’t think I’ve ever cried so much, Chaplain! I can’t believe they gave me a hug. And they forgave me.”
     Jeremy was a different person after that. Something changed in him—something big and important. He talked about his experience in that Circle for months. He talked to other guys in the prison. He talked about choices and responsibility, he talked about how our actions affect others even when we don’t know it, and he talked about how grateful he felt that he had a chance to say he was sorry and start again.
     I lost touch with Jeremy after he got out, but he will always impress me. I hope that church was as transformed by the Circle as he was. May we all have the courage to face our hurts with gentleness and hope.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop11/173114.shtml

2.57: Moses and the Ten Commandments, Exodus, Chapter 19, Verses 16-25 (593 words)
It came to pass on the third day when it was morning, that there were thunder claps and lightning flashes, and a thick cloud was upon the mountain, and a very powerful blast of a shofar, and the entire nation that was in the camp shuddered. 17 Moses brought the people out toward God from the camp, and they stood at the bottom of the mountain. 18 And the entire Mount Sinai smoked because the Lord had descended upon it in fire, and its smoke ascended like the smoke of the kiln, and the entire mountain quaked violently. 19 The sound of the shofar grew increasingly stronger; Moses would speak and God would answer him with a voice.
20 The Lord descended upon Mount Sinai, to the peak of the mountain, and the Lord summoned Moses to the peak of the mountain, and Moses ascended. 21 The Lord said to Moses, “Go down, warn the people lest they break [their formation to go nearer] to the Lord, and many of them will fall. 22 And also, the priests who go near to the Lord shall prepare themselves, lest the Lord wreak destruction upon them.”
23 And Moses said to the Lord, “The people cannot ascend to Mount Sinai, for You warned us saying, Set boundaries for the mountain and sanctify it.” 24 But the Lord said to him, “Go, descend, and [then] you shall ascend, and Aaron with you, but the priests and the populace shall not break [their formation] to ascend to the Lord, lest He wreak destruction upon them.” 25 So Moses went down to the people and said [this] to them.
Exodus, Chapter 20, Verses 1-15
God spoke all these words, to respond:
2 “I am the Lord, your God, Who took you out of the land of Egypt, out of the house of bondage.
3 You shall not have the gods of others in My presence.
4 You shall not make for yourself a graven image or any likeness which is in the heavens above, which is on the earth below, or which is in the water beneath the earth.
5 You shall neither prostrate yourself before them nor worship them, for I, the Lord, your God, am a zealous God, Who visits the iniquity of the fathers upon the sons, upon the third and the fourth generation of those who hate Me, 6 and [I] perform loving kindness to thousands [of generations], to those who love Me and to those who keep My commandments.
7 You shall not take the name of the Lord, your God, in vain, for the Lord will not hold blameless anyone who takes His name in vain.
8 Remember the Sabbath day to sanctify it.
9 Six days may you work and perform all your labor,
10 but the seventh day is a Sabbath to the Lord, your God; you shall perform no labor, neither you, your son, your daughter, your manservant, your maidservant, your beast, nor your stranger who is in your cities.
11 For [in] six days the Lord made the heaven and the earth, the sea and all that is in them, and He rested on the seventh day. Therefore, the Lord blessed the Sabbath day and sanctified it.
12 Honor your father and your mother, in order that your days be lengthened on the land that the Lord, your God, is giving you.
13 You shall not murder. You shall not commit adultery. You shall not steal. You shall not bear false witness against your neighbor.
14 You shall not covet your neighbor’s house. You shall not covet your neighbor’s wife, his manservant, his maidservant, his ox, his donkey, or whatever belongs to your neighbor.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop6/moses

2.58: The Life of Jesus of Nazareth (947 words)
Adapted from Christian scripture, New Revised Standard Version.
     Jesus of Nazareth, baby of a poor Jewish family, was born in a stable in Bethlehem in the region of Galilee. His parents, Mary and Joseph, had traveled there as required by law for the Roman census. Jesus learned the trade of his father, a carpenter. The Bible states that as a boy he was filled with wisdom.
     He did not always follow the rules. The only Bible story of Jesus as a child tells of his going to Jerusalem with his family for a huge, week-long Passover festival. When the family began the journey home, Jesus stayed behind in Jerusalem. Mary and Joseph thought the 12-year-old was with friends, and he wasn't missed until the end of the day. Frantic, they eventually found him back in Jerusalem. He had been in the great temple all day, discussing religious matters with the rabbis. Mary and Joseph were furious, but Jesus said to his parents, "Why were you searching for me? Did you not know that I must be in my Father's house?" (Luke 2: 49) Jesus was not referring to Joseph; the scriptures suggest the father he was referring to was God.
     Jesus returned home and lived a quiet life until he was about 31 years old. At that time, he traveled to the region of Judaea to seek John the Baptist, a revered holy man who preached that the messiah anticipated by Jewish prophets would soon arrive. Jesus asked John to baptize him in the River Jordan. John protested, "I need to be baptized by you, and do you come to me?" Jesus said, "Let it be so now," so John agreed and baptized Jesus (Matthew 3: 14-15).
     After his baptism, Jesus fasted and prayed in the desert for forty days. When he emerged from the desert, he began his ministry. In the biblical chapter of Acts, the Apostle Peter describes Jesus in this simple way: "He went about doing good." Indeed, for the three years following his baptism—and three years was all that remained of his life—this is exactly what Jesus did: he traveled almost constantly, mostly on foot, around the region near Jerusalem, preaching and teaching the love of God.
     Jesus taught differently from other rabbis. He taught that there was a higher authority than earthly law, even than Judaic Law, and that being true to that higher moral law was more important than anything else. He even delivered a New Commandment which he said superceded all others. While the core of the existing commandments could be said to be "Obey," the core of the New Commandment was "Love." Jesus said: "Love the Lord your God with all your heart and all your soul and all your strength, and love your neighbor as yourself." Another time Jesus said: "This is my commandment, that you love one another as I have loved you" (Mark 12: 30-31).
     Some Jewish authorities were incensed that Jesus would presume to offer a new commandment and claim it outranked commandments they had lived by and transmitted loyally for thousands of year. They did not believe Jesus was the messiah that their faith had prophesied. They considered Jesus dangerous, a blasphemer, a charismatic charlatan who undermined the Jewish faith. They challenged his authority and told Jesus to stop, but he would not.
     Jesus continued preaching and helping people. He fed them, healed them, and encouraged them to be kind and forgiving to one another. He also taught in simple stories called parables which made important ideas easy to understand. This endeared Jesus to the common people, but Jewish and civic leaders were suspicious of his influence and intentions.
     In Jesus' first year of preaching, he gathered twelve loyal followers to travel with him, the Apostles. Jesus did not seek fame, but his fame grew. Crowds gathered and followed him wherever he went. Authorities became increasingly worried about his influence and concerned that people would defy their authority and follow Jesus. When they heard Jesus was returning to Jerusalem, some conspired to kill him.
     Elders of the Jewish priesthood bribed Judas, one of the Apostles, with thirty pieces of silver to betray Jesus. When Judas identified Jesus with a kiss, soldiers arrested Jesus and hauled him before Caiaphas the high priest for judgment. With very little evidence, Caiaphas condemned Jesus of blasphemy. They beat Jesus, cursed him, spat on him. Caiaphas did not have the authority to order an execution, however; only Pontius Pilate, the civil governor, could do that, so the following morning they took Jesus before Pilate.
     Pilate tried to talk the clamoring crowd out of their demand to see Jesus crucified—a gruesome and brutal form of execution that was common at the time. But the people "shouted all the more, 'Let him be crucified.'" Pilate gave in to this pressure, but declared himself "innocent of the blood of this just person" (Matthew 27: 23-24). He had Jesus publicly whipped, then turned him over to the mob.
     Jesus was tortured by the mob: jeered at, spat on, stabbed, made to wear a crown of thorns, made to walk to his own execution site carrying the huge cross on which he would be crucified. Finally, they nailed his hands and feet to the cross and left him hanging in the sun to die. It took hours. At last he cried, "My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?" and died (Mark 14: 34).
     Throughout his life, Jesus never traveled farther than ninety miles from the place he was born. He preached for only three years. He taught love, forgiveness, and mercy, yet was treated with brutality. Perhaps the final abuse of him helped create the very result the authorities feared: in the end, this fervent, barefooted, itinerant preacher did change the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop11/187491.shtml 

2.59: The Goddess and the God (738 words)
The Catanna website published by Catresea Ann Canivan was a source for this story and offers deep information about Paganism.
     Come with me on a journey—a journey that is as old as time itself. Repeated so often, the earth knows the rhythm and follows it, like a cosmic dance.
     First steps of the dance take us to October 31, Samhain (“SAH-wan”), or Hallowe’en. Why does the dance start here? Because here are both of the greatest events in any individual’s life. Here lies Death—the great God dies. But here also lies the potential for new life: the Goddess sleeps, pregnant with the unborn new god. Death is not a bad thing: if the god did not die, he could not be reborn. The great God’s spirit is not the only one that is turned loose tonight. The lines between the living and the dead are thin and spirits may walk the earth. See how people carve scary faces on pumpkins to frighten the spirits away.
     One small turn of the wheel, one twirl of the dance, brings us to Yule, the winter solstice (on or near December 21) the shortest day of the year. On the longest, darkest night of the year, the Goddess becomes the Great Mother and gives birth to the young Sun God. “Celebrate fertility and the perseverance of life with evergreens, holly, mistletoe and pine trees,” instructs the Goddess. “Light yule logs and bonfires and sit with me throughout the night as you witness my labor to bring the sun back to the earth.”
     Imbolc (“IM-bulk”), February 2, comes next, a slow slide toward the light. “Imbolc” means “in the milk;” this is the time in Europe when sheep and cows begin to lactate to feed their young. Now the Goddess is Mother, nursing the young Sun God. The Mother is honored when we cherish springs, wells, all underground sources of water that thaw as the days grow warmer. This is a day of purification: out with the old to make room for the new!
     Add a spring to your step as you dance towards Ostara, or the Spring Equinox, on or near March 21. Here we find the young God comes to power. The Goddess has rested and returned as the Maiden, and brings her minions, the rabbits. Rabbits become “mad as March hares” as part of their mating season. Celebrate new life, spring forth like young spring lambs, by coloring eggs for Eoastra, the Goddess of Spring.
     Lovely Beltane, May 1, promenades onto the scene. Young girls, dancing around the May pole, wear garlands in their hair. So, too, the young Goddess. She is in full bloom, just as the earth. No wonder the God discovers his love for her.
     Turn the wheel to Litha—that is, Midsummer/Summer Solstice—on or near June 21, when the God ascends to his highest power in sky and the Goddess prepares to bring forth bounty on earth. Celebrate the longest day of the year with bonfires. Sit around the bonfire, telling stories, and see if you can stay awake all night. Why? Because the veil between the worlds is thin again and you might see a fairy, like Puck, Titania, or Oberon from Shakespeare’s A Midsummer’s Night Dream. But be careful! These fey are the trickster kind. Any plants gathered today are especially potent.
     Now the wheel brings us three harvest festivals. The first is Lammas or Lughnasadh (“loo-nah-SAHD), on August 1. In our story, the God, having peaked at the height of Midsummer, knows it is time to rest and is voluntarily sacrificed to make the earth—and the Goddess—fertile again. The Goddess as Crone oversees the ceremony. Bake John Barleycorn men and bread, and make cornhusks dolls.
     A Pagan time of thanksgiving comes next in the form of Mabon or Harvest Home, on or near September 21. This is no surprise: it is the Autumn Equinox and civilizations have been celebrating the harvest around this time since farming first began. Decorate your home with signs of the harvest. Slice harvested apples crosswise to reveal the pentagram inside. Plant bulbs for spring as you consider what changes you hope the next year will bring.
     But where are our God and Goddess?
     The wheel returns to Samhain. The Goddess carries the sleeping God. Her fertility and the God’s death have brought forth the good harvest. The God that will be reborn rests within the earth until it is time for him to be born and for the eternal wheel to turn again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop21/goddess-god 

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

2.61: The March at Selma (773 words)
     In February of 1965, the United States was at another turning point in the Civil Rights Movement. The Civil Rights Act had been passed in 1964, but critical rights were still not legally secured for African Americans. Black men and women routinely faced physical violence, biased “literacy tests,” and other obstacles when they attempted to register to vote.
     In Selma, Alabama, African Americans’ attempts to register had been met with an injunction by local judges forbidding groups of two or more to talk about civil rights. Organizers with the Southern Christian Leadership Coalition (SCLC), led by the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and including James Bevel, had begun to work on voter registration campaigns and protests in response.
     On February 18th, during a protest in nearby Marion, 26-year-old Baptist deacon Jimmie Lee Jackson was shot by police as he tried to protect his grandfather from their beating. Eight days later, Jackson died from those wounds. Surrounding communities erupted in grief and anger, and James Bevel called for a march to Montgomery, the capital of Alabama, to protest police violence and demand voting rights from Governor George Wallace.
     More than 500 people showed up to march the 54 miles to Montgomery on March 7, 1965. As they approached the Edmund Pettis Bridge, just outside Selma, state troopers arrived on the order of Gov. Wallace and told marchers to turn back. When marchers refused, the troopers attacked with nightsticks and tear gas, while mounted divisions charged into the crowd on horseback. Televised images of the encounter shocked the nation. Seventeen marchers were hospitalized, and that day became known as “Bloody Sunday.”
     Dr. King immediately called for a second march, issuing a call to clergy and others around the country to participate. One who responded was Unitarian Universalist Rev. James Reeb. Another religious leader who answered the call was the Conservative Jewish Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel, who had escaped the Holocaust just before World War II and was a long time ally of the Civil Rights Movement.
     On March 9, 2,500 people were present to repeat the march—but again, they only reached the Edmund Pettis Bridge. A judge had temporarily forbidden marching until the state troopers’ role could be examined in court and SCLC organizers decided to temporarily obey. The marchers returned to Selma to prepare for a third attempt.
     That night, Rev. Reeb and Unitarian Universalist ministers Clark Olson and Orloff Miller had dinner at an integrated restaurant (one that welcomed blacks and whites). As they were leaving, they were easily identified as outsiders, and therefore Civil Rights marchers, by some angry local men, who attacked the ministers with clubs. Rev. James Reeb’s skull was cracked, and he died.
     The death of a white man brought a level of national outrage among other whites that Jimmy Lee Jackson’s death had not inspired. Protests were held around the country. In response to the death, the march, and years of pressure, President Lyndon Baines Johnson introduced a Voting Rights Act to Congress on March 15, 1965.
     The march, however, was still left to be completed. On March 21, tens of thousands set forth from Selma for a five-day, four-night trek to the state capital. Rabbi Heschel and Rev. King led the march, linked arm-in-arm; Heschel would later say that when they walked, it was as if his “legs were praying.” When the highway became thinner, some marchers walked through while others were transported by volunteer drivers, including Unitarian Universalist Viola Liuzzo.
     Liuzzo was a white woman, a mother of five, a new member of the Unitarian Universalist movement, and a resident of Detroit. She was also someone who believed that the racism in the United States was unacceptable, and when she heard the call for volunteers, she went. The night of that final march, Viola was driving an African American activist to Montgomery when a car full of Ku Klux Klan members started following them and shouting threats. (The Ku Klux Klan or KKK is America’s most infamous hate group. Still existing today, the KKK targets blacks, Jews, immigrants, homosexuals, and others.) She sang freedom songs in response. Miles later, on a lonely stretch of road, the KKK members pulled up and shot Viola through the window, killing her.
     Viola’s death brought a fresh wave of outrage. National response grew, as television broadcasts showed the marchers’ determination and the power of Dr. King’s speech when the marchers arrived in Montgomery. Just months later, on August 6, 1965, the Voting Rights Act passed into law. The Christians, Jews, Unitarian Universalists, and others who worked together to march from Selma to Montgomery had changed our country forever.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop3/173645.shtml

2.62: The Pride Rainbow Project by Christine Michell (664 words)
     It started off as an idea for a cool "dramatic" youth group social justice project: Making a giant pride rainbow banner in support of same sex marriage in Canada—and maybe getting a world record in the process. Soon there were four of us in the planning group—Erin, Sanford, Cora, and myself, Chris, and we spent the first year planning, tossing ideas around, and advertising, as well as collecting some fabric and making some half-hearted attempts at cutting and sewing.
     In the summer of 2004, nearly a year after the idea was first conceived, we made our very first piece—about 6 feet long, in the 6 colours of the pride flag. Our group was finally in place (Em joined us, so we now had a core group of five) and we knew what we wanted: To prove that there was real support for equal marriage everywhere in Canada, even in relatively conservative Alberta. Once we had that first piece in place and the details of how to make the banner, we started holding sewing bees to actually create sections of the banner throughout the school year. My mum (who became our biggest supporter and helper) taught us quilting tricks that made the banner look better and made it more efficient to put together. We even made a set of instructions so that other youth groups could make sections of the banner—and some did!
     Throughout the fall and winter, we took a section of the banner to several protests and rallies in support of equal marriage. In February 2005, when we had 196 feet completed, we set ourselves an ambitious but achievable goal — 500 feet by April. We planned a party for April 9, to celebrate reaching this goal. We had a flurry of sewing bees (including several over spring break), but finally, just days before the party, my mum sewed all the individual pieces together into four long sections that could be connected by Velcro and we had met our goal! The party was great, an excellent way to relax and celebrate our success. There were speakers and live music and the walls of the hall were covered in the banner!
     The organizers of the Annual Conference and Meeting of the Canadian Unitarian Council (ACM) asked us to bring the banner to the ACM in mid-May—to which I naturally replied "Sure, how long of a piece should we bring?" and they said "All of it!" Once I was sure they recognized that it was now 500 ft long, we agreed to ship the pieces from Calgary to Hamilton, Ontario, by bus in two large plastic bins.
     It took 70 youth, junior youth, and adults to carry the banner into the ingathering ceremony, and we had to wind it back and forth quite a bit around all the participants in order to fit. Everyone was on their feet and there were few dry eyes in the room. It was the first time the whole banner had been put together and seen all and once, and it was an amazing experience. At the closing ceremony someone made a motion to take up a spontaneous collection in order to send the five of us to Ottawa to demonstrate on Parliament Hill in support of Bill C-38 (the Equal Marriage bill), and $2,400 was collected from the 600 conference participants—enough to buy our five plane tickets.
     In June 2005, the five of us travelled to Ottawa with all 500 feet of the banner, and had a rally on Parliament Hill. The next day we toured the Parliament buildings, got taken for lunch with an NDP Member of Parliament, and watched Question Period. By July 20, 2005 Equal Marriage became law across Canada.
     Over the summer pieces of the banner were featured in Pride parades across Canada. We set up "chapters" in each region of Canada, so that the pieces could continue to be used at parades and other events, including rentals for weddings.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop4/167692.shtml

2.63: Spirit of Life (471 words)
“Spirit of Life” by Carolyn McDade is one of the most often sung hymns from Singing the Living Tradition. In 2007, Kimberly French interviewed Carolyn McDade about “Spirit of Life” for an article in UU World magazine. This is an excerpt describing the night she wrote the song:
     Like much of McDade’s music, the genesis of “Spirit of Life” was a very personal one. Late one night in the early 1980s, she was driving her close friend Pat Simon home from one of those meetings. In UU tellings of the story, it has been called a church social-justice meeting, an anti nuclear-power demonstration, and a remembrance of Harvey Milk, the openly gay San Francisco city supervisor who was assassinated in 1978—versions that may work well to make a sermon point. But McDade says it was a meeting for Central American solidarity, probably at a college.
     What she remembers most clearly was the feeling she had. “When I got to Pat’s house, I told her, ‘I feel like a piece of dried cardboard that has lain in the attic for years. Just open wide the door, and I’ll be dust.’ I was tired, not with my community but with the world. She just sat with me, and I loved her for sitting with me.”
     McDade then drove to her own home in Newtonville. “I walked through my house in the dark, found my piano, and that was my prayer: May I not drop out. It was not written, but prayed. I knew more than anything that I wanted to continue in faith with the movement.”
     The song started as a prayer by a woman who was trying to stay in faith with a larger social justice movement. But “Spirit of Life” slowly grew into a life of its own. The song spread to Unitarian Universalist congregations, and when the Unitarian Universalist Association published Singing the Living Tradition in the early 1990’s, “Spirit of Life” was included. It had become an important hymn for Unitarian Universalists.
     For many Unitarian Universalists, this hymn is a regular part of coming together. A creative Unitarian Universalist added hand signals. Some churches use “Spirit of Life” as part of their weekly worship ritual—as the chalice lighting or as part of the closing. It has also been sung as a prayer for strength. As hundreds of Unitarian Universalists gathered to prepare for the banner parade at the 2003 Unitarian Universalist Association General Assembly, a man from Colorado experienced a heart attack in the middle of the crowd. As medical first responders worked to save his life, the others gathered spontaneously broke into singing “Spirit of Life.”
     “Spirit of Life” began as a prayer by a single woman with no intention of it becoming a hymn for a religious movement. However, that is exactly what happened to it. In the hymn we sing, “Roots hold me close; wings set me free.” In this case, the roots are the prayerfulness that is at the center of the song’s creation, and the wings are all of us who sing it and spread it throughout our faith community.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop6/167778.shtml 

2.64: The Woodcarver by Thomas Merton (250 words)
“The Woodcarver” by Thomas Merton, from The Way of Chuang Tzu, copyright (C) 1965 by The Abbey of Gethsemani. Reprinted by permission of New Directions Publishing Corp.
     Khing, the master carver, made a bell stand
Of precious wood. When it was finished,
All who saw it were astounded. They said it must be
The work of spirits. The prince of Lu said to the master carver:
“What is your secret?”
     Khing replied: “I am only a workman:
I have no secret. There is only this:
When I began to think about the work you commanded
I guarded my spirit, did not expend it
On trifles, that were not to the point.
I fasted in order to set my heart at rest.
After three days fasting,
I had forgotten gain or success.
After five days, I had forgotten praise or criticism.
After seven days I had forgotten my body with all its limbs.
“By this time all thought of your Highness
And of the court had faded away.
All that might distract me from the work
Had vanished.
I was collected in the single thought
Of the bell stand.
“Then I went to the forest
To see the trees in their own natural state.
When the right tree appeared before my eyes,
The bell stand also appeared in it, clearly, beyond doubt.
All I had to do was to put forth my hand
And begin.
“If I had not met this particular tree
There would have been
No bell stand at all.
“What happened?
My own collected thought
Encountered the hidden potential in the wood;
From this live encounter came the work
Which you ascribe to the spirits.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop12/168036.shtml

2.65: Lotta Hitschmanova, Mother of a Thousand by Janeen Grohsmeyer (540 words)
     A century ago, when Lotta Hitschmanova was young, she lived with her sister Lilly and their mother and father in a spacious home in the ancient city of Prague. Their nanny spoke to them in Czech, the language of the local people, their governess spoke to them in French, and their mother and father spoke to them in English, German, Italian, or Spanish, depending on the day. Lotta studied Latin and Greek at school. "Learn to speak with different people," her mother said, "and you will go far."
     When Lotta was twenty-three, she traveled to France and studied political science and journalism at the Sorbonne University. But in 1938, soon after she came home to Prague, the Nazis invaded her country. In her articles for the newspaper, Lotta wrote against the Nazis. "It is not fair," she wrote, "for them to take our country and our homes." But the Nazis took what they wanted and killed those who disagreed.
     So, Lotta left her home and her family, and traveled to Belgium. Soon, the Nazis invaded Belgium. Lotta went to France and tried to get a visa so she could travel to the United States, far across the ocean. She was denied a visa, but she worked in an office helping other people to leave, speaking to them in their own languages. She began working with the Unitarian Service Committee, and when the Nazis invaded France, the Service Committee helped Lotta escape.
     In 1942, she sailed across the Atlantic Ocean to Canada, where she settled in Ottawa and joined a Unitarian church. But Lotta did not forget the people who were still in Europe, the people caught in a terrible war. With her knowledge of many languages, she translated documents and letters, helping her new country fight the Nazis. She also traveled around Canada, speaking at churches and public meetings, asking for food, medicine, blankets and clothing to send to the people whose countries were being destroyed by war.
     In 1945, the war against the Nazis ended, but the need for help didn't end. Thousands of people, many of them children, were hungry or wounded and had no place to live. Lotta Hitschmanova helped to create the Unitarian Service Committee of Canada, and her work went on. "We have much," she told the people in Canada. "The war refugees have nothing, and that is not fair." Canadians gave money, food, and clothes, and Lotta took it all to Europe to share. There, she gave the people what she had. Then she asked them what they needed to take care of themselves. "We must listen first," she said, "then help."
     In time, and with help, people in Europe rebuilt their countries. But other places and people were still being shattered by war, by drought, by disease: Italy, Japan, Korea, Vietnam, India, Bangladesh, Lesotho, Greece, Jordan, Palestine, Botswana, Indonesia, Nepal. For thirty-five years, Lotta would travel to these places and ask how she could help. Then she would return to Canada, asking for donations and letting people know how they could share.
     Lotta Hitschmanova devoted her life to helping others. She never married and she never had children of her own. But she was known as the "Mother of a Thousand Orphans" and she created a legacy of love and fairness that lasts to this day.
     Time Line
1909 Born November 28 in Prague, in today's Czech Republic into a Jewish family
1929-1935 Studies at the Sorbonne in Paris and at Prague University, where she obtains a doctorate in French literature.
1938-1942 As a journalist in Prague, opposes the Nazis and is forced to flee, first to Belgium and then to France
1942 Arrives in Canada as a political refugee
1945 Creates the Canadian branch of the Unitarian Service Committee
1946 Undertakes her first fundraising tour of Canada for the victims of war in France and Czechoslovakia and later in Austria, Greece, and Italy.
1952 Launches an aid program for South Korea and Hong Kong
1955-1980 Launches aid programs in India, Palestine, Vietnam, Jordan, Bangladesh, Botswana, Lesotho, Swaziland, Indonesia, Nepal and Cyprus.
1981 Suffering from the onset of Alzheimer's disease, she retires.
1990 Dies on August 1 in Ottawa, Canada
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop5/hitschmanova 

      Multigenerational
2.66: Maui and Pele Create Hawai’I (473 words) 
A retelling of a Hawaiian legend.
     The god Maui was the smallest but smartest of his brothers, who often made fun of him because he couldn’t fish very well.
     Sometimes Maui would go out on a boat with his brothers, distract them when they had a fish on the line, and steal it from them, claiming it as his own. But soon his brothers caught on, and wouldn’t let Maui fish with them any longer.
Maui’s mother, taking pity on him, told Maui to go and fetch a magical hook, fastened to the heavens. When the hook catches land, it will raise the land from the bottom of the sea floor.
     When he got the hook, Maui begged his brothers to take him out just once more. He wanted to prove he was the best fisherman of all.
     Maui cast his line into the sea, and soon enough, he hooked it on land. The sea began to move, and great waves rose all around them. Maui commanded his panicked brothers to paddle harder and harder, and not to look back. Maui pulled and pulled, and soon mountaintops began to rise from the ocean. But one of Maui’s brothers was too curious, and he looked back in awe at what Maui had done.
     The spell was broken, and the magical line broke, leaving only the mountaintops visible above the ocean.
     And that is how the Hawaiian Islands were born. They were only mountains then, until Pele brought her fire to Hawai’i.
     Pele was born from the supreme beings, Papa, or Earth Mother, and Wakea, (Wah-Kay-uh) Sky Father. Pele was among the first voyagers to sail to Hawai’i from her homeland Tahiti in a canoe guided by her shark-god brother. Pele saw a high mountain with a cloudy haze hiding its peak and knew she had found her new home. She named the island Hawai’i.
     Pele, carrying her magic stick Pa’oa (pay-oh-uh), went up to the mountain where a part of the earth collapsed into the ground. She placed the stick into the ground, and fire began to erupt from the mountain. Pele called this place Kilauea (kill-u-ay-uh). Inside the Kilauea crater was a large pit. She named it Halema’uma’u (halemma-uma-oo). Halema’uma’u would be her new home.
     A cliff on nearby Kilauea Mountain is sacred to her eldest brother, Ka-moho-ali’I (ka-moho-alee-he), king of the sharks and the keeper of the gourd that held the water of life. Out of respect for this brother, to this day, Pele never allows clouds of volcanic steam to touch his cliff.
     Pele still lives on Hawai’i where she rules as the fire goddess of the volcanoes. The smell of sulfur reminds the natives that she is still there in her home, Halema’uma’u, her fiery lava building a new island to the south, still submerged, named Loahi (lo-uh-hi). Those present whisper in awe:
     Ae aia [ay eye-ah] la o Pele, there is Pele.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1/maui-and-pele

2.67: Grandmother Spider Brings the Light (374 words)
A retelling of a story from Cherokee tradition.
     When the earth was first made, it was very dark, and the animals were afraid. One day Bear said, “I have seen light on the other side of the world, but the people will not share. Perhaps we could steal some for ourselves.”
The others thought this was a splendid idea, and started to discuss who should go first.
     “I’ll go,” said fox.
     Fox went, and stole a piece of light in his mouth, but it was so hot it burned his mouth and he dropped it, and the fox still has a black mouth to this day.
     Possum tried next. He wrapped the light in his tail, and tried to drag it back, but it was too hot, and he dropped it. That is why no possum has fur on its tail.
     Crow said, “Let me try!” And he went off to steal the light, but when he got close, it singed all of his feathers, and he turned black. He was so afraid, he ran away.
     Finally Grandmother Spider said, “I will go.” When she reached the light, she was surprised by how hot it was. She thought of a plan, and began to spin and spin with her silky web. Soon she had enough for a bag. She approached the light, and quick as a flash, tucked the light into her bag.
     When she got back, the animals were triumphant! “Hooray for Grandmother Spider!” They all shouted.
     Grandmother Spider was happy to give them the light. “We should hang the light in the sky, so all can be warmed by it,” she said. The other animals thought that too was a good idea, but how to get it in the sky?
     “I will go,” said Vulture. He took the bag of light, and put it on his head. It was hot, but he could stand it. He flew higher and higher, and the bag got hotter and hotter. He climbed higher, and his feathers turned black. Still higher, and the feathers on his head burned off! Still higher, and his head turned red. At the last possible second, he threw the light into the sky as hard as he could, and the Sun hung bright and beautiful, warming all the land.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1/spider

2.68: The Big Bang Theory (246 words)
     In 1927 a Roman Catholic priest and scientist Georges Lemaitre proposed what later became known as the Big Bang theory of the origin of the Universe, based on work by Edwin Hubble who theorized and then proved that the Universe was getting bigger and bigger. Many scientists have discovered other evidence that confirms that the theory might be correct. They think that the Big Bang happened 13 to 15 billion years ago.
     Big Bang theorists are called cosmologists, because they study the cosmos. They tell us that before the big bang, the entire Universe fit into a space that would make a grain of sand absolutely colossal. Everything that exists, from a blade of grass to Sirius, the Dog Star, all fit into a very, very tiny space, all compacted together.
     Suddenly there was an explosion, and the Universe began to spread out. Expanding at the speed of light, which is 186,000 miles per second, the Universe continues to expand today, and no one is sure when it might end, but it’s estimated to be billions of years in the future.
     The Big Bang theory does not explain how the Universe began, or where all of the “stuff” in it comes from, or how it was created. Scientists are certain that the Universe has a beginning, but are not certain what that was. Science does not and cannot explain or describe “the beginning,” only the general evolution of our Universe from a possible point in time.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-1/big-bang

2.69: May Sarton (502 words)
     There once was an inquisitive, thoughtful girl named May. She was born in Belgium, about 100 years ago. She lived there only a few years until the German invasion in 1914. Fleeing Europe, May Sarton and her family came to live in Cambridge, Massachusetts, where May’s father became a professor.
     When she was ten, May’s friend Barbara brought her to a Unitarian church. She liked the minister very much. She liked listening to his sermons. One day she heard him say something that would stay with her for the rest of her life: “Go into the inner chamber of your soul—and shut the door.” These words would be with her always.
     As May grew older, her love of poetry and writing grew. She also loved acting in the theater. Once her poetry was known, she began to tour the country doing poetry readings and lectures all around the country. She traveled to Santa Fe, New Mexico, where she met and fell in love with a woman named Judith.
     Judith and May loved one another. With Judith, May felt for the first time what it meant to be home with someone. But May also felt a need to be by herself, too. After the death of her parents, she went to be alone to contemplate and write in a house in New Hampshire. And this is why we are talking about her now.
      It was there in the solitude of that house that she could do what the Unitarian minister so long ago told her to do. She could go into the inner chamber of her soul. And go she did. Her book, Journal of Solitude, which she wrote there begins, “I am here alone for the first time in weeks, to take up my ‘real’ life again at last.…Without the interruptions, nourishing and maddening, this life would become arid. Yet I taste it fully only when I am alone.”
     Alone, she was free to look deeply into her life. She explored inside herself. She paid close attention to what she was thinking and feeling. Her quiet noticing brought her to joyful understanding—revelations about herself, her life, and life itself.
     May wrote, “If one looks long enough at almost anything, looks with absolute attention at a flower, a stone, the bark of a tree, grass, snow, a cloud, something like revelation takes place.” It is these words, in which she directs us to look with absolute attention, that we focus on today. As we look deeply at anything in nature, any part of life, we can see within it a miracle unfolding or the whisper of a miracle already unfolded.
     Like May Sarton, by paying close attention, we may find miracles. They are all around us, waiting to be revealed. Will we draw the miracles we see? Write about them, like May Sarton, perhaps to share with others? It may be enough simply to know miracles. Let them feed our awe and wonder at the universe and our place in it.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-2/may-sarton

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

2.71: Joseph Priestley (466 words)
     As a child, Joseph Priestley noticed something that would influence the rest of his life: If you keep a bug in a jar for too long, it will die.
     At the time Joseph Priestley didn’t understand why that was true—nobody did. No one really studied the air; it was something everyone took for granted. After all, air is invisible. Why would you study nothingness, when there was so much to explore in the world that you could see?
     As an adult, Joseph Priestley resumed his childhood experiments in his basement utility sink. He would time how long it took certain things to die if they were trapped under glass. He learned that nothing survived in that closed environment for very long. He also tried to burn candles in the limited atmosphere, and found that they would extinguish themselves in moments, seeming to burn up whatever kept them going.
     One day, Joseph Priestley turned his eye on a new living thing. In mid-May of 1771, he popped a little mint plant under the glass, and waited to see how long it would take to run out of “air.” Joseph Priestley thought it would take days, or maybe even a few weeks for the plant to die, because it wouldn’t need very much air, but in late June, although the plant had shriveled a little, it was not dead, in fact it was growing upward still!
     This was very puzzling for Joseph Priestley. How had the plant survived? He turned again to his experiments. A candle was placed in the jar with the plant. It would burn, much longer then the candles without a plant in the jar. Then Joseph Priestley tried it with a mouse he had caught in his kitchen. The mouse lasted a very long time compared with the mouse without the plant.
     Through this experiment, Joseph Priestley discovered both oxygen and nitrogen.
     He wrote several times to his friend Ben Franklin, and together they began thinking about life on earth and how plants sustain mammal life, and vice versa. No one had ever before suspected that trees and other plants took carbon dioxide from our bodies, and replenished the air with oxygen. In fact, during the time of Joseph Priestley and Ben Franklin, many people thought trees were poisonous! It was considered wise and fashionable to cut down all the trees near your house to clean the air around it. Of course, the opposite is true!
     Joseph Priestley had many serendipitous moments of discovery in his life. Serendipity is an accidental discovery. In this case, Joseph Priestley was looking for the reason that living things “used up” air. But what he found instead was that plants create oxygen from the carbon dioxide that we exhale, one of the most important discoveries in history!
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-4/joseph-priestley 

2.72: How Brigit Got Lands for the Poor by Erica Helm Meade (634 words)
A Celtic pagan story from Ireland, told by Erica Helm Meade in her book of wisdom tales, The Moon in the Well (Peru, Illinois: Open Court/Carus, 2001). Permission pending.
     Long ago in Ireland, a few wealthy landholders owned great tracts of fertile land, while the poor were forced up into the rocky hills to eke out a living from the sparse soil. One year the crops went bad and the poor could barely scrape together an onion or a carrot for their supper. Brigit went to one of the richest landholders and said, “The harvest is grim this year, and the peasants need your help.”
     The landholder replied, “Ah, Brigit, I’ll think on it, but in truth, if the people would only work harder, they surely could fend for themselves.”
     A few weeks passed and the situation grew worse. Brigit went again to the landholder and said, “The peasants have no food. They’ve taken to the hills to eat shamrocks and grass. What will you do for them?”
     “Now, Brigit,” said the landholder, “Don’t get pushy. I’m a busy man. Why is it you’re here talking to me, when you should be talking to the peasants about what they can do for themselves? I’ve no time for this, now be gone with you.”
     Another week passed, and the situation became grave. Brigit went again to the landholder and in a rage, she cried, “You’ve done nothing to help and now the children are starving! I demand that you give land to the poor!”
     “Well, Brigit,” said the landholder, “It couldn’t be that bad. You don’t look to be starved yourself, nor lacking for warm clothes. ‘Tis a fine wool cloak you wear on your back. Let it not be said I’m a stingy man. Here’s what we’ll do: You go out to the plain. Choose any spot. Spread your white cloak on the ground, and the plot that it covers, I’ll donate to the poor.”
     “Tax free?” asked Brigit.
     “All right, tax free,” said the landholder, “but don’t ask for anything more.”
     So that day Brigit and three of her sisters went out to the very center of the fertile plain. Each took hold of a corner of the white cloak.
     Brigit said, “All right now, girls, pull it taut.” They did so, and then Brigit cried, “Now take a step backward.” Each of them took a step back, one to the north, one to the south, one to the east, and one to the west, and as they did, the cloak expanded. Then Brigit cried, “All right, keep walking!” They did, and as they did so, the cloak continued to expand until it covered the whole expanse of the plain.
     That afternoon as usual, the landholder went up into his tower to look out and survey his lands. At first glance it looked as if a snow had fallen. Then he saw that the rocks above were bare. “The cloak,” he whispered, falling to his knees, now seeing providence at work in the matter. When he saw Brigit striding up the walkway, he leaned out the window and cried, “Mercy, Brigit, I’ll keep to my word! The whole of the plain belongs to the poor, and I’ll throw in a hundred bags of oat seed that they might prosper by it!”
     “That’s fine for tomorrow,” said Brigit, “but what will you do for today?”
     “For today?” said the landholder. “Why, a feast for today, a feast for all.”
     “What sort of a feast?” asked Brigit.
     “Why, a feast of stews, and roasts, and compotes, and mashes, and stuffings, and jellies, and cakes,” replied the landholder.
     “And bags to take home?” asked Brigit.
     “Why of course, bags to take home,” assured the landholder. “Very well, then,” said Brigit, “I’ll spread the word.”
     “Aye, Brigit, I’m sure you will, and I don’t mind saying, that if you spread the word as efficiently as you spread the cloak, not a soul will miss this feast.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-5/brigit

2.73: Loaves and Fishes (259 words)
From Christian scripture, John 6:1-19, New Revised Standard Version (Nashville, Tennessee: Thomas Nelson, Inc., 1990).
     A large crowd kept following [Jesus], because they saw the signs that he was doing for the sick. Jesus went up the mountain and sat down there with his disciples. Now the Passover, the festival of the Jews, was near. When he looked up and saw a large crowd coming toward him, Jesus said to Philip, “Where are we to buy bread for these people to eat?” He said this to test him, for he himself knew what he was going to do. Philip answered him, “Six months’ wages would not buy enough bread for each of them to get a little.”
     One of his disciples, Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother, said to him, “There is a boy here who has five barley loaves and two fish. But what are they among so many people?”
     Jesus said, “Make the people sit down.” Now there was a great deal of grass in the place; so, they sat down, about five thousand in all. Then Jesus took the loaves, and when he had given thanks, he distributed them to those who were seated; so also, the fish, as much as they wanted.
     When they were satisfied, he told his disciples, “Gather up the fragments left over, so that nothing may be lost.” So, they gathered them up, and from the fragments of the five barley loaves, left by those who had eaten, they filled twelve baskets. When the people saw the sign that he had done, they began to say, “This is indeed the prophet who is to come into the world.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-6/loaves-fishes

2.74: A Lamp in Every Corner by Janeen K. Grohsmeyer (1,215 words)
See A Lamp in Every Corner: Our Unitarian Universalist Storybook (Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2004).
     Many years ago in the land of Transylvania, in a mountain valley watered by quick rushing streams and shadowed by great forests of beech trees, there was a village of small wooden houses with dark-shingled roofs. The people in the village were of the Unitarian religion, and they wanted a church of their own. A church set on the hillside, they decided, looking down upon the village as a mother looks down upon her sleeping child.
     So all the people of the village labored long and hard to build themselves a church. The stonemasons hammered sharp chisels to cut great blocks of gray stone, then set the stones into stout and sturdy walls. The glaziers made tiny glass panes and fitted them neatly into the windows with leaded lines. The foresters sawed tall beech trees into enormous beams and laid the trusses for the ceiling, then covered the roof with close-fitting wooden shingles that wouldn’t leak a drop of rain. The carpenters carved wood for the pair of wide-opening doors, setting them on strong pegs so that the doors hung straight and square. A bell was brought from a faraway city, then hoisted by ropes, with a heave and a ho, to the top of the tower. The weavers wove fine cloths for the altar table, cloths embroidered with flowers and edged with lace. The smiths hammered black iron into tall lamp stands and hammered thin bronze into shining oil lamps.
     Finally, when the building of the church was done, the painting of the church could begin. The painters mixed bright colors: royal red and shimmering gold and brilliant blue, and everyone in the village—old and young, women and men, boys and girls—came to decorate their church. They painted flowers. They painted trees. They painted designs around the windows and different designs around the doors.
     And at the end of the day, when it was finished—when their church was finally done—all the people of the village stood back to admire it... and then to sing, a song of happiness and praise. Their village had a church now, a church set on the hillside, looking down upon the village as a mother looks down upon her sleeping child.
     “We will eat now!” announced an elder of the village, because everyone was hungry after their long day’s work. “And later tonight, we will come back to pray.”
     So the people of the village went down the hillside to their homes and their suppers, all except one little girl named Zora and her father, who stayed behind. They had brought their own bread and cheese. They ate their food slowly, sitting on the grass on the hillside and admiring their new church with its strong stone walls, its tall tower, and its magnificent bell.
     After they had eaten, they went back inside, opening those carved wooden doors to go into the gloriously painted sanctuary inside. “Oh, look, Father!” Zora cried, running from picture to picture, with her footsteps echoing off the stone walls. “See how grand!”
     “Yes, it is,” said her father, looking around and nodding with pride. “Yes, it is.”
     “But Father,” she said suddenly, “we have not finished!”
     “What do you mean?”
     “There are tall iron lamp stands all along the walls, but there are no lamps! The church will be dark when the people come back.”
     “Ah no, little one,” said her father. ‘The light of the church comes from its people. You shall see!” He rang the bell to call the people to worship, then took his daughter by the hand and led her back outside. They waited on the grassy hillside, next to their beautiful church of strong gray stone.
     The sun had set behind the mountains, and night was coming soon. Yet in the growing darkness, tiny points of light came from many directions and moved steadily up the hill.
     “Each family is entrusted with a lamp, little one,” her father explained. “Each family lights its own way here.”
     “Where is our family’s lamp?”
     “Your mother is carrying it. She will be here soon.”
     The many lights moved closer together, gathering into one moving stream, all headed the same way, growing larger and brighter all the time. Zora’s mother arrived, bearing a burning oil lamp in her hands. The father lifted Zora so she could set their family’s lamp high in its tall iron stand. All around the church, other families were doing the same. Soon the church was ablaze with light in every corner, for all the people of the village had gathered to pray and to sing.
     All through the worship service, Zora watched the lights flicker and glow. She watched her family’s lamp most of all. When the service was over, her father lifted her high. She took the shining bronze lamp from the lamp stand. Its curved sides were warm and smooth in her hands. Her mother carried the lamp home, with the flame lighting the way.
     The lamp flame lit their house when they returned home. Zora washed her face and got ready for bed by the light of that flame. “Mother,” Zora began, as she climbed into bed and lay down.
     “Yes, little one?” her mother asked, tucking the red wool blanket around Zora’s shoulders.
     “Father said the light of the church comes from its people.”
     “Yes.”
     “But also, the people take their light from the church!” Over on the table by the fireplace, the shiny bronze lamp was still burning. “And we have that light every day.”
     “Yes, indeed,” said her mother. “And even when we are not in church, even when the lamp is not lit, we carry the light of truth in our minds and the flame of love in our hearts to show us the right way to be. That light—the light from truth and love—will never go out.”
     “Never?” asked Zora.
     “Never,” said her mother. “And this bronze lamp will last for many, many years. When you are grown, we will give the bronze lamp to you, and when your children are grown, you will give the lamp to them, and all of you will carry it back and forth to church every time.”
     “But there is only one lamp,” Zora said.
     “So make another, and let the light grow. And someday, tell your children to make more lamps, too. And now goodnight,” her mother said and kissed Zora once on this cheek and once on that cheek and once on the forehead. Zora closed her eyes and drifted into dreams, while her mother looked down upon her sleeping child.
     The years passed; Zora grew. The bronze lamp came into her care. She kept it polished and clean, and when the bell rang out across the valley to call the people to worship, she carried the lamp back and forth to the church on the hillside, the flame always lighting her way.
     When the time came, she made more lamps and gave them to her children, who made more lamps and gave them to their children, and so it went, on through the years, even until today.
And always, the light of truth and the flame of love from that Unitarian church on the hillside continued to grow and show them—and us—the way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-6/lamp

2.75: Luís and Mika (1,072 words)
     Luís lived in the Arctic Circle with his parents who were researching the effects of global warming. Luís wondered about that as he went out for a walk. He didn’t think there was much global warming going on today. It didn’t feel warm to Luís, who was bundled up in a snowsuit, mittens, hat, and boots.
     Luís came across a very large polar bear. She looked very sad, and Luís felt sorry for her, and so he went over to ask why.
     The polar bear said she was sad because her habitat was shrinking.
     “What’s a habitat?” Luís asked.
     “Why, your habitat is where you live. The Arctic is my habitat,” responded the polar bear, Mika. “It is everything you see around you, the ice, and the sea, and the glaciers. It has food, shelter, everything I need to live a healthy life and raise a polar bear family.”
     “Why is it shrinking?” Luís asked.
     “Well,” Mika replied, “my habitat needs to be cold. I like it that way, and so do the fish I eat. But the climate around here is getting warmer.”
     “I actually think it is plenty cold here!” said Luís. “But I know about global warming. My parents study that. It’s because of people cutting down rain forests and drilling deep into the earth to get coal and oil.”
     Mika nodded sadly. “Take it from me, our winters are not what they used to be,” she said. “Winters are shorter now. Ice melts faster than it ever has before. That means that polar bears like me are running out of places cold enough to live, hunt, and raise our cubs. If we don’t have anywhere to live, we may vanish from the earth forever. And mine is not the only habitat that’s in trouble. Oceans are warming up. Wild forest lands are getting smaller. Many species are threatened because their world is changing so rapidly.”
     “That’s awful,” replied Luís. “What is causing global warming?”
     “The earth is warming up because of the way humans have used it. Like you said. Cutting down trees. Drilling into the earth. And, no offense, but, everyday things you do at home can contribute to global warming, and in turn hurt me, and my environment, even the whole planet.”
     “Like what?” asked Luís. “I’m just a kid!”
     “If you ride in a gas-powered car, or leave lights on in your house when you do not need them, everyday things like that,” said Mika. “Like having the heat up too high, or the air conditioning too low, taking long showers, and leaving computers and phone chargers plugged in on stand-by instead of shutting them off.”
     “Those things hurt you?”
     “Yes, they do. The energy to run all those devices, or to heat your water, or run your car isn’t free. It comes from oil or coal that is taken from the earth and burned in great, big factories. When the factories make fuel, they also make a lot of waste—pollution and chemicals that go into our air and water. Forests are cut down to make room for cattle that people want to eat or more space for people to live, work, and play.”
     “I had no idea!” said Luís.
     “Humans are just starting to understand the impact they have had on all the creatures’ habitats. But a while back, before most people were thinking about how they use our earth, I met a very concerned lady named Rachel Carson.
     She came up here to the Arctic, and we had a very long talk. I told her there were strange smells in the air, and that the animals seemed to be sick.
     “Rachel did a lot of research, and wrote a book called Silent Spring about chemicals used to get rid of bugs and help crops grow. She showed that these chemicals did not kill just bugs, but harmed many animals. The chemicals even killed songbirds. The book was so important that President Kennedy read it, investigated those chemicals, and had them banned. Rachel was really concerned about the environment. She spoke to the U.S. Congress, worked for the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service, and taught at a college. Even though she is not alive any more, many friends of the earth still celebrate Rachel Carson’s birthday, May 27—and many Unitarian Universalist congregations celebrate it, because she was a UU.”
     “I’m a UU!” said Luís excitedly.
     “You are?” said Mika. “That’s wonderful! Many Unitarian Universalists are changing their human habits in ways that help the earth.”
     “Really?” asked Luís. “I want to help, too. What can I do?”
     “There are a lot of things you can do to help, Luís,” said Mika.
     [Pause. Invite the group to try and guess what ideas Mika gave Luís. Then continue…]
     Here is what the polar bear told Luís. “If you remember to turn off lights and unplug phone chargers when you are not using them, you will use less electricity. That helps. Wear a sweater inside when it’s cold, and you won’t need to turn the heat so high. Take short showers! It takes a lot of energy to heat water for a shower. Plus, you’ll save water that other species need, too—like those fish I like to eat!” 
     Luís wondered how a polar bear knew so much about humans’ habits! She told him to recycle everything he could, from plastic and paper, to clothes that had gotten too small, to electronics he didn’t play with anymore. “Take them to someone who can use them,” Mika said, “or make new things from your old stuff.”
     Mika told Luís that the way polar bears use the earth fits right in with the other species that share their habitat. “For example, I always swim, or walk, or float on an iceberg to get where I’m going,” she said. “But humans use their cars a lot, and airplanes, and buses,” she said. “If you can walk, bike, or skate where you are going, that can help. Buy food that is grown or made near where you live and doesn’t have to ride to your town in a truck or a train that uses a lot of fuel. Remember, we are all connected in the interdependent web of life.”
     “Gosh, Mika, I sure am glad I ran into you. I learned a lot about global warming and climate change.”
     Luís went back to find his parents to tell them all he had learned, and to see if they could celebrate Rachel Carson day, too.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-7/luis-mika

2.76: Things We Still Can’t Explain (968 words)
Sources used for this story include: “Raising Heaven: Where Rocks Go Wandering,” by Tim Cahill (National Geographic).
     The world still holds many wonders that science—so far— cannot explain. As you learn about the three mysteries described, see if you can hypothesize any scientific explanations for them.
1. Ball Lightning
     Too many public sightings of ball lightning have been reported to write it off as fictitious. It is literally a blazing ball of lightning that usually appears during a thunderstorm. What makes it incredibly intriguing is that these burning spheres are actually mobile, with seemingly unexplainable powers. People have seen ball lightning pass through blocks of metal, wood, and even buildings. They are accompanied by strong sulfurous odor, and have a lifespan ranging from one second to a minute.
     Ball lightning can cause major damage, such as burning objects in its path. So far, the most popular scientific explanation says that lightning balls are made of vaporized silicon. In 2012, scientists in China captured video and spectrographic images of ball lightning for the first time. The images have allowed scientists to determine what these balls of fire are made of, so, we may be close to an explanation.
2. Earthquake Lights
     Sometimes before, during, or after a large earthquake, mysterious, flashing lights are seen in the sky. People have described them as blue, white, multicolored, or sometimes every color in the spectrum. These earthquake lights usually last only a few seconds, though some have been observed for as long as a minute.
     Earthquake lights have been observed throughout history, with the earliest report dating back to 373 BCE. The 20th century provides the majority of reports. After the 1930 earthquake at Japan’s Idu Peninsula, more than 1,500 people told researchers they had seen mysterious lights. After the 1976 Tangshan earthquake in China, people reported a “colorful, flashing light display [that] was seen in the sky 200 miles away.”
     Scientists began to take earthquake lights seriously in the 1960s, when they were first photographed. More recently, people have captured earthquake lights on video. Many wonder whether earthquake lights can be taken as a warning that an earthquake is about to happen.
     In 2010, Chilean journalist Cecilia Lagos witnessed earthquake lights. Later, she said:
     I saw through my window, while I was still in bed, I saw the sky changing colors, it was absolutely surreal. I really thought it was the end of the world...I don’t know I hope you understand me because I’m not exaggerating really because I saw it through my window like that.
     That was the most terrifying thing seeing the sky changing colors with the terribly, amazingly strong movement of the earth, I thought, ok...this is mother earth.
     An old, Japanese haiku poem (author unknown) hints at the connection of these lights to movement under the earth’s surface:
The earth speaks softly
To the mountain
Which trembles
And lights the sky.
     Some think that certain types of rock grinding against one another may generate electrical charges that make the sky glow. But, science does not yet know with certainty the cause of earthquake lights.
3. Sliding Rocks
     Another geological mystery is sliding rocks, also called sailing stones or moving rocks. These are large, heavy rocks that appear to move, apparently on their own, along the smooth ground of a valley. No one has seen the rocks move. We know they have moved because of the long tracks they leave in the ground.
     In Death Valley, Arizona, a large, flat area known as Racetrack Playa has many of these moving rocks. A writer in National Geographic magazine said:
     I am thinking specially of an area in the northwest section of Death Valley called the Racetrack, where, inexplicably, …rocks as big as microwave ovens go zipping across the desiccated mud for distances of more than half a mile (880 m). The evidence is all there: deep tracks in the surface, with a rock at the end. One concludes, reluctantly, that the rocks somehow traveled a couple of hundred yards, leaving a telltale trail behind. There are over 150 of these roving rocks. But no one has ever seen them move.
     No one has seen the rocks move, nor is there evidence that an animal or human moves them—so, how and why do the rocks move?
     At Racetrack Playa, many curious visitors have observed the stones and the tracks they leave. The tracks can be hundreds of feet long and are typically less than an inch deep. The stones appear to move every two or three years and most tracks develop over three or four years. Rocks with rough bottoms leave straight tracks, while those with smooth bottoms seem to wander. Rocks sometimes turn over, exposing another edge to the ground and making a different-looking track.
     Sometimes two rocks seem to have started together, traveling side by side, until one abruptly took another direction, to the left, to the right, or even backward. Because no one has witnessed the rocks moving, the speed the rocks travel at are not known.
     One theory suggests that the rocks are so porous that there is air inside them. On a sub-zero night, the air inside a rock will compress. The next day, the intense desert heat causes the air inside to once again expand, which pushes the rocks along their paths.
     Gravity is not the cause. Sliding rock trails go in a variety of different directions, often uphill. Many people believe that strong winds move the rocks when the weather is wet. The dried mud at Racetrack Playa, becomes slippery when wet and can sometimes freeze overnight into sheets of ice. But some of the rocks weigh as much as a human, which some researchers feel is too heavy for the area’s wind to move, even across a very slippery playa. People have tried to move the rocks when the ground is slippery, using ropes, and have failed.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/miracles/session-8/cant-explain

2.77: The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones (638 words)
We gratefully acknowledge Dawn Publications for permission to use the text of the children’s picture book The Tree in the Ancient Forest by Carol Reed-Jones.
     This is the ancient forest.
     This is the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     These are the roots that draw food from the soil to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     These are the tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     These are the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     This is the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     These are the sleepy owlets, that are fed by the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     This is a hollow in the tree, home of the sleepy owlets, that are fed by the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     This is the woodpecker, searching for ants, that started the hollow in the tree, home of the sleepy owlets, that are fed by the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     This is the saucy, chattering squirrel, that scolds the woodpecker, searching for ants, that started the hollow in the tree, home of the sleepy owlets, that are fed by the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     This is the hungry, stealthy marten that stalks the saucy, chattering squirrel, that scolds the woodpecker, searching for ants, that started the hollow in the tree, home of the sleepy owlets, that are fed by the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     These are the fir cones that fall from a branch, and startle the hungry, stealthy marten that stalks the saucy, chattering squirrel, that scolds the woodpecker, searching for ants, that started the hollow in the tree, home of the sleepy owlets, that are fed by the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
     This is the three-hundred-year-old tree, that grows from the fir cones that fall from a branch, and startle the hungry, stealthy marten that stalks the saucy, chattering squirrel, that scolds the woodpecker, searching for ants, that started the hollow in the tree, home of the sleepy owlets, that are fed by the owl that flies at night, that hunts the voles and mice that tunnel, and eat tiny, underground truffles that grow on the roots that draw food from the soil, to nourish the three-hundred-year-old tree that grows in the ancient forest.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop1/the-tree 

2.78: You’re Saved by Something Green by Charlene Brotman (400 words)
From The Kids’ Book of Awesome Stuff (Brotman-Marshfield Curriculum, June 2004). Used with permission.
     Take a deep breath. The air you just breathed in is different from the air you just breathed out. The air you breathed out is a gas that can suffocate you if too much of it gets in the air. That gas is carbon dioxide.
     The oxygen you breathed in makes energy for you from the food you eat. But when your cells use the oxygen, they end up with something your body doesn’t want: carbon dioxide. So, your blood goes around to all your cells like a trash hauler, collecting the carbon dioxide and taking it to your lungs. You breathe it out.
     All night, all day, every creature on earth breathes out carbon dioxide. Over and over. That’s a lot of suffocating gas! A little carbon dioxide in the air is normal and safe. But if the air around you filled up completely with carbon dioxide (or even just halfway), you would suffocate.
     So . . . with all the breathing out that goes on in the world, what keeps you from smothering under a thick cloud of carbon dioxide? What saves you?
     You are saved by something green.
     All over the planet, green plants on the land and in the ocean pull carbon dioxide gas out of the air by breathing it in themselves! The very same gas that can kill you is exactly what a green plant must have to live.
     Plants don’t breathe with lungs like yours, of course. Instead, they breathe in the carbon dioxide through millions of invisible holes on the underside of their leaves and on their stems. The tiny openings can close and open.
     Every time a leaf breathes in carbon dioxide, it also breathes out an equal amount of pure oxygen. The leaf is getting rid of oxygen it doesn’t want.
     The same oxygen that leaves breathe out is exactly what you need to breathe in. You can’t live without it. You breathe in what leaves breathe out. So do slugs. So, do crows, crocodiles, and crickets . . .
     Oxygen from plants travels on wind currents from far-away continents and oceans. It reaches you even when the trees around you have lost their leaves, or if you live in a place with no leaves at all. Right this minute, you may be breathing oxygen from a rain forest in Costa Rica, or a field of red poppies in Turkey.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop2/something-green

[bookmark: _Hlk109314793]2.79: Trout Are Made of Trees (181 words)
Trout Are Made of Trees by April Pulley Sayre, text copyright 2008. Used with permission by Charlesbridge Publishing, Inc.
Read the story dramatically and have fun with the sound effects!
Trout are made of trees.
In fall, trees let go of leaves, which swirl and twirl and slip into streams.
They ride in a rush above rocks and over rapids.
They snag and settle soggily down.
Bacteria feed on the leaves.
Algae grow, softening surfaces.
Next the shredders move in:
Crane flies, caddisflies,
Shrimp, and stoneflies shred leaves.
Rip and snip!
They eat the algae-covered leaves,
which become part of them.
Meanwhile predators are swimming and stalking . . .
Crunch—there go the caddisflies!
Munch—there go the stoneflies!
Now the leaves have become part of the predators.
Trout join in. Swim and snap!
Fins flick. Rush. Zap!
They eat dragonflies, caddisflies, stoneflies, and minnows.
The leaves have now become part of the trout.
Tree shade keeps the stream cool for spawning. Female trout gather over gravel and lay eggs.
The males fertilize the eggs.
Here come the hatchlings!
They grow up in a stream
—Crack! Kersplash! — 
shaped by fallen branches.
Trout are made of trees.
So are the bears
and the people
who catch the trout and eat them.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop3/288667.shtml 

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

2.81: Mabouya, Chief of the Well, adapted from a Haitian tale (545 words)
     To whom does the water belong?
     There was once a drought in the country. The streams dried up and the wells went dry. God saw there was no place for the animals to drink. God provided a well with the condition that it must be taken care of so all may use it. God said, “You’ll have to take good care of my well. One of you will have to be caretaker. The caretaker will stay by the well at all times to see that no one abuses it or makes it dirty.”
     Mabouya, the lizard spoke up saying, “I will be the caretaker.”
     God looked at all the animals. He said at last, “Mabouya, the lizard, will be the caretaker. The well is over there in the mango grove.”
     The others animals went away. Mabouya went directly to the well. When the other animals began to come back for water, Mabouya challenged them. First the cow came to drink. The lizard sang out in a big voice: “Who is it? Who is it? Who is walking in my grove?”
     The cow replied: “It is I, the cow, I am coming for water.”
     Mabouya called back: “Go away! This is God’s grove, and the well is dry.”
     So, the cow went away and suffered from thirst.
    Then the horse came and Mabouya challenged him, saying: “Who is walking in my grove?”
    The horse answered: “I am the horse and, I am coming for water.”
And Mabouya called back:” Go away! This is God’s grove, And the well is dry.”
     So the horse went away and he too suffered from thirst.
     Other animals came to the well and the lizard challenged all of them in the same way, saying: “Go away! This is God’s grove, and the well is dry.”
     So, the animals went away and suffered much because they had no water to drink.
     God saw all the suffering going on and said, “I gave the animals a well to drink from, but they are all dying of thirst. What is the matter?” And God went to the well.
     When the lizard heard footsteps, she called out: “Who is it? Who is it? Who is walking in my grove?”
God answered: “It is I, Papa God. I am coming for water.”
     And Mabouya said: “Go away, Papa God. The well is dry.”
     God was very angry. He said once more: “It is I, Papa God. I am coming for water.”
     And the lizard called back again: “Go away, Papa God. The well is dry.”
    God said no more to the lizard. He sent for the animals to come to the well. He said, “You came to me because you were thirsty and I gave you a well. I made Mabouya the caretaker. But she gave no thought to the suffering creatures all around her. If one has a banana tree in their garden, it is theirs. If one has a cotton tree in their garden, it is theirs. But if one has a well in their garden, only the hole in the ground belongs to that one. The water is God’s and belongs to all creatures.”
     And it is a saying among the people: “The hole in the ground is yours, the water is God’s.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop5/149579.shtml

2.82: Manna in the Wilderness (798 words)
Exodus 16: 1-31; 35 (New Revised Standard Version)
     The whole congregation of the Israelites set out from Elim; and Israel came to the wilderness.... The whole congregation of the Israelites complained against Moses and Aaron in the wilderness. The Israelites said to them, “If only we had died by the hand of the Lord in the land of Egypt, when we sat by the fleshpots and ate our fill of bread; for you have brought us out into this wilderness to kill this whole assembly with hunger.”
     Then the Lord said to Moses, “I am going to rain bread from heaven for you, and each day the people shall go out and gather enough for that day. In that way I will test them, whether they will follow my instruction or not. On the sixth day, when they prepare what they bring in, it will be twice as much as they gather on other days.” So Moses and Aaron said to all the Israelites, “In the evening you shall know that it was the Lord who brought you out of the land of Egypt, and in the morning you shall see the glory of the Lord, because he has heard your complaining against the Lord. For what are we, that you complain against us?” ...
     Then Moses said to Aaron, “Say to the whole congregation of the Israelites, ‘Draw near to the Lord, for he has heard your complaining.’ And as Aaron spoke to the whole congregation of the Israelites, they looked toward the wilderness, and the glory of the Lord appeared in the cloud. Then the Lord spoke to Moses and said, “I have heard the complaining of the Israelites and say to them, ‘At twilight you shall eat meat, and in the morning you shall have your fill of bread; then shall you know that I am the Lord your God.’”
     In the evening quails came up and covered the camp; and in the morning there was a layer of dew around the camp. When the layer of dew lifted, there on the surface of the wilderness was a fine flaky substance, as fine as frost on the ground. When the Israelites saw it, they said to one another, “What is it?” For they did not know what it was. Moses said to them, “It is the bread that the Lord has given you to eat. This is what the Lord has commanded: ‘Gather as much of it as each of you needs, an omer [a unit of measure—about 3.7 quarts] to a person according to the number of persons, all providing for those in their own tents.’” The Israelites did so, some gathering more, some less. But when they measured it with an omer, those who gathered more had nothing over, and those who gathered little had no shortage; they gathered as much as each of them needed. And Moses said to them, “Let no one leave any of it over until morning.” But they did not listen to Moses; some left part of it until morning, and it bred worms and became foul. And Moses was angry with them. Morning by morning they gathered it, as much as each needed; but when the sun grew hot, it melted.
     On the sixth day they gathered twice as much food, two omers apiece. When all the leaders of the congregation came and told Moses, he said to them, “This is what the Lord has commanded: Tomorrow is a day of solemn rest, a holy sabbath to the Lord; bake what you want to bake and boil what you want to boil, and all that is left over put aside to be kept until morning. So, they put it aside until morning, as Moses commanded them; it did not become foul, and there were no worms in it. Moses said, “Eat it today, for today is a sabbath to the Lord; today you will find it in the field. Six days you shall gather it; but on the seventh day, which is a sabbath, there will be none.”
     On the seventh day some of the people went out to gather, and they found none. The Lord said to Moses, “How long will you refuse to keep my commandments and instructions? See! The Lord has given you the sabbath, therefore on the sixth day he gives you food for two days; each of you stay where you are; do not leave your place on the seventh day.” So, the people rested on the seventh day.
     The house of Israel called it manna; it was like coriander seed, white, and the taste of it was like wafers made with honey...The Israelites ate manna forty years, until they came to a habitable land; they ate manna until they came to the border of the land of Canaan.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop3/manna

2.83: David and Goliath (1,374 words)
1 Samuel 17 (New Revised Standard Version)
     Now the Philistines gathered their armies for battle…. The Philistines stood on the mountain on the one side, and Israel stood on the mountain on the other side, with a valley between them. And there came out from the camp of the Philistines a champion named Goliath, of Gath, whose height was six cubits and a span. He had a helmet of bronze on his head, and he was armed with a coat of mail; the weight of the coat was five thousand shekels of bronze. He had greaves of bronze on his legs and a javelin of bronze slung between his shoulders. The shaft of his spear was like a weaver's beam, and his spear's head weighed six hundred shekels of iron; and his shield-bearer went before him. He stood and shouted to the ranks of Israel, "Why have you come out to draw up for battle? Am I not a Philistine, and are you not servants of Saul? Choose a man for yourselves, and let him come down to me. If he is able to fight with me and kill me, then we will be your servants; but if I prevail against him and kill him, then you shall be our servants and serve us." And the Philistine said, "Today I defy the ranks of Israel! Give me a man, that we may fight together." When Saul and all Israel heard these words of the Philistine, they were dismayed and greatly afraid.
     Now David was the son of an Ephrathite of Bethlehem in Judah, named Jesse, who had eight sons. In the days of Saul, the man was already old and advanced in years. The three eldest sons of Jesse had followed Saul to the battle; the names of his three sons who went to the battle were Eliab the firstborn, and next to him Abinadab, and the third Shammah. David was the youngest; the three eldest followed Saul, but David went back and forth from Saul to feed his father's sheep at Bethlehem. For forty days the Philistine came forward and took his stand, morning and evening.
     Jesse said to his son David, "Take for your brothers an ephah of this parched grain and these ten loaves, and carry them quickly to the camp to your brothers; also take these ten cheeses to the commander of their thousand. See how your brothers fare, and bring some token from them."
     ...David rose early in the morning, left someone in charge of the sheep, took the provisions, and went as Jesse had commanded him. He came to the encampment as the army was going forth to the battle line, shouting the war cry. Israel and the Philistines drew up for battle, army against army. David left the things in charge of the keeper of the baggage, ran to the ranks, and went and greeted his brothers. As he talked with them, the champion, the Philistine of Gath, Goliath by name, came up out of the ranks of the Philistines, and spoke the same words as before. And David heard him.
     All the Israelites, when they saw the man, fled from him and were very much afraid. The Israelites said, "Have you seen this man who has come up? Surely, he has come up to defy Israel. The king will greatly enrich the man who kills him, and will give him his daughter and make his family free in Israel." David said to the men who stood by him, "What shall be done for the man who kills this Philistine, and takes away the reproach from Israel? For who is this uncircumcised Philistine that he should defy the armies of the living God?"
     His eldest brother Eliab heard him talking to the men; and Eliab's anger was kindled against David. He said, "Why have you come down? With whom have you left those few sheep in the wilderness? I know your presumption and the evil of your heart; for you have come down just to see the battle." David said, "What have I done now? It was only a question." He turned away from him toward another and spoke in the same way; and the people answered him again as before.
     When the words that David spoke were heard, they repeated them before Saul; and he sent for him. David said to Saul, "Let no one's heart fail because of him; your servant will go and fight with this Philistine." Saul said to David, "You are not able to go against this Philistine to fight with him; for you are just a boy, and he has been a warrior from his youth." But David said to Saul, "Your servant used to keep sheep for his father; and whenever a lion or a bear came, and took a lamb from the flock, I went after it and struck it down, rescuing the lamb from its mouth; and if it turned against me, I would catch it by the jaw, strike it down, and kill it. Your servant has killed both lions and bears; and this uncircumcised Philistine shall be like one of them, since he has defied the armies of the living God." David said, "The Lord, who saved me from the paw of the lion and from the paw of the bear, will save me from the hand of this Philistine." So, Saul said to David, "Go, and may the Lord be with you!"
     Saul clothed David with his armor; he put a bronze helmet on his head and clothed him with a coat of mail. David strapped Saul's sword over the armor, and he tried in vain to walk, for he was not used to them. Then David said to Saul, "I cannot walk with these; for I am not used to them." So David removed them. Then he took his staff in his hand, and chose five smooth stones from the wadi, and put them in his shepherd's bag, in the pouch; his sling was in his hand, and he drew near to the Philistine.
     The Philistine came on and drew near to David, with his shield-bearer in front of him. When the Philistine looked and saw David, he disdained him, for he was only a youth, ruddy and handsome in appearance. The Philistine said to David, "Am I a dog, that you come to me with sticks?" And the Philistine cursed David by his gods. The Philistine said to David, "Come to me, and I will give your flesh to the birds of the air and to the wild animals of the field." But David said to the Philistine, "You come to me with sword and spear and javelin; but I come to you in the name of the Lord of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, whom you have defied. This very day the Lord will deliver you into my hand, and I will strike you down and cut off your head; and I will give the dead bodies of the Philistine army this very day to the birds of the air and to the wild animals of the earth, so that all the earth may know that there is a God in Israel, and that all this assembly may know that the Lord does not save by sword and spear; for the battle is the Lord's and he will give you into our hand."
     When the Philistine drew nearer to meet David, David ran quickly towards the battle line to meet the Philistine. David put his hand in his bag, took out a stone, slung it, and struck the Philistine on his forehead; the stone sank into his forehead, and he fell face down on the ground.
     So, David prevailed over the Philistine with a sling and a stone, striking down the Philistine and killing him; there was no sword in David's hand. Then David ran and stood over the Philistine; he grasped his sword, drew it out of its sheath, and killed him; then he cut off his head with it.
     When the Philistines saw that their champion was dead, they fled. The troops of Israel and Judah rose up with a shout and pursued the Philistines as far as Gath and the gates of Ekron.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop1/david-goliath 

2.84: The Binding of Isaac (375 words)
Genesis 22: 1-13 (New Revised Standard Version)
     After these things God tested Abraham. He said to him, “Abraham!” And he said, “Here I am.” He said, “Take your son, your only son Isaac, whom you love, and go to the land of Moriah, and offer him there as a burnt offering on one of the mountains that I shall show you.” So, Abraham rose early in the morning, saddled his donkey, and took two of his young men with him, and his son Isaac; he cut the wood for the burnt offering, and set out and went to the place in the distance that God had shown him. On the third day Abraham looked up and saw the place far away. Then Abraham said to the young men, “Stay here with the donkey; the boy and I will go over there; we will worship, and then we will come back to you.” Abraham took the wood of the burnt offering and laid it on his son Isaac, and he himself carried the fire and the knife. So, the two of them walked on together. Isaac said to his father Abraham, “Father!” And he said, “Here I am, my son.” He [Isaac] said, “The fire and the wood are here, but where is the lamb for the burnt offering?” And Abraham said, “God himself will provide the lamb for the burnt offering, my son.” So, the two of them walked on together.
     When they came to the place that God had shown him, Abraham built an altar there and laid the wood in order. He bound his son Isaac, laid him on the altar, on top of the wood. Then Abraham reached out his hand and took the knife to kill his son. But the angel of the Lord called to him from heaven, and said, “Abraham, Abraham!” And he said, “Here I am.” He said, “Do not lay your hand on the boy or do anything to him; for now, I know that you fear God, since you have not withheld your son, your only son, from me.” And Abraham looked up and saw a ram, caught in a thicket by its horns. Abraham went and took the ram and offered it up as a burnt offering instead of his son.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop6/binding-of-isaac 

2.85: Hide-and-Seek with God by Mary Ann Moore (133 words)
     Once upon a time God said, "I'm bored because I don't have anything to do. I want to play with my friends." And because God is God, as soon as the words were spoken, God's friends were there. When God saw them all gathered, God said, "I've been bored because I haven't had anything to do. Let's play something."
     "Good idea," said God's friends. "What shall we play?"
     God thought for a minute and then said, "I know, let's play hide-and-seek!"
     The friends all said, "Yay!" They knew that hide-and-seek with God was always exciting and different because God was the one who hid and God always thought of wonderful places to hide.
     God's friends closed their eyes tight and counted to ten. When they opened their eyes, God wasn't there anymore. So they all went off to look for God.
     One friend decided to look close on the earth and soon came to a meadow. As he was searching, he stopped to admire the tender new sprouts of green grass pushing their way up toward the sun. As he bent over to look more closely at the tender green, he realized there was something special and amazing and wonderful about it. So he jumped up and ran back to home base, calling out, "I found God! God is green and growing. I found God in the grass!"
     Another one of God's friends decided to look for God in the night. She watched the sun go down, and heard the work-a-day noises stop, and saw the lights in the houses go out. As it got darker and the peaceful night wrapped itself around her, she listened very hard, and then she realized there was something special and amazing and wonderful about it. And when it was so still that she could see and hear nothing at all, she suddenly jumped up and ran to home base, calling out, "I found God! God is dark and peaceful. I found God in the night!"
     A third friend looked on the earth and felt the mystery of the grass growing toward the sun. He stayed and watched the night come on, and he felt the mystery of the darkness and the stars. He thought to himself, "These mysteries are special and amazing and wonderful." But when he finally came back to home base, he said, "I found wonderful mysteries but I'm not sure if I want to call them God."
     A fourth friend decided to look for God where people were. He joined a group of people going home from work and went with them into the store where they bought food. He went with them back out on the street as they started for their homes. He was with them when someone came up and said, "Please, I'm very hungry. Could you share a little food with me?" The people readily agreed and as he watched them share, he realized there was something special and amazing and wonderful about those people. He turned around and ran to home base, calling out, "I found God! God is love and sharing. I found God in people who care for others!"
     Finally, two more of God's friends, a boy and a girl, decided to look for God together. After a time, they came to a house and decided to look for God in the house. In the house they saw a room, and they looked for God in the room. In the room they saw a mirror, and they looked for God in the mirror. As they looked into the mirror, they realized there was something special and amazing and wonderful being reflected in it. They turned around and ran to home base, calling out, "We found God! We found God in us!"
     At this God appeared again and said, "I had so much fun! Weren't those good hiding places? Some of you found me, others weren't sure, and others are still looking. That's OK because the most important thing is just to play the game. Let's do it again! I'm sure I can think of some other good hiding places." And they all called out, "Olly, olly, oxen free, free, free!" And the game started all over again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5953.shtml 

3.0: Children’s Books
[bookmark: _Hlk101546476]3.1: On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein by Jennifer Berne, author and Vladimir Radunsky, illustrator (2013)
[image: On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein (Albert Einstein Book for  Kids, Books About Scientists for Kids, Biographies for Kids, Kids Science  Books) (Illustrated Biographies by Chronicle Books): Berne,]     “A boy rides a bicycle down a dusty road. But in his mind, he envisions himself traveling at a speed beyond imagining, on a beam of light. This brilliant mind will one day offer up some of the most revolutionary ideas ever conceived. From a boy endlessly fascinated by the wonders around him, Albert Einstein ultimately grows into a man of genius recognized the world over for profoundly illuminating our understanding of the universe.” This celebrated scientist with his “holy curiosity” was in awe of the universe and life.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Io6aSfV0Oks (11:23)

3.2: You are Stardust by Elin Kelsey, author and Soyeon Kim, illustrator (2012)
[image: You Are Stardust: Kelsey, Elin, Kim, Soyeon: 0884316042745: Amazon.com:  Books]     “You Are Stardust begins by introducing the idea that every tiny atom in our bodies came from a star that exploded long before we were born.
     “From its opening pages, the book suggests that we are intimately connected to the natural world; it compares the way we learn to speak to the way baby birds learn to sing, and the growth of human bodies to the growth of forests. …This innovative picture book aims to reintroduce children to their innate relationship with the world around them by sharing many of the surprising ways that we are all connected to the natural world.” The majesty of the universe and earth often elicit awe.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nRzxDXQ5R8w (3:47)

3.3: Everywhere, Wonder by Matthew Swanson, author & Robbi Behr, illustrator (2017)
[image: Image result for Everywhere Wonder by Matthew Swanson, illustrated by Robbi Behr.]     “In this heartfelt picture book, readers are taken on a stunning journey into the imagination of a young boy―who explores everything from the pyramids of Egypt to a dusty footprint on the moon―and then back out again to the wonderful world right in front of him. From a lost balloon to an endless road, there are stories to discover, to dream about, and to share.
     “Everywhere, Wonder explores the wonder in the world, while encouraging young minds to discover the extraordinary in the ordinary, and creatively share their stories with others.” The wonders of the world as well as the imagination can be sources of awe.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rgJNFOGyd0s  (5:48)

3.4: I Wonder by Annaka Harris, author &John Rowe, illustrator (2013)
[image: Image result for : I Wonder by Annaka Harris, author & John Rowe]     “Eva takes a walk with her mother and encounters a range of mysteries: from gravity, to life cycles, to the vastness of the universe. She learns that it’s okay to say ‘I don’t know,’ and she discovers that there are some things even adults don’t know—mysteries for everyone to wonder about together!” The mysteries that surround us on earth and beyond can be sources of awe.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=59DSEIWsZCw (5:15)

[image: Image result for the stuff of stars]3.5: The Stuff of Stars by Marion Dane Bauer, author & Ekua Holmes, illustrator (2018)
     “Before the universe was formed, before time and space existed, there was . . . nothing. But then . . . BANG! Stars caught fire and burned so long that they exploded, flinging stardust everywhere. And the ash of those stars turned into planets. Into our Earth. And into us. In a poetic text, Marion Dane Bauer takes readers from the trillionth of a second when our universe was born to the singularities that became each one of us, while vivid illustrations by Ekua Holmes capture the void before the Big Bang and the ensuing life that burst across galaxies. A seamless blend of science and art, this picture book reveals the composition of our world and beyond—and how we are all the stuff of stars.” The story of the universe from the Big Bang forward can be a source of awe.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wK9rErUk5r4 (4:28)




[image: Because: Willems, Mo, Ren, Amber: 9781368019019: Amazon.com: Books]3.6: Because by Mo Willems (Author) and Amber Ren (Illustrator) (2019)
     “Mo Willems …composes a powerful symphony of chance, discovery, persistence, and magic in this moving tale of a young girl's journey to center stage [as a conductor].” Great music can be an endless source of awe whether we are listening to it or making it.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_zXyACysDrI (5:03)

3.7: Today by Julie Morstad (2016)
[image: Today: Morstad, Julie: 9781927018682: Amazon.com: Books]     “The simplest moment has the potential to become extraordinary in this beautiful book by Julie Morstad. From getting dressed, to having breakfast, to choosing ways to go….” While some of the possibilities in this book are mundane, others have the capability to elicit awe.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2B324ib4g1I (8:03)




3.8: The Hugging Tree: A Story About Resilience by Jill Neimark (Author) and Nicole Wong (Illustrator) (2015)
[image: The Hugging Tree: A Story About Resilience - Kindle edition by Neimark, Jill,  Wong, Nicole. Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]     “The Hugging Tree follows tells the story of a little tree growing all alone on a cliff, by a vast and mighty sea. Through thundering storms, and the cold of winter, the tree holds fast. Sustained by the natural world and the kindness and compassion of one little boy, eventually the tree grows until it can hold and shelter others.
     The resilience of the Hugging Tree calls to mind the potential in all of us: to thrive, despite times of struggle and difficulty. To nurture the little spark of hope and resolve. To dream and to grow, just where we are.” This story of the persistence of life represented by the tree and the compassion of the boy who cares for the trees is awe-inspiring. 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CCZY_TIwhDU (4:29)

3.9: The Most Magnificent Thing by Ashley Spires (2013) 
[image: The Most Magnificent Thing by Ashley Spires, Hardcover | Barnes & Noble®]     “The girl has a wonderful idea. “She is going to make the most MAGNIFICENT thing! She knows just how it will look. She knows just how it will work. All she has to do is make it, and she makes things all the time. Easy-peasy!” But making her magnificent thing is anything but easy, and the girl tries and fails, repeatedly. Eventually, the girl gets really, really mad. She is so mad, in fact, that she quits. But after her dog convinces her to take a walk, she comes back to her project with renewed enthusiasm and manages to get it just right.” Imagination, creativity, and perseverance can inspire awe as one overcomes difficulty, and they are key attributes of scientific endeavor.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Sj6MAmeDh7k (6:44)

3.10: Maybe: A Story About the Endless Potential in All of Us by Kobi Yamada, author and Gabriella Barouch, illustrator (2019)
[image: Maybe: A Story About the Endless Potential in All of Us by Kobi Yamada |  Goodreads]     “You are the only you there ever has been or ever will be. You are unique in all the universe. Just the odds of you being here at this exact place and this exact time are so great and so rare that it will never happen again. Written by New York Times best-selling author Kobi Yamada, this is a story for everything you will do and everything you can be. It’s a story about all the possibilities ahead of you. It’s for who you are right now and it’s for all the magical, unbounded potential you hold inside.” This is a magical story that can inspire awe. 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AocXxfsYmYI (4:45)

3.11: The Invisible Web: A Story Celebrating Love and Universal Connection by Patrice Karst, author and Joanne Lew-Vriethoff, illustrator (2020)
[image: The Invisible Web: A Story Celebrating Love and Universal Connection (The  Invisible String, 4): Karst, Patrice, Lew-Vriethoff, Joanne: 9780316524964:  Amazon.com: Books]     “For twenty years, the modern classic The Invisible String has helped hundreds of thousands of children and adults understand that they are connected to the ones they love, no matter how far apart they are. Now, the author of that bestselling phenomenon uses the same effective bonding technique to explain the very best news of all: All of our strings to one another are interconnected in The Invisible Web. “It breathes as we breathe, pulsating all over our Earth, the single heartbeat of life and love. And do you know what that makes us all? One Very Big Family!’
     “This uplifting inspirational title for all ages puts the concept of ‘six degrees of separation’ into a new context that urges readers to recognize, respect, and celebrate their infinite, unbreakable bonds with the entire human family.” Relating directly to our 7th principle, the incredible connection that the story lifts up can be awe-inspiring. 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=A1B-gZGdyTo&t=90s  (7:15)

3.12: The Street Beneath My Feet by Charlotte Guillain (Author) and Yuval Zommer (Illustrator) (2017)
[image: The Street Beneath My Feet (Look Closer): 9781682971369: Guillain,  Charlotte, Zommer, Yuval: Libros - Amazon.com]     “When you’re out walking around, whether on the city streets or a country trail, there’s always so much to see and hear. But do you ever stop and look down? Have you ever wondered what’s going on deep in the ground under your feet?
     “There are so many amazing sights to see! One side of the foldout shows the ground beneath the city, while the reverse side shows the ground beneath the countryside. The underground scenes include tunnels and pipes, creatures’ burrows, layers of rock, and the planet’s molten core, each running seamlessly into the next.
     “Mixing urban and rural settings, covering subjects such as geology, archaeology, and natural history, The Street Beneath My Feet offers children the opportunity to explore their world through a detailed learning experience.” This book makes clear that what we can’t see can be as awe-inspiring as what we can see.
Video link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eZvZYc9hX4w (14:17)

3.13: The Skies Above My Eyes by Charlotte Guillain (Author) and Yuval Zommer (Illustrator) (2018)
[image: The Skies Above My Eyes (Look Closer): Guillain, Charlotte, Zommer, Yuval:  9781910277690: Amazon.com: Books]     “Begin your journey from the sidewalk of a busy city. Look up beyond the traffic lights, utility wires, and skyscrapers. Unfold the connected pages to reveal the incredible man-made sights that you would see 12 miles above (a weather balloon), 30 miles above (a rocket blasting a capsule into space), 62 miles above (a space plane and satellites), 250 miles above (the International Space Station), 235,000 miles above (the Moon), and through our Solar System.
     “Turn to the top of the other side to make your way beyond the Solar System to the hundreds of billions of galaxies filled with stars and planets we haven't discovered yet. Then start your journey back down through the amazing natural wonders you would see 6,200 miles above (a comet), 55 miles above (meteoroids burning up as they enter Earth's atmosphere), 7 miles above (a cumulonimbus cloud bringing thunder and lightning), 1 mile above (migrating storks), and down through the mountains, past trees, bats, and butterflies to finally reach the ground again—this time in a grassy clearing of a forest, where you can imagine yourself lying on your back wondering at the thought of the whole universe above your head.
     “This expansive concertina book opens out to an impressive length of over 8 feet, perfect for inquisitive young minds.” This journey above one’s head, out to other galaxies, and back again is awe-inspiring.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FvMxw63fIrU (15:07)

3.14: The Vast Wonder of the World: Biologist Ernest Everett Just by Mélina Mangal, author and Luisa Uribe, illustrator (2018)
[image: The Vast Wonder of the World: Biologist Ernest Everett Just: Mangal, Mélina,  Uribe, Luisa: 9781512483758: Amazon.com: Books]     “Ernest Everett Just was not like other scientists of his time. He saw the whole, where others saw only parts. He noticed details others failed to see. He persisted in his research despite the discrimination and limitations imposed on him as an African American. His keen observations of sea creatures revealed new insights about egg cells and the origins of life.” Ernest Everett Just experienced wonder as a child. It led him to become a biologist and unlock mysteries as an adult that were awe-inspiring.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-CuTUyQJef4 (7:22)



3.15: Small Wonders: Jean-Henri Fabre and His World of Insects by Matthew Clark Smith, author and Giuliano Ferri, illustrator (2015)
[image: Small Wonders: Jean-Henri Fabre and His World of Insects: Clark Smith,  Matthew, Ferri, Giuliano: 9781477826324: Amazon.com: Books]     “A moth with a sixth sense. A wasp that hunts beetles nearly twice its size. The lives of fascinating creatures such as these were unknown until one man introduced them to the world.
     “Meet Jean-Henri Fabre, one of the most important naturalists of all time. As a boy in the French countryside, Henri spent hours watching insects. He dreamed of observing them in a new way: in their own habitats. What he discovered in pursuing that dream was shocking; these small, seemingly insignificant creatures led secret lives—lives of great drama!
     “With its lively, lyrical text and richly detailed illustrations, this intriguing picture-book biography introduces the man who would forever change the way we look at insects, bringing to life the fascinating world of dazzling beetles, ferocious wasps, and other amazing small wonders that exist all around us.” Fabre focus on “small wonders” was awesome for him and awe-inspiring for others.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JH_IOliuNLE (12:47)

3.16: If...by Sarah Perry (1995)
[image: Image result for If... (Getty Trust Publications : J. Paul Getty Museum) By Sarah Perry]     “Sarah Perry has created twenty magical watercolors that are an open invitation to the imaginations of children. Beautifully produced in full color, these fantastic images conjure up a world of limitless possibilities where anything can happen: leaves turn into green fish...cats fly about on wings...and butterflies become a little girl’s coat of many colors.” This delightful book has the capacity to elicit awe in children as it illustrates wild imagining.
Link to Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3CYvErwgpVs (2:50)

3.17: Lily Brown's Paintings by Angela Johnson, author & E.B. Lewis illustrator (2007)
[image: https://www.teachingchildrenphilosophy.org/pmwiki/uploads/BookModule/LilyBrownsPaintings/lily1.jpg]“When Lily Brown paints, her world starts to change . . . trees wear hats and drink tea, people walk upside down, and apples sing all the way home from the store. It's Lily Brown's world, and it's wondrous. A little paint and a lot of love bring imagination to life in this captivating picture book.” Creativity can inspire awe, and Lily Brown’s imagination is awesome.
Video link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kskZn9qZEgM (3:44) 



3.18: On the Day You Were Born by Debra Frasier (1993)
[image: On The Day You Were Born: Frasier, Debra, Frasier, Debra: 9780152059446:  Amazon.com: Books]     “In simple words and radiant collages, Debra Frasier celebrates the natural miracles of the earth and extends an exuberant welcome to each member of our human family. Accompanied by a detailed glossary explaining such natural phenomena as gravity, tides, and migration, this is an unforgettable book. A book filled with reverence for the natural order of the world and the place of the individual in it.” This celebration of a child’s birth is a cause for awe.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NDrCTXIDd8s (4:01)

3.19: On the Night You Were Born by Nancy Tillman (2006)
[image: On the Night You Were Born by Nancy Tillman - 9781529095692 - Pan Macmillan]     “On the night you were born you brought wonder and magic to the world. Here is a book that celebrates you. It is meant to be carried wherever life takes you, over all the roads, through all the years.” This celebration of a child’s birth is a cause for awe.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SlTSl5LoJlg (2:53)

3.20: Ladder to the Moon by Maya Soetoro-Ng (Author) and Yuyi Morales (Illustrator) (2011)
[image: Ladder to the Moon - Kindle edition by Soetoro-Ng, Maya, Morales, Yuyi.  Children Kindle eBooks @ Amazon.com.]     “Little Suhaila wishes she could have known her grandma, who would wrap her arms around the whole world if she could, Mama says. And one night, Suhaila gets her wish when a golden ladder appears at her window, and Grandma Annie invites the girl to come along with her on a magical journey. In a rich and deeply personal narrative, Maya Soetoro-Ng draws inspiration from her mother’s love for family, her empathy for others, and her ethic of service to imagine this remarkable meeting. Evoking fantasy and folklore, the story touches on events that have affected people across the world in our time and reaffirms our common humanity.” An exquisite and magical dream that will elicit awe.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mgYeARgMsvU 

4.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Children
        from Tapestry of Faith
[bookmark: _Hlk104572610]4.1: Chalice Children: A Program about Our Unitarian Universalist Community for Preschoolers
4.1.1: Session 7: The Beauty of Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session7 
Appreciating nature often elicits awe.
“This session will help preschoolers:
· Identify appreciating nature as a spiritual experience, which is a type of experience welcome in our congregation
· Explore seasonal changes in nature
· Feel a growing sense of belonging
· Feel a sense of identity with a Unitarian Universalist congregation.
4.1.2: Session 17: Wondering About Stars
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session17 
For children, wonder and awe are synonymous, and the stars have long elicited awe.
“Participants will:
· Experience a sense of wonder about stars and the night sky
· Express their sense of wonder through song, movement, and art
· Understand that wondering about stars is an experience we all share.”
4.1.3: Session 18: Wondering About the Moon
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session18 
For children, wonder and awe are synonymous, and the moon as it goes through its phases have long elicited awe.
“Participants will:
· Experience the wonder of the moon and the night sky
· Invent their own ideas of what the images in the moon are
· Connect a story with wondering about the moon.”
4.1.4: Session 19: The Wonder of Weather
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session19 
For children, wonder and awe are synonymous, and the mystery and power of the weather often elicit awe.
“Participants will:
· Explore wind, rain, storms, and/or snow, as appropriate to location and the season
· Share their wonderings about the natural world with one another
· Connect the story they read in this session with the wonder of weather.”
4.1.5: Session 20: Rainbows
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/chalicechildren/session20 
For children, wonder and awe are synonymous, and the mystery of rainbows that seem so magical, yet ephemeral is especially awe-inspiring.
“Participants will:
· Experience a shared sense of wonder
· Learn that their congregation is a place where questions and wondering are encouraged
· Connect the story they read in this session with their experiences of rainbows.”

4.2: Creating Home: A Program on Developing a Sense of Home Grounded in Faith for Grades K-1
4.2.1: Session 3: Beehive
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session3 
Considering the amazing life of bees can evoke both awe as children mimic what bees do.
“Participants will:
· Identify the hive as a home for bees where each bee has an important role
· Compare and contrast human homes and other animal homes
· Understand and name some of the functions that homes serve
· Optional: Manipulate and taste honey, a product of beehive activity”
4.2.2: Session 4: Animal Homes
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session4 
The diversity and unique nature of animal homes can evoke awe.
“Participants will:
· Understand that wild animals build their own homes for specific functions
· Be able to identify the words "burrow," "den," and "nest"
· Practice appreciation of the natural beauty of wild animals' homes
· Identify farm animals and learn how we, as humans, fulfill our stewardship by creating homes for them to live in”
4.2.3: Session 5: Home in Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session5 
Learning about Thoreau’s love of nature can be an invitation to awe.
“Participants will:
· Explore the practice of picture journaling
· Explore the connectedness of their family home, the natural world, and their faith home
· Become familiar with Henry David Thoreau's life in nature
· Build a home in nature
· Look at nature through a window and draw their observations
· Optional: Transform a public green space through a trash clean-up project”

4.3: Wonderful Welcome: A Program for Children Grades K-1
4.3.1: Session 3: The Gift Of Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/welcome/session3/118166.shtml 
Seeking forgiveness can evoke awe when forgiveness is given, and forgiveness can sometimes elicit awe in the one who gives it.
“Participants will:
· Explore the value and the challenges of giving and receiving the gift of forgiveness
· Through role-play, learn to use forgiveness to resolve conflict in their own lives
· Plan consequences for breaking the group covenant
· Reflect on a story in which forgiveness brings peace between friends and helps them accomplish something together”

4.4: Love Surrounds Us: A Program on the UU Principles and Beloved Community for Grades K-1
4.4.1: Session 4: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session4 
Seeking forgiveness can evoke awe when forgiveness is given, and forgiveness can sometimes elicit awe in the one who gives it.
“Participants will:
· Explore how love and forgiveness connect us, through a sewing project
· Experience a story of forgiveness drawn from Genesis 43:16-46:7 in Hebrew scripture
· Practice using the words of forgiveness “you are forgiven” and “I forgive you,” in a game.”
4.4.2: Session 14: Love Surrounds Us in Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session14/170329.shtml 
Identification with and connection to nature can evoke awe as appeared to happen with the ax man in the story of the Kapok tree.
“Participants will:
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists believe we must show love to all living things by taking special care of the earth
· Understand the interdependence of all life, through a story in which one tree is important to the survival of many other living things
· Learn about the Amazon Rainforest, an endangered animal habitat.”
4.4.3: Session 15: Caring for the Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/lovesurrounds/session15 
Identification with, connection to, and action on behalf of the earth can often elicits awe. 
“Participants will:
· Learn that Unitarian Universalists believe we must show love to the earth because it is our only home
· Learn that each and every human, animal, and plant depends on this one small planet for life
· Understand how taking care with our environment benefits everyone and every living thing.”

4.5: World of Wonder: A Program on the Seven Principles of Unitarian Universalism for Grades K-1
     Wonder. What is it? Where do we find it? How do we keep it? Children are born with an ability to feel wonder, and our world is full of amazing plants, animals, spaces, processes, textures, and patterns that can awaken it. But to nurture and preserve a sense of wonder, children need time to explore, observe, engage, and rest in that world. In this, children can often benefit from an adult model and guide.
     This program delves deep into our Unitarian Universalist seventh Principle. It instills respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part, and appreciation of its beauty, excitement, and mystery. It is founded on the premise that direct experience in nature is essential to children's physical, emotional, intellectual, and spiritual development. Time spent experiencing and exploring nature during the kindergarten and first grade years can set a pattern for the rest of children's lives, bringing lasting openness to the wonder nature can spark. Wonder is often a synonym for awe. These 16 sessions are a “wonderful” way to elicit awe.
Session 1: The Web of Life
Session 2: Nature's Partnerships
Session 3: Thanks Be for Trees!
Session 4: Balance in Our Ecosystem
Session 5: Habitats
Session 6: Lifecycles
Session 7: Decomposition
Session 8: Life-Giving Plants
Session 9: Creativity in Nature
Session 10: Joy in Nature: Animal Play
Session 11: Kindness in Nature
Session 12: Beauty in Nature
Session 13: Green Energy
Session 14: Enough Stuff
Session 15: Working Together to Make a Difference
Session 16: Using Our Senses of Wonder

4.6: Moral Tales: A Program on Making Choices for Grades 2-3
4.6.1: Session 5: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session5 
Seeking forgiveness can evoke awe when forgiveness is given, and forgiveness can sometimes elicit awe in the one who gives it.
“Participants will:
· Participate in the Gems of Goodness exercise
· Hear a story illustrating the act of forgiveness
· Explore the feelings and actions of the characters in the story by retelling key parts of the story
· Make personal connections to the feelings and actions of the characters in the story by using a story theater
· Experience letting go of a held resentment through an exercise with sand
· Share a personal story of an act of kindness done to them through an exercise with clay.”
4.6.2: Session 7: Seeing Others with Awe
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session7 
Learning to see others with awe is an important transformation. 
“This session will:
· Explore the implications of the first Unitarian Universalist principle, the inherent worth and dignity of every person
· Introduce the idea of ‘awe’ and the notion that all living beings are worthy of awe
· Acquaint participants further with one another as they learn to value their similarities and differences
· Demonstrate that seeing others with awe leads to interactions that are characterized by justice and goodness
· Help participants experience themselves as valued members of the Moral Tales community
· Guide participants to identify their own gifts and talents, as well as those of their peers.”
4.6.3: Session 8: Do unto Others
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session8 
The compassion of the Good Samaritan has been a source of awe across the centuries.
“Participants will:
· Participate in the "Gems of Goodness" exercise
· Hear a story illustrating an act of compassion for a stranger
· Participate in a cooperative game in which they think about how they would like to be treated, and have an opportunity to treat others with care
· Imagine how they might apply the Golden Rule to a variety of scenarios
· Visualize and portray the concept that all people are our neighbors
· Optional: Planning a faith in action projects in which they will practice reaching out with kindness to neighbors near and far.
4.6.4: Session 10: Footprints: Treading Softly on Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/tales/session10 
Identification with, connection to, and action on behalf of the earth can elicit awe. 
“Participants will:
· Hear a story that demonstrates interconnections in the web of life
· Explore their own physical balance in an interconnected circle
· Make ‘Live in Balance’ posters
· Learn some things that the Earth needs in order to be in balance
· Practice evaluating whether particular actions will help or harm the Earth”

4.7: Faithful Journeys: A Program about Pilgrimages of Faith in Action for Grades 2-3
4.7.1: Session 7: Create Magic, Change the World
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session7 
Faithful intention and focusing one’s energy in the cause of justice can elicit awe, as can the pagan ritual that is part of this session.
“This session will:
· Teach that we express our third Unitarian Universalist Principle, acceptance of one another and encouragement to spiritual growth, in our congregations when we engage in spiritual practices that include and promote active involvement in the world
· Strengthen Unitarian Universalist identity through connection with our sixth Source, spiritual teachings of Earth-centered traditions that celebrate the sacred circle of life and instruct us to live in harmony with the rhythms of nature
· Include a story about a child who models courage as she faces her fear and speaks publicly at a peace rally
· Demonstrate the idea that faithful intention and focusing our energy can be tools for practicing ‘magic’ for the benefit of the world
· Teach children how their own actions can and do express their faith — their ideas of right and wrong, their values and their beliefs.”
4.7.2: Session 9: Ask Questions
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session9 
Learning about the universe often elicits awe. 
“Participants will:
· Learn about Unitarian Universalist Clyde Tombaugh who dedicated his life to learning about space and discovered Pluto and fourteen asteroids
· Experience hands-on learning about the scale of the planets
· Learn the fifth Source of our Unitarian Universalist living tradition, humanist teachings that affirm the guidance of reason and the results of science and warn us against idolatries of the mind and spirit
· Engage in asking questions to learn more about their peers
· Name ways they did or could translate their Unitarian Universalist faith and/or Principles into action.”
4.7.3: Session 14: Honor Life
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session14 
Respect and care for the earth can elicit awe.
“Participants will:
· Learn about British Unitarian author, biologist and farmer Beatrix Potter
· Understand stewardship of the Earth as faithful action that expresses our seventh Principle
· Use meditation, imagination, games and art to conceptualize an ecosystem and experience being part of the interdependent web
· Explore ways to be in respectful relationship with the nonhuman living beings of the world
· Identify actions they might take that would reflect the signpost “Honor Life”
· Name ways they did or could translate their Unitarian Universalist faith and/or Principles into action.”
4.7.4: Session 15: Protect the Earth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/journeys/session15 
Identification with, connection to, and action on behalf of the earth can elicit awe. 
“Participants will:
· Connect Unitarian Universalism with actions that affirm human responsibility to protect the interdependent web of all life of which we are a part
· Identify with contemporary children who act in faith to help the environment
· Engage in environmentally responsible action by creating "Make a Difference" signs to display at home and in your congregation and/or making reusable cloth bags their families can use instead of plastic bags
· Identify actions they might take that would reflect the signpost "Protect the Earth"
· Name ways they did or could translate their Unitarian Universalist faith and/or Principles into action.”

4.8: Love Will Guide Us: A Program for Grades 2-3 that Applies the Wisdom of the Six Sources to the Big Questions
4.8.1: Session 1: Love Is Like a Seed
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session1
The story, The Everything Seed, illustrates how a seed awakens, as well as the universe, which is awe-inspiring. {Video for story, The Everything Seed, at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pI8N9iOdYYM (5:13)}
“Participants will:
· Learn chalice-lighting words and opening and closing songs to use in each session
· Learn about the Sources of our Unitarian Universalist beliefs
· Connect a story about the beginnings of the universe with our higher calling to love
· Portray love unfolding in the universe, by making a seed art project.”
4.8.2: Session 2: Awesome Love
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session2 
The awe evoked by nature is a cause for wondering.
“Participants will:
· Articulate the first Source of Unitarian Universalism in their own words
· Experience and express the awe and wonder of nature
· Replicate a soothing sound from nature by creating rain sticks.”
4.8.3: Session 5: We Are Loved, Flaws and All
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session5 
The transformation of the scratched diamond was awe-inspiring. 
“Participants will:
· Learn the first Unitarian Universalist Source, "the sense of wonder we all share"
· Transform apparent flaws into beauty, strength, or other positive attributes, in a game and a craft activity
· Understand the possibility of beauty in imperfection through a story, "The Scratched Diamond"
· Explore ways a human characteristic we usually perceive as negative can also have a positive side, e.g., stubbornness can also be persistence.”
4.8.4: Session 9: Love of Learning
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session9 
The story about Englishwoman Cecilia Payne; the first person ever awarded a Ph.D. in astronomy at Harvard, recalls how awe inspired her to be an astronomer.
This session will:
· Introduce the fifth Source of Unitarian Universalism, “Humanist teachings which counsel us to heed the guidance of reason and the results of science, and warn us against idolatries of the mind and spirit”
· Introduce Cecilia Payne, astronomer and Unitarian Universalist
· Strengthen a love of learning and discovery
· Foster an interest in science in general, and astronomy in particular.
4.8.5: Session 11: Love and Gratitude
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveguide/session11 
The return of the sun was awe-inspiring for the ancients and is still celebrated today.
“This session will:
· Present a lesson about gratitude based in the sixth Unitarian Universalist Source, ‘the harmony of nature and the sacred circle of life’
· Demonstrate our connections to the rhythms of nature through a story about the winter solstice
· Cultivate in children an ‘attitude of gratitude’ and provide opportunities to express thanksgiving
· Foster an ethic of caring for the Earth by promoting awareness of and gratitude for the gifts we receive from nature
· Teach a way to express gratitude so it is personalized, specific, and meaningful.”

4.9: Signs of Our Faith: A Program about Being UU Every Day for Grades 2-3
4.9.1: Session 5: We Revere Life
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/signs/session5 
The miracle of birth often elicits awe.
“Participants will:
· Appreciate the miracle of birth and new beginnings
· Learn UU ways to express reverence for life
· Learn how the congregation and the families in it celebrate births and beginnings
· Understand what it means to ‘dedicate.’”

4.10: Toolbox of Faith: A Program That Helps Children Discover the Uses of Faith, Grades 4-5
4.10.1: Session 2: Questioning (Magnifying Glass)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session2 
Asking questions can pierce the veil of ignorance and lead to awe. The story of astronomer Maria Mitchell, who was awed by the comet that she discovered, is also awe inspiring. 
“Participants will:
· Discuss the value of using reason to investigate problems, both in science and in society
· Reflect on the variety of ways to look deeper and question as Unitarian Universalists
· Develop questioning skills through play
· Practice looking more deeply at issues through the symbolism of the magnifying glass”
4.10.2: Session 9: Spirit Of Life (Canteen)
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/toolbox/session9 
The story, Creation, with a focus on the Big Bang, can elicit awe.
“Participants will:
· Explore the qualities of water through discussion and hands-on experiences
· Make a symbolic connection between the fluidity and pervasiveness of water and the fluidity and pervasiveness of the Spirit of Life
· Develop a personal sense of the Spirit of Life, by reaching into our Jewish and Christian heritage, our Unitarian Universalist love of reason, and our willingness to seek the divine in everything
· Reenact the water communion through visualization and emphasize how all water is connected, just as all things are connected by the Spirit of Life
· Learn the Unitarian Universalist hymn, Spirit of Life
· Focus on one of the sources of the Unitarian Universalist Living Tradition, ‘the direct experience of that transcending mystery and wonder, affirmed in all cultures, which moves us to a renewal of the spirit and an openness to the forces which create and uphold life’”

4.11: Windows and Mirrors: A Program about Diversity for Grades 4-5
4.11.1: Session 1: Looking In/looking Out
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session1 
The story of Charles Darwin is awe-inspiring as was his impact on science and human knowledge. 
“Participants will:
· Make observations about themselves which they use to create an outer self-portrait and an inner self-portrait
· Explore their true selves and recognize that the self is a lens through which people view others
· Hear about the work of Unitarian Charles Darwin and appreciate how his unique, inner-guided way of seeing the world has contributed to human self-understanding
· Learn that Unitarian Universalism asks them to be true to their inner selves—to rely on their own observations, values and experiences to know what is right and important to do—and yet, to be ready to question their own perspectives as part of honoring the perspectives of others.”
4.11.2: Session 4: Building A Community Of Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session4 
Seeking forgiveness can evoke awe when forgiveness is given, and forgiveness can sometimes elicit awe in the one who gives it.
“Participants will:
· Practice the skills of offering forgiveness to those who have broken a covenant
· Connect their own thoughts and experiences with a story about a group of Buddhist students’ experience of covenant and forgiveness
· Articulate ways they express and consider ways to enforce the group covenant
· Understand how practicing forgiveness helps heal hurt feelings
· Commit to practicing at home forgiveness skills learned during the session.”
4.11.3: Session 5: The Blessing of Imperfection
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/windows/session5 
Sometimes imperfection can be a source of awe. 
“Participants will:
· Hear a story in which an imperfection was also a special gift that could be shared
· Express, in an art project, their own imperfections in terms of gifts of blessings they can share
· Learn about useful inventions that came about by mistakes or accidents
· Learn that, as Unitarian Universalists, we value the very imperfections that make each individual unique.”

4.12: Love Connects Us: A Program on Living in Unitarian Universalist Covenant for Grades 4-5
4.12.1: Session 3: Love is the Spirit of this Church
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session3 
Experiencing love is powerful, witnessing love can be awe-inspiring.
“Participants will:
· Experience and respond to a story about how love becomes more powerful when it is given away
· Experience activities which require working together to accomplish an objective
· Understand how sharing joys and concerns together is one way people in a beloved community can support one another in good times and bad
· Reflect on how we all have a role in creating our beloved communities.”
4.12.2: Session 4: Love Your Neighbor as Yourself
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session4 
The story, Crossing the Finish Line Together, is an awe-inspiring illustration of the Golden Rule. 
“Participants will:
· Reflect on and discuss a story that demonstrates both the ethic of reciprocity and a kind of radical hospitality
· Experience, in games and activities, how affirming one another deepens our connections and builds our sense of community
· Reflect on how radical hospitality enriches our communities and each of us as individuals
· Explore their individual responsibility and practical ways to offer radical hospitality to others.”
4.12.3: Session 7: One Person Makes a Difference
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session7
The story about Craig Keilburger is a wonderful illustration of one person making a difference. Stories like these tend to elicit awe.
“Participants will:
· Share examples of how they do or could embody UU faith through acts of service
· Learn about Craig Keilburger, a youth who founded an international service organization of young people helping other young people
· Practice leading, following, and identifying leaders in a game and reflect on their own experiences leading and following
· Develop empathy with child rug-makers and embody the "tied together" theme of the program by making their own knotted rug.”
4.12.4: Session 9: Kindness is the Key
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session9
The story, ‘The Christmas Story,’ is unexpected and extraordinary, as well as awe-inspiring.
“Participants will:
· Give examples of how they embody their faith through acts of peace-building
· Learn the true story of ‘The Christmas Truce,’ about opposing soldiers who chose to create a brief time of peace on a World War I battlefield
· Embody the ‘tied together’ theme of the curriculum in a multi-legged race
· Consider their full range of options for action in conflict situations
· Practice creative conflict-resolution skills by acting out different solutions to a conflict.

4.13: Sing to the Power: A Social Justice Program for Children Grades 4-5
4.13.1: Session 3: The Power of Growth
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session3 
The power of the earth is the power to bring forth new life and nurture growth. This is a source of awe.
“Participants will:
· Respond to a story about a man who is transforming his economically depressed Detroit neighborhood with a community garden
· Explore the sources of their own food and consider the impact of locally versus globally produced food
· Experience tangible connection to earth, through planting herb seeds in clay pots
· Appreciate how their gifts can connect them to others
· Understand that there are many kinds of growth, from the literal growth of plants to the growth of one's identity as a leader and the growth of community through joint action.”
4.13.2: Session 5: The Power of Stillness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session5 
Being still in nature can be a source of awe as we sense more of the world.
“Participants will:
· Understand Henry David Thoreau's appreciation of stillness at Walden Pond
· Experience stillness through a meditation focused on breath and the power of air
· Explore the spiritual power of prayer through creating and hanging prayer flags that move in the wind
· Understand that people can create change without necessarily seeing a direct, tangible, or instant connection between their actions and the results.”
4.13.3: Session 7: The Power of Silence
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/sing/session7 
Like stillness, silence can evoke awe as we take in more of our surroundings.
“Participants will:
· Respond to the story of Gordon Hempton and the One Square Inch of Silence project
· Notice sounds that are present in their everyday environments
· Test their ability to identify sounds drawn from nature
· Experience creating a personal ‘square inch of silence’ through meditation.”

4.14: Riddle and Mystery: A Program on the Big Questions for Grade 6
4.14.1: Session 3: Looking Toward Tomorrow
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session3 
The story of Rachel Carson can be a source of awe as is the notion an individual can shape the world for good.
“Participants will:
· Consider who and what controls the future
· Discern their own ability to shape their lives and human history
· Understand how quotidian events can affect cosmic outcomes
· Appreciate how Rachel Carson affected our shared future
· Recognize Unitarian Universalism as a humanistic religion
· Explore a Unitarian Universalist perspective about where humanity should be going and our role in moving ourselves forward into our future.”
4.14.2: Session 5: Out of Nothing
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session5 
The Big Bang and the evolution of the universe and life is a source of ongoing awe.
“This session will:
· Pose the Big Question ‘How did life begin?’ and explore Unitarian Universalist responses to it
· Explore the idea of cause and effect
· Offer myth and science as two responses to questions of ultimate cause
· Emphasize the richness of the Unitarian Universalist Sources
· Explore science and reason as a Source
· Present the vast sweep of time
· Challenge youth to express their own ideas about life's beginnings.”
4.14.3: Session 11: Touching All
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session11 
The sense of connection with all that is can elicit awe.
“Participants will:
· Pose the Big Question ‘How am I connected with everything else?’ and explore Unitarian Universalist responses
· Help youth discover to what they are connected
· Explore the Unitarian Universalist image of the web of all existence and engage youth to reflect on their own place within the web.
· Understand how a sense of belonging is linked to a sense of responsibility
· Reflect on human connection to one another and to all life
· Learn about Henry Bergh, Unitarian founder of the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals
· Explore Unitarian Universalist statements about connection.”
4.14.4: Session 14: Life as Mystery
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/riddle/session14 
Understanding mystery as natural and compelling is an ongoing invitation to awe. 
“Participants will:
· Understand mystery as natural and compelling to humans, and an experience celebrated in our faith
· Refresh their thoughts about Big Questions previously posed
· Hear Unitarian Universalist ideas about the nature and importance of questioning
· Identify the Big Questions most important to their lives
· Grow in comfort with questioning, accepting that questions sometimes produce ambiguous, contradictory answers
· Celebrate mystery.”

4.15: Amazing Grace: A Program about Exploring Right and Wrong for Grade 6
4.15.1: Session 2: Curious Faith
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/grace/session2 
Einstein said, “Never lose a holy curiosity,” which can lead to awe. 
“Participants will:
· Reflect upon wrongdoings that are common and significant for sixth graders
· Discover or rediscover the story of Pandora's box
· Explore the value and nature of curiosity
· Meet one list of major sins, the seven deadly sins
· Meet one list of some virtues, the seven holy virtues
· Consider religion and faith as antidotes and responses to trouble, evil, and sin
· Optional: Play roles in a hypothetical scenario in which ethical decisions are demanded.”

4.16: Heeding the Call: A Program on Justice-making for Junior High School Youth
4.16.1: Workshop 4: The Call for Empathy
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop4 
The experience of empathy can engender awe as was the case for the Seal Hunter in the story, The Wounded Seal.
“Participants will:
· See empathy as an important quality in justice making and practice being more empathetic
· Learn what some UUs are doing to make immigration more just
· Share stories about empathy
· Practice teaching empathy by example
· Analyze ways language can influence social justice work
· Optional: Examine some of the root causes of increased immigration from Mexico.”
4.16.2: Workshop 11: The Call for Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/call/workshop11 
Seeking forgiveness can evoke awe when forgiveness is given, and forgiveness can sometimes elicit awe in the one who gives it.
“Participants will:
· See forgiveness as an important quality in justice making and imagine ways to be more courageous
· Learn about different acts of forgiveness
· Consider how forgiveness has affected their lives
· Understand forgiveness as what we give to others as well as ourselves
· Explore forgiveness as a process.”

4.17: Building Bridges: A World Religions Program for 8th-9th Grades
4.17.1: Workshop 6: Judaism 2: People of the Law
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop6 
The story of Moses on Mt. Horeb is a good example of the awe associated with an encounter with God.
“Participants will:
· Deepen understanding of Judaism begun in Workshop 5
· Explore the role of prophets in Jewish history and faith through stories of two biblical prophets, Moses and Solomon
· Consider the significance of the Ten Commandments in Judaism, in Western culture and norms, and in their own lived experience
· Discover justice as a core value in Judaism; make connections between Jewish and Unitarian Universalist values related to a faithful person's responsibility to work for justice
· Increase Bible literacy.”
4.17.2: Workshop 11: Christianity 1
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop11 
The life of Jesus has been a source of awe and inspiration for generations, and is worthy of consideration.
“Participants will:
· Hear and discuss the life and words of Jesus of Nazareth
· Deepen their understanding of Christian scripture and doctrine
· Understand Pentecost and the founding of the Christian church
· Learn how Christianity fits into religious history.”
4.17.3: Workshop 21: Neo-Paganism: The Sacredness of Creation
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop21 
For Neo-Paganism, “The cycles of nature are our holy days, the earth is our temple, its plants and creatures our partners and teachers. This focus can be an aid in eliciting awe.
“Participants will:
· Understand how Neo-Paganism relates to ancient Pagan religions
· Explore aspects of Wicca and Neo-Paganism
· Discover the organization Covenant of UU Pagans and consider how Unitarian Universalism can be a welcoming place for pagans.”

4.18: Circle of Trees: A Multigenerational Program about Nourishing Deep Connections with Nature
4.18.1: Workshop 1: Come Into the Circle
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop1 
Trees can have enormous capacity to elicit awe.
“Participants will:
· Understand the interdependent role of trees in the ancient forest Foster an understanding of and respect for trees and their role in life on earth
· Reinforce the concept of interdependence as expressed in the seventh Unitarian Universalist Principle, "Respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part"
· Affirm that stewardship of the earth is an explicit act of faith.
· Connect with nature through the program rituals of movement and guided imagery
· Develop multigenerational relationships.”
4.18.2: Workshop 2: Trees: Providers of Life
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop2
The fact that the “breath” of trees allows us to breathe is awe-inspiring.
“Participants will:
· Understand the fundamental importance of trees through the story “You’re Saved by Something Green”
· Reinforce their knowledge of the benefits of trees by playing “Tree Jeopardy”
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and song
· Experience multigenerational learning.”
4.18.3: Workshop 3: Trees: Connected to All Life
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop3 
Becoming aware of the interconnection among all life can lead to awe.
“Participants will:
· Understand the concept of interdependence through the story "Trout Are Made of Trees"
· Reinforce their knowledge by playing the "Helping Tree Metaphors" game
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and song
· Experience multigenerational learning.”
4.18.4: Workshop 4: Trees: Sanctuary for the Spirit
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop4 
Becoming aware of our profound interdependence with all life can lead to awe.
“This workshop will:
· Encourage personal expressions of gratitude for trees
· Explore the poetic and artistic inspiration that trees and nature provide
· Reinforce the concept of interdependence as expressed in the seventh Unitarian Universalist Principle, ‘Respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part’
· Affirm that stewardship of the earth is an explicit act of faith.”
In place of the recommended poems about trees for use as the story, we suggest the piece written by Herman Hesse and published in 1920. You can find it at https://www.faena.com/aleph/what-trees-teach-us-about-life-and-ownership-by-hermann-hesse 
4.18.5: Workshop 5: Trees: From Peril to Progress
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop5 
The state of the planet due to climate change can instill the dread-full experience of awe.
“Participants will:
· Be inspired to take action following the example in the visual essay
· Explore personal and collective actions they can take to address climate change
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including a visual essay, movement, meditation, and song
· Experience multigenerational learning.”
4.18.6: Workshop 8: Come Be With Trees
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/trees/workshop8 
Wangari Maathai’s Green Belt Movement was/is an we-inspiring attempt to rebalance environmental degradation, deforestation, and food insecurity by planting over 51 million trees.
“Participants will:
· Directly engage with trees and nature in a variety of ways
· Gain inspiration and a sense of empowerment from the story of Wangari Maathai
· Build on their understanding of and respect for trees through multiple modes of learning, including movement, meditation, and song
· Experience multigenerational learning.”

4.19: Miracles, Wide Age Span
     This eight-session program invites a prolonged encounter with awe and wonder. Stories from our Unitarian Universalist Sources and hands-on activities engage a wide age span of participants to discern miracles, experience and express awe and wonder, and discover their own agency for miracle-making. Participants make a uniquely Unitarian Universalist inquiry—a religious search which simultaneously embraces the awesome truth of a miracle’s mystery and the “how and why” of rational explanation. Participants explore different kinds of miracles, from the awesome, ordered beauty of Earth and all life on it, to their own capacity to transform themselves and others to bring forth love and justice.
     While all of the sessions are applicable, but we recommend 2, 6 and or 7.
     The engagement with awe and wonder throughout this curriculum makes it ideal in exploring awe.
· Session 1: Naming Miracles
· Session 2: The Miracle of Close Attention
· Session 3: The Miracle of Transformation
· Session 4: It’s All in the Timing
· Session 5: A Miracle Inside
· Session 6: The Miracle of Social Change
· Session 7: Miracles We Can Make
· Session 8: Still a Mystery
· Stories in Miracles

4.20: Gather the Spirit: A Multigenerational Program about Stewardship
4.20.1: Workshop 5: Chorus of Life Resounding as One
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/gather/workshop5 
The story about drought can elicit the “dread-full” aspect of awe as we see rivers drying out all over the world.
“Participants will:
· Imagine the relationship two different children, in different parts of the world, have with the water they use
· Consider what it means to claim ownership of water—a resource all life needs
· Understand how human boundaries and claims of ownership affect equitable sharing of this common global resource.”

4.21: Wisdom from the Hebrew Scriptures: A Multigenerational Program
4.21.1: Workshop 1: David and Goliath
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop1
The story of David and Goliath can inspire awe, because David won despite the advantages that Goliath had.
“This workshop will:
· Present the story the story of David, who was supported by God, and Goliath and invite participants to deepen their knowledge and understanding of the story
· Invite participants to reflect on their own experiences with fear and courage
4.21.2: Workshop 3: Manna in the Wilderness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop3 
The Hebrews were likely awe-filled about the miracle of manna provided by God, which enabled them to survive in the wilderness.
“Participants will:
· Gain knowledge and understanding of the story of God providing manna to the Hebrews in the wilderness
· Experience the process of making bread from grain
· Consider what wisdom this story held for the wilderness Hebrews and for the scribes of David's court who wrote it down 500 years later, and what wisdom it holds for contemporary Unitarian Universalists
· Experience connection with people of all ages and be enriched by variety of different perspectives offered.”
4.21.3: Workshop 6: The Binding of Isaac
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/multigenerational/hebrewscriptures/workshop6
This story of the Binding of Isaac illustrates two as aspects of awe, the dread of the impending sacrifice followed by 
“In the story of the binding of Isaac, God instructs Abraham to offer his beloved son as a burnt offering. The meaning and wisdom of this disturbing text has been debated for many centuries. Is this a test of faith for Abraham, in which Abraham demonstrates obedience even to the point of sacrificing his own son? Is this a story that shows that God disapproves of child sacrifice, a practice by many groups in Abraham’s time? Is this a story which depicts God as engaging in a monstrous test, a test which renders such a God unworthy of worship? Is this a story that critiques patriarchal culture, where women and children were possessions of their husbands and fathers? Why was such a story preserved in the scriptural tradition? Unlike some other disturbing stories in the Hebrew scriptures, why does this one remain current and well-known in the popular religious culture of three religious traditions—Judaism, Christianity, and Islam?”

Resources for Youth
5.0: Curriculum & Theme-Based Classroom Activities for Youth
       Tapestry of Faith
     Youth
5.1: A Chorus of Faiths: A Program That Builds Interfaith Youth Leaders
5.1.1: Workshop 2: We Need Not Think Alike to Love Alike
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop2/173577.shtml 
The Golden Rule, taken seriously and acted upon, can elicit awe as does the power of the flaming chalice and the story of the Sharp’s.
“Participants will:
· Understand the Golden Rule as an example of a Unitarian Universalist value inherited from our Judeo-Christian tradition
· Learn the story of the Unitarian Universalist flaming chalice symbol and hear about the interfaith service work of Unitarians Martha and Waitstill Sharp during World War II
· Map their community's assets for diverse, interfaith cooperation in service work
· Move the group's interfaith service project forward by identifying potential partners and projects in their community
· Recognize and reflect on the importance of human similarities and differences.”
5.1.2: Workshop 3: The Beloved Community
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/chorus/workshop3 
In retrospect, the march at Selma has encouraged generations and has the power to elicit awe in the ongoing collective who work for racial justice. 
“Participants will:
· Learn about the Unitarian Universalist participation in the march at Selma
· Understand the history of interfaith cooperation in the world and come up with ideas for emulating it
· Learn about interfaith work Unitarian Universalists do in their local community
· Discover how interfaith work can deepen faith identity
· Move the group's interfaith service project forward by planning the next action steps.”

5.2: Exploring Our Values Through Poetry: A Program for High School Youth
5.2.1: Workshop 2: Surprised By Beauty
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/poetry/workshop2 
Beauty is often a source of awe.
“Participants will:
· Reflect upon their own standards of beauty and have the opportunity to revise them
· Increase their awareness of the beauty around them through meditation
· Explore how poetry can elucidate our notions of beauty
· Optional: Share examples of beautiful behavior with others”
5.2.2: Workshop 3: Keenly Observing Nature
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/poetry/workshop3 
Nature, especially when close attention is paid, can be an ongoing source of awe.
“Participants will:
· Share personal connections to the natural world
· Open their senses in order to use their powers of observation fully
· Experience conveying sensory information through poetry
· Identify a principle that talks about our relationship to the natural world
· (Optional) Share the joy of nature with their community
· (Optional) Appreciate music as a poetic tool for expressing the beauty and wonder of nature.”

5.3: A Place of Wholeness: A Program for Youth Exploring Their Own Unitarian Universalist Faith Journeys
5.3.1: Workshop 4: A Theology of Love
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop4 
The theology of love practiced by our Universalist forebears was awe-inspiring, as is the story of the Rainbow Project.
“Participants will:
· Understand the historical roots of the Universalist theology of love as it relates to salvation and God
· Reflect on what the Universalist theology of love means for them and for Unitarian Universalists today, including how they live it out; what its limits are, and what it says about evil
· Identify where a theology of love shows up in the Unitarian Universalist Principles and the actions of Unitarian Universalist congregations today.”
5.3.2: Workshop 6: Nurturing the Spirit
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop6 
Spiritual practices, when wo go deeper, can elicit awe. 
“Participants will:
· Discuss what spirituality means
· Share spiritual practices
· Explore the differences between spirituality and theology or doctrine
· Reflect on everyday activities that can be spiritual practices
· Optional: Experience the spiritual practices of members of the congregation.”
5.3.3: Workshop 12: Wholeness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/wholeness/workshop12/168011.shtml 
The experience of the woodcarver in the story suggests his awe and inspires our awe. 
“Participants will:
· Explore the idea that wholeness is about creating alignment between one's internal self and one's external way of being, as well as being connected to a wider faith community
· Identify concrete steps they can take toward personal wholeness or integrity
· Review the work of this program and connect that work to a unifying theme of wholeness”

5.4: Virtue Ethics: An Ethical Development Program for High School Youth
5.4.1: Workshop 5: Fairness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop5 
Sometimes the issue of fairness is so consequential, as seeking it was in the life of Lotta Hitschmanova, who’s life continues to be awe-inspiring, and who helped create the Unitarian Service Committee of Canada and foster its work.
“Participants will:
· Explore the meaning of fairness
· Learn about Lotta Hitschmanova, Czech- and Jewish-born refugee who escaped Nazism, immigrated to Canada, and directed the Unitarian Service Committee of Canada's work in international aid
· Discuss dilemmas where fairness is tested
· Identify ways they do or could practice fairness, and commit to the future practice of fairness in their lives.”
5.4.2: Workshop 11: Forgiveness
Link: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/virtueethics/workshop11 
Seeking forgiveness can evoke awe when forgiveness is given, and forgiveness can sometimes elicit awe in the one who gives it.
“Participants will:
· Explore the meaning of “forgiveness”
· Discuss a dilemma that calls for forgiveness
· Examine their own history of forgiveness and commit to the future practice of forgiveness in their lives.”

6.0: Readings
6.1: A Private History of Awe
Excerpted and adapted from Scott Russell Sanders' book, A Private History of Awe (New York, North Point Press, 2006).
     In his book A Private History of Awe, Scott Russell Sanders remembers a spring day when he was a young boy, old enough to run around and small enough to be carried in his father's arms. The wind was booming; lightning flashed everywhere as a heavy rain fell. His father carried him out on to the porch, held him against his chest, and hummed as the thunder rumbled. They looked out at the trees and the huge oak which was the tallest thing the child knew. The oak swayed in the storm. Suddenly a flash and boom split the air. Everything became a white glare. "Sweet Jesus," his father cried out, grabbing him and pulling him close. Lighting had struck the oak and it snapped like a stick. Its top shattered onto the ground and a charred streak ran down the trunk.
     One moment the great tree was there as solid as the father, bigger than anything Scott knew, and the next moment it was gone.
     Fifty years later that day still haunts Scott. That was the day when power, energy, wildness that surges through everything was revealed in a flash. Scott writes, "The sky cracked open to reveal a world where even grownups were tiny and houses were toys and wood and skin and everything was made of light."
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/life/workshop4/159225.shtml 

6.2: Fishing Before You Know How To Fish by Courtney Martin (197 words)
Written for her daughter, Megan
Through the pines and the one maple I hear her.
I shouldn’t have gone fishing if I didn’t know how to fish.
I shouldn’t have gone fishing if I didn’t know how to fish.
There she stands
legs impossibly long
pink and black polka dot swimsuit baggy
pole in her hands
and a little oval sunfish impossibly on her hook.
I don’t tell her, but I do think
Oh, sweet girl, life is always like that.
Fishing before you know how to fish.
Leaving before you know how to leave.
Speaking before you know how to speak.
Fighting before you know how to fight.
Loving before you know how to love.
Dying before you know how to die.
We are all the child with the pole
worrying about who we’ve hurt.
And we are all the fish on the hook,
hoping for mercy.
Her aunt hears her muttering prayer
and though she hasn’t unhooked a fish in 30 years
grabs the wriggling innocent in her hands
and dislodges metal from cheek.
And this, too, is all of us.
Saved again and again by prayer we didn’t know we were saying
and a witness we forgot was listening.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2574 

6.3: Three States of Water by Natureza Gabriel Kram (256 words)
     Imagine that you’ve never been to Earth. You visit first in winter, where someone introduces you to water. From a glass, they pour it out over your hand. You drink. Remarkable.
     Imagine that you walk outside onto a frozen lake. You’ve never seen this substance before. You kick at it with the toe of your boot: solid. You drop to your hands and knees, it grips your palm when you press your hand against it: bone-chillingly cold. What is this, you ask? Your guide replies, water.
     Imagine that you walk into a steam room. Hot vapor swirls in an obscuring fog. What is this cloud? you ask. Again, water, comes the answer.
     If you encountered water for the first time, wearing her three faces, you would not believe she was a single element. Yet of course, each of these—liquid water, ice, and steam is, indeed, water, in different states. A liquid, a solid, a gas: their physical properties entirely different; contradictory, in fact.
     …Knowing where we are… —steam, ice, or water—points us toward what we need to come back home. Steam must cool and condense to return to liquid water, but ice can be cooled indefinitely and it will not melt. Supporting wellness requires meeting the needs of present-moment nervous system state. When you are steam, you see as steam sees. And you, and the world, look a certain way. Change the state and the story follows. Condense the vapor back into liquid water and the way the person perceives shifts on its own.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2568 

6.4: Sweeping My Heart by Zenju Earthlyn Manuel (272 words)
     Zenju Earthlyn Manuel’s training on the journey to becoming a Zen Buddhist priest including sweeping the meditation hall and scrubbing toilets. As an older black woman, she struggled with this because, recalling her ancestors in slavery, it felt demeaning. Eventually, she had the following conversation, which freed her from her resentment. 
     Me: “Really? I don’t need this.”
     Ancestors: “Exactly. You feel you have become better than us.”
     Me: “I went to school because you said education was the best thing for black people. I got a Ph.D. so I don’t need to do what black folks have always done.”
     Ancestors: “Your pride is no good to us. Your degree is no good to us. We need your heart to be healed. Don’t let intellect take the place of love. You must love more.”
     I swept longer, breathing, listening, crying. This is true, I say to myself.
     Me: “But I worked so hard not to be oppressed as you were. I worked for justice. I prayed. I ate well. I did good deeds most of my life.”
     Ancestors: “We need more than that from you. We don’t need you to be a good Buddhist, Muslim, Christian, follower of African Orishas, or whatever. We need you to remember the dust from which you came. We need you to remember a time before things went crazy, when they sold Africans like us. There was something before. It is still hidden from you. Find it. Keep sweeping—not to clean but to see and hear where your heart is blocked from what we see for you. We put you in a place where you would be bothered enough to change.”
     Today when I clean the temple, I know it is my ancestors calling. I know that the memory within me of their existence as slaves is being understood and transformed. I know that temple cleaning is the motion arising from sitting meditation, not history repeating itself.
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2509 

6.5: A Garden Teaches Us to Travel in Place by James Carse (196 words) 
     …One never arrives anywhere with a garden.
     …A garden is a place where growth is found. It has its own source of change. One does not bring change to a garden, but comes to a garden prepared for change, and therefore prepared to change. It is possible to deal with growth only out of growth. 
    …It is in the garden that we discover what travel truly is. We do not journey to a garden but by way of it.
    Genuine travel has no destination. 
    …Nature does not change; it has no inside or outside. It is therefore not possible to travel through it. 
     …A gardener, whose attention is ever on the spontaneities of nature, acquires the gift of seeing differences, looks always for the merest changes in plant growth, or in the composition of the soil, the emerging populations of insects and earthworms. …But these observed changes are not …amusing to genuine gardeners; they …open themselves to a renewed future.
     So, too, with those who look everywhere for difference, who see the earth as source, who celebrate the genius in others, who are not prepared against but for surprise. "I have traveled far in Concord" (Thoreau).
Source: https://www.awakin.org/v2/read/view.php?tid=2565

6.6: Reuniting with Awe by Courtney E. Martin (250 words)
     My daughter is on the brink of everything.
She’s just started walking. …She’s just started talking. She looked up at the moon on Sunday and pointed. I said “moon,” not expecting anything, and then she said “moon” like it was the most natural thing in the world. 
     …She makes me feel like I’m probably accessing only a quarter of the sensory experience available to me on a regular basis.
     I’m also learning about awe. The other day …I picked her up and we put our noses right up to the petite white flowers and took in the scent. Then I set her down and she walked over to a jade plant…, leaned over, and took a big, satisfied whiff. Jade plants …are not fragrant. And yet, if you’d seen her there — neck craned, eyes closed — you would have assumed that she was smelling the most potent thing in the world.
     …Maya is free of specific expectations, so she approaches the world with only one giant, indiscriminate expectation: delight me.
     …The mundane becomes miraculous through the eyes of my 16-month-old daughter. She’s rarely disappointed, and when she is, she simply moves on to the next miracle waiting in a kitchen drawer or nestled in the soil in the garden beds. As she marvels, I’m marveling anew. 
     …The gift of having a child is rediscovering discovery, of reuniting with awe. It’s perhaps my second favorite part of parenting, second only to the slow, mind-blowing, heartsploding reveal of who our tiniest teacher is.
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/reuniting-with-awe/ 

6.7: On the Brink of Everything by Parker J. Palmer (264 words)
     …My friend …Courtney Martin posted a column titled Reuniting with Awe. …
     …I was mesmerized by its opening line — “My daughter is on the brink of everything” — because that’s where I am at age 76. I’m frequently awestruck as I stand on the brink of the rest of my life, including that part of life called death, which I can sometimes see from where I stand.
     I’d be a pants-on-fire liar if I claimed to be awed by all that comes with old age. 
     …When you suddenly become “interesting” to your physician after boring him or her for many years, it gives you pause…. Yet it’s because of the diminishments of age, not in spite of them, that I often find myself in awe as I stand “on the brink of everything.” 
     …Looking back, I’m awed by the way embracing everything, from what I got right to what I got wrong, invites the grace of wholeness.
     …Wholeness does not mean perfection: It means embracing brokenness as an integral part of life.
     …What I know for sure is this: We come from mystery and we return to mystery. I arrived here with no bad memories of wherever I’d come from, so I have no good reason to fear the place to which I’ll return. And I know this, too: Standing closer to the reality of death awakens my awe at the gift of life.
     …I’m old enough to know that the world can delight me, so my expectation is not of the world but of myself: Delight in the gift of life and be grateful.
Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/on-the-brink-of-everything-an-early-morning-meditation/ 

6.8: The Music of Awe by Nick Cave (265 words)
Nick, Considering human imagination the last piece of wilderness, do you think AI will ever be able to write a good song? Peter, a fan, Slovenia
Dear Peter, 
     …Yuval Noah Harari …[states] that AI will be able to write better songs than humans can. …I am not sure…. …What a great song makes us feel is a sense of awe. …A sense of awe is almost exclusively predicated on our limitations as human beings, …our audacity as humans to reach beyond our potential.
     It is perfectly conceivable that AI could produce a song as good as Nirvana’s Smells Like Teen Spirit….
     But I don’t feel that when we listen to Smells Like Teen Spirit it is only the song that we are listening to. …What we are actually listening to is a withdrawn and alienated young man’s journey out of the small American town of Aberdeen — a young man who by any measure was a walking bundle of dysfunction and human limitation …who had the audacity to howl his particular pain into a microphone and …reach into the hearts of a generation. … 
     …What we are actually listening to is human limitation and the audacity to transcend it. Artificial Intelligence, for all its unlimited potential, simply doesn’t have this capacity. …Music has the ability to touch the celestial sphere with the tips of its fingers, and the awe and wonder we feel is in the desperate audacity of the reach, not just the outcome. …AI would have the capacity to write a good song, but not a great one. It lacks the nerve.
     Love, Nick
Source: https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/01/24/nick-cave-music-ai/

6.9: Soft Fascination by Maria Popova (313 words)
     In nature, we go unfettered from the world’s illusory urgencies that so easily hijack the everyday mind and syphon our attention away from its best creative contribution to that very world and its needs. When we surrender to “soft fascination,” we are not running from the world but ambling back to ourselves and our untrammeled multitudes, free to encounter parts of the mind we rarely access, free to acquaint different parts with one another so that entirely novel connections emerge.
     Annie Murphy Paul writes, “Scientists theorize that the ‘soft fascination’ evoked by natural scenes engages what’s known as the brain’s ‘default mode network.’ When this network is activated, we enter a loose associative state in which we’re not focused on any one particular task but are receptive to unexpected connections and insights. In nature, few decisions and choices are demanded of us, granting our minds the freedom to follow our thoughts wherever they lead. At the same time, nature is pleasantly diverting, in a fashion that lifts our mood without occupying all our mental powers; such positive emotion in turn leads us to think more expansively and open-mindedly. In the space that is thus made available, currently active thoughts can mingle with the deep stores of memories, emotions, and ideas already present in the brain, generating inspired collisions.”
     … “Soft fascination” has an active counterpart in another state we experience most readily in nature: awe — that ultimate instrument of unselfing.
     …Paul writes, “The experience of awe has been called ‘a reset button’ for the human brain. But we can’t generate a feeling of awe, and its associated processes, all on our own; we have to venture out into the world, and find something bigger than ourselves, in order to experience this kind of internal change.:
     Without this reset button, how would we ever look at a dandelion and see the meaning of life?
Source: https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/07/01/default-mode-network-awe-soft-fascination/ 

6.10: Washing the Whole of Humanity with Wonder by Maria Popova (254 words)
     On July 13, 1862, while a young experiment in democracy was being ripped asunder by its first Civil War, The Springfield Republican reported a strange and wondrous celestial sighting in the undivided sky, as bright as Polaris. Within days, two astronomers — Lewis Swift and Horace Parnell Tuttle — independently observed the phenomenon and determined it to be a colossal comet. Comet Swift-Tuttle — the largest Solar System object to periodically pass near Earth — is now known to return every 133 years, dragging in its long wake a dazzling annual gift: Each summer, as our lonely planet crosses the orbit of Swift-Tuttle and the debris shed by the icy colossus burn up in our atmosphere, the Perseid meteor shower streaks across the common sky, washing the whole of humanity with wonder.
     For millennia, the Perseids have lit up the summer sky in an annual celestial spectacle — one of the most staggering on Earth, with as many as 200 vibrant meteors per hour — that just befell the awestruck human animal without known cause or cosmic correlation. Some thought the streaks of light were debris from volcanic eruptions in faraway lands falling back to Earth. Others, including most scientists well into the nineteenth century, believed they were atmospheric phenomena like rainbows and lightning. Their cometic origins were unknown and comets themselves were a mystery. …The poetic science writer Emma Converse — the Carl Sagan of her epoch — prophesied that someday, “with a powerful grasp, like that of Newton, some watcher of the stars shall seize the secret of cometic history.”
Source: https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/27/comets-meteors-perseids-leonids/ 

6.11: Our Eleventh Emotion by Paul Pearsall (265 words)
1. Whether awe was experienced in reaction to a natural phenomenon, an original idea, or a person, there is an experience of a sense of vastness that far exceeds our prior imagination….
2. Awe involves an experience of a diminished sense of self as the naturally created and defined boundaries of “self” and “other” become blurred.
3. Awe is characterized by a feeling of anticipatory fear far beyond surprise that is sometimes elevated to the level of dread.
4. As if the discovery of the “something more” we’ve been looking for is more than we can handle, there’s a feeling of an altered state of consciousness more focused on what exists “between” than what’s “inside.”
5. Awe is accompanied by distinguishing physiological changes, including goose bumps, chills, stuttering, gasping (with the feeling of having the breath “taken away”), …and a sense of warmth and openness spreading out from the center of the chest.
6. Awe results in a sense of a severe challenge to our “mental set,” resulting in the need to decide between “accommodating” the awe experience through creating new ways of thinking, feeling, believing, and behaving; or “assimilating” …by briefly enjoying it and returning back to one’s prior way of thinking and being.
7. Awe is often accompanied by a sense of, or intensified search for, contact with or becoming closer to God, the gods, unimaginable enormity, “something more,” or a “Higher Power.” …
8. Awe comes with an intensification of the need to connect [and] …to make a commitment to more loving, caring, protective relationships with others and the world in general.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/25889 

6.12: Educating for Awe by Matthew Fox (263 words)
     Awe leads to something more than mere knowledge. It leads to wisdom itself. “Awe is the beginning of wisdom,” declares Rabbi Heschel. Awe is far more interesting than information. Awe opens the door in our souls, in our hearts and minds. Awe …pulls us out of ourselves, it touches on transcendence. …Awe awakens reverence, respect, and gratitude. 
     …Heschel says, “Humanity will destroy itself not from lack of information but from lack of appreciation.” That is how important gratitude is: appreciation is life-saving. Its opposite, taking for granted, is life-threatening. Even species threatening. So, awe is important. It is part of our survival package.
     Healthy knowledge can easily lead to awe. But knowledge that is focused almost exclusively on control is not healthy and it does not lead to awe. …There has been very little room for awe in the classrooms of the modern age. The result is that many youth try to escape education at the earliest possible moment. Education becomes a trial and a burden rather than an occasion for expansion and wonder. Education loses its joy. It becomes less than human.
     …When humans care about awe, great things can happen. The mind opens up, and the heart, and, one might say, the soul. …Wonder returns. The child is kept alive and eager throughout his or her life. Learning becomes a daily event. 
     …Indeed, our minds are made for awe. They respond all together spontaneously to awe. They remember awe. Even on our deathbeds—especially on our deathbeds—do we remember awe.
     Awe is an attitude of not taking for granted. …
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27960 

6.13: Surprise by Leeann Renninger and Tania Luna (269 words)
     Imagine the feeling you get staring up at a night sky that's shimmering with shooting stars, glancing into the heart of a volcano, standing in a darkened field aglow with thousands of fireflies, or hearing a swell of hundreds of violins. It's an emotion on the surprise spectrum called awe. …Awe is surprise that's stirred by something unfathomably vast or complex. We can't quite believe it even as we stand before it. Nature is the most common awe trigger, but intricate design, extraordinary skill, admirable integrity, and remarkable ideas also inspire awe. Like all surprises, awe leads us to stop, wonder, shift our perspective, and long to share our experiences with others…. 
     …Awe leads us to reframe ourselves as small and our world as vast. Researchers have found that simply watching awe-inspiring nature videos created this shift and also led participants to feel like they had more time. Psychologists have nicknamed this time stretching phenomenon "extended-now" — when now feels longer than the usual fragment of a moment. Awe also led participants to be more patient and helpful. Helping increases happiness, so awe doesn't just feel awesome but also improves our quality of life.
     We have to actively seek awe because it is a rare emotion. Whenever you can, surround yourself with nature, beauty, and inspiring people and ideas. As a citizen of our time-starved world, you might occasionally feel that you can't step away from your daily hassles long enough to let in awe, but it can also work the other way around. Experience awe and, suddenly, you will feel that you have all the time in the world.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27876

6.14: Secular Awe by Katherine Ozment (258 words)
     Awe has been described as a mix of wonder, reverence, and fear, and we've all felt it, that sudden awareness that there is something larger than ourselves. But what causes us to feel it? And is the religious experience of it …different or somehow better than the nonreligious experience of awe, felt in nature, in considering the vastness of the universe, in deep connection to other people or animals? I wanted to know if the ways I sometimes felt awe, whether in nature, appreciation of art, or simply a heightened awareness of my own sentience—a child's touch, the taste of ripe fruit, the smell of ocean air—gave me the same quality of experience that the religious say they feel.
     …Dacher Keltner…found that the feeling of awe arises when we sense vastness, which makes us feel like a part of a greater whole.
     …Awe makes us feel rooted and slows us down. People who experience awe seek to memorize their surroundings and freeze the experience.
     Experiencing awe can also prompt us to act more benevolently toward others. When we are not stressed, perhaps in a moment of seeing the big picture rather than the details, we're more able to help others.
     …Awe also makes us step back and find new answers. One reason awe-filled experiences can be so powerful is that they expand our thinking quickly, allowing us to bypass our normal filtering. Awe forces us to accommodate new information so rapidly that we can't filter it through preexisting [experiences or concepts] …. In colloquial terms, awe blows our minds.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28158 

6.15: What to Do with Wonder, Awe, and Fear by Abraham Joshua Heschel (252 words)
     The beginning of faith is not a feeling for the mystery of living or a sense of awe, wonder, or fear. The root of religion is the question what to do with the feeling for the mystery of living, what to do with awe, wonder, or fear. Religion, the end of isolation, begins with a consciousness that something is asked of us. It is in that tense, eternal asking in which the soul is caught and in which man's answer is elicited.
     Wonder is not a state of esthetic enjoyment. Endless wonder is endless tension, a situation in which we are shocked at the inadequacy of our awe, at the weakness of our shock, as well as the state of being asked the ultimate question.
     Endless wonder unlocks an innate sense of indebtedness. Within our awe there is no place for self-assertion. Within our awe we only know that all we own we owe. The world consists, not of things, but of tasks. Wonder is the state of our being asked. The ineffable is a question addressed to us.
     All that is left to us is a choice — to answer or to refuse to answer. Yet the more deeply we listen, the more we become stripped of the arrogance and callousness which alone would enable us to refuse. We carry a load of marvel, wishing to exchange it for the simplicity of knowing what to live for, a load which we can never lay down nor continue to carry not knowing where.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/21248

6.16: Train Your Heart to Open to Awe by Alan Morinis (211 words)
     Certain situations or experiences call forth awe without any effort at all. Witness a whale breaching or an eagle soaring, hear a baby's first cry or look upon a magnificent sunset, and the heart responds and connects.
     Those “free samples” of awe take no effort, but if we want to train the heart to open to awe, then we must undertake some practice. It needs to be clear, though, that cultivating the capacity to experience awe requires not that you seek out the spectacular, but rather that you endeavor to find the spectacular in everything.
     Right now, fix your eye on something that is in your immediate environment. It could be a flower or a pencil, a table or a teacup. Just look at that object until you can sink your consciousness into its very essence, so that you experience how truly remarkable it is that it exists at all. See its material and color and its orderly composition that converge in the altogether miraculous fact that this discrete thing exists in the world. How remarkable! How inconceivable! How awesome!
     Repeat this exercise as many times …as you are able.
     …Try this way of seeing, and let yourself be awed by the miraculousness of what we mistakenly consider to be “ordinary.”
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/27448 

6.17: How to Live an Awesome Life by Polly Campbell (247 words)
     Technically, to say that something is awful is to say that it is full of awe, which is the feeling we get when we are bowled over by something amazing and big and unexplainable. That's the feeling we get when we stare at the full moon over the Rocky Mountains or watch a spider weave its web.
     …Think of the awesome and sometimes awful power of Mother Nature. Both words are impressive, both are awe-filled, but one surrounds you with its mysticism and possibility and beauty. The other scares …you.
     …When I talk of awe, I'm talking about wonder. About accessing the amazing. I'm using the word to express reverence, admiration. Awe like this can show up in every aspect of our lives – even the parts we think of as not so great.
     …Awe changes us. We are broken open by it. It forces us to rethink things. To tweak our behaviors and choices. To move toward things that matter.
     Psychologist Nicholas Humphrey says that awe forces us to reconfigure our mental model so we can make sense of what we've seen and experienced. It broadens us, inspires us.
     Awe, then, has the ability to awaken us. It can show us the beauty that already exists and remind us who we are at our spiritual core. It brings us closer to our purpose and passion and helps us create meaning. It helps us to live with the mystery in life, to survive the uncertainty of it all. 
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28057 

6.18: Refrigerator Joy by Allen Klein (229 words)
     I was listening to a radio show …in which three men, who had been in prison for at least five years, were about to be released. The reporter asked all of them the same question: “What are a few things you are looking forward to doing when you get out of prison?”
     Most of them replied with what one might expect from someone who had been incarcerated to say — “spending time with my family,” “going to a baseball game,” “seeing my friends again.” But one prisoner said something that took me by surprise. The thing he was looking forward to the most was, “to open the refrigerator.”
     How many times a day do we open the refrigerator without thinking about it? Yet here was a young man who was looking forward to this simple everyday act bringing him great joy.
     After hearing him say that, I realized that there was deeper meaning in his answer. It revealed his restricted freedom and lack of control of his own life while being locked up. He couldn't get any food or drink whenever he wanted. His meals, and his choice of what he ate, were mandated by others. Even getting up and getting a glass of milk or a cold soda was denied.
     Is it any wonder then that for this man even the thought of simply opening the refrigerator was awe-inspiring?
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/28632 

6.19: Heschel’s Awe by Alan Morinis (280 words)
     …Rabbi Abraham Joshua says, “Awe is more than an emotion; it is a way of understanding. Awe is itself an act of insight into a meaning greater than ourselves. Awe is a way of being in rapport with the mystery of all reality.”
     He goes on: “The meaning of awe is to realize that life takes place under wide horizons, horizons that range beyond the span of an individual life or even the life of a nation, a generation, or an era. Awe enables us to perceive in the world intimations of the divine, to sense in small things the beginning of infinite significance, to sense the ultimate in the simple; to feel in the rush of the passing the stillness of the eternal.”
     …Rabbi Heschel sees awe …not as a goal but more specifically as a means to an end: “The question, therefore, where shall wisdom be found? is answered by the Psalmist: the awe of God is the beginning of wisdom. The Bible does …not say, awe is the end of wisdom. Its intention seems to be that awe is a way to wisdom.”
     …Our experience of living delivers up instances of awe without any effort on our part. It is the experiential reward that comes over us when we visit dramatic stands of trees, like redwoods, or closer to where I live, giant cedars, or seeing whales, or being in stillness while a great sunset unrolls its rich tapestry of shades, or hearing wonderful music. Awe arises when we encounter life and the world in ways that breach the ordinary. The ordinary can bring on awe as well — though only if we don't see it as ordinary.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/16784

6.19: More Like a Forest by Scott Russell Sanders (260 words)
     From the few years of my life before our move to Ohio, I can bring back only a handful of moments…, yet I was shaped, as any child is, by every hour of every day. It's often said a young child is like a sponge, but that seems to me the wrong metaphor, because a sponge can be wrung dry, while everything that goes into a child stays there. A child is more like a forest, gathering every drop of rain or flake of snow, every fallen leaf, the slant of sunlight and glint of moonlight, the fluster and song of birds, the paths worn by deer, the litter of bones and nuts and seeds, and whatever the wind delivers, taking it all in, turning everything into new growth.
     …The moment we begin taking this skein of miracles for granted, we cease to live, no matter if our hearts still beat.
     Knowing this, I still sleepwalk through much of my life. But I recognize it as sleepwalking, I keep struggling to wake, and when I do occasionally wake, a rush of awe dissolves the boundaries of this I, disclosing the borderless, luminous, abiding ground. Although some of my hunger for awe no doubt derives from genetic inheritance, I suspect that most of it was determined by what poured into me during those years in Tennessee. How my parents held me, spoke to me, sang to me; how my sister played with me or fussed over me; … — all of these influences, and more, rode along inside of me to Ohio.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/16107 

7.0: Popular Music
7.1: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WhsXl1_rEwI&t=159s 
7.2: Awakening by Amanda Lindsey Cook (7:54)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4FC0NYDE14E 
7.3: Here Comes the Sun by The Beatles (3:11)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KQetemT1sWc 
7.4: Mr. Blue Sky by Electric Light Orchestra (5:10)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9axQVJF_FYs 
7.6: Imagine (John Lennon) by Playing For Change (4:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bvFLKyAGzzI 
7.7: Awake by Peter Mayer (3:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q1dkIBNOBPo 
7.8: Saturn by Sleeping at Last (4:49)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dzNvk80XY9s 
7.9: Saturn by Gustav Holst (9:38)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MO5sB56rfzA 
7.10: Mornin’ by Al Jarreau (4:32)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sROO1Jbysz8 
7.11: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:21)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KiypaURysz4 
7.12: Wonder by Natalie Merchant with lyrics (4:15)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v611MlWMtL8 
7.13: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADl_q5u9dlU 
7.14: The Universe by Gregory Alan Isakov (4:25)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TNViIMSOb58 
7.15: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Israel “IZ” Kamakawiwoʻole (3:46)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V1bFr2SWP1I 
7.16: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Judy Garland (2:42)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PSZxmZmBfnU 
7.17: Time by Hans Zimmer (4:44)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MuAGGZNfUkU (Instrumental w/ video)
7.18: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:42)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=35&v=ENQtRwmADVo (Instrumental w/ video)
7.19: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:29)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tn0DKrB5iUg (Instrumental w/ video)
7.20: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:39)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3NQOq_Q5m5s (Instrumental w/ video)
7.21: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9nGnfZeoAjs (Instrumental w/ video)
7.22: Playing for Change by Sara Bareilles, featuring Chris Pierce & PFC Band (4:58)
Source: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wrXC2AVN0Io 
7.23: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ksd0ACUvGdo 
7.24: Helpless by Neil Young (3:35)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_Nk7h_Ot0EU 
7.25: Sunshine On My Shoulder by John Denver with lyrics (5:12)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k9Gh6dn7hzQ 
7.26: Human by Tank and the Bangas (5:42)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fI-QTysDxj0 
7.27: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (3:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XssdYLRhvmA 
7.28: Daybreak by Barry Manilow (3:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=co67qL5_e7o 
7.29: We Know the Way from the movie Moana (2:18)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eLfz9ScpVc0 
7.30: We Know the Way by Te Vaka Live with Orchestra Wellington (5:30)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Bum4936KgOo 
7.31: Wonder by Honeywater (4:55)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1YQ4YNC-yXk 
7.32: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:02)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1rQMMDpwjCs 
7.33: Praying by Kesha (Official Video) (4:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v-Dur3uXXCQ 
7.34: O Sun by Peter Mayer (3:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H6U1yhpN7hE 
7.35: Interlude (God Push Me) by Tank and the Bangas (1:44)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LAirS5xvFtE 
7.36: World of Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:23) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=feSvUWtqof8 
7.37: Camping By the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:34) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y7WTfQo4DoU 
7.38: Stars by Namoli Brennet (4:43)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yV4WNhdta1k 
7.39: What a Wonderful World (Louis Armstrong) by Playing For Change (3:40)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ddLd0QRf7Vg 
7.40: The String by Peter Mayer (4:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6Pn7nZ3zX-8 

8.0: Videos
[bookmark: _Hlk101966832]8.1: Let's talk about Awe by Michelle Shiota (4:39)
“Professor Shiota shares how awe is involved in her research.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1o2XkcftsMQ 

8.2: Awe by Jason Silva (2:48)
     “What happens when we get out of our comfort zone and step into awe? A timeless conversation with Jason Silva about breaking free from routine and allowing ourselves to be more present in the pursuit of our true self. Curiosity or wonder is infinite. 
     “Psychologist Nicholas Humphrey has proposed that our ability to awe was biologically selected for by evolution because it imbues our lives with a sense of cosmic significance that has resulted in a species that works harder not just to survive but to flourish and thrive.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8QyVZrV3d3o 

8.3: What Happens When We Experience ‘Awe’? by Julia Wilde, D News (3:21)
     “Have you ever climbed a mountain, looked at the beautiful scenery, and felt a sense of awe and wonder? What does this feeling do to us?”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YUSkVO3ixfo 

8.4: How Awe Changes You by Hank Green, SciShow Psych (5:49)
     “Whether you get it from standing on the top of Mount Everest or watching a video about the size of the universe on SciShow Space, awe can be a powerful, transformative emotion.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DPh98ciWClI 

8.5: Awe and Wonder by AAAS Dialogue on Science, Ethics, and Religion (3:47)
     “Why do science? Why explore the world? In this inspiring short film, scientists describe how their fascination with the beauty and complexity of nature informs their vocations, and how their observations of the natural world cause them to reflect on the bigger questions of life. Exploration of the world evokes a sense of awe and wonder for these men and women, and this emotional response to nature often leads to an exciting journey of scientific discovery. The scientists discuss the way in which problems and failures spur better science, and how one of the great joys of science is to explore the questions and puzzles inherent in the world around us.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DKate5pTx-Q 

8.6: Wonder, Awe and Resilience by Louie Schwartzberg, Sun Valley Institute (24:39)
     “Louie Schwartzberg, Award-winning Cinematographer presented on the following topic: Wonder and awe bring us into the present moment, connecting us with the resiliency of nature, which possesses the power to inspire and heal us. Louie Schwartzberg, cinematic wizard, reconnects us with our human birthright: our innate spiritual resonance with visions of wonder and awe in the natural world.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wgjF8I5qiMA 

8.7: Forests, a film by Louie Schwartzberg (5:06)
     “A small excerpt from ‘Forests’ – a film by Louie Schwartzberg, scored by Colin Farish for piano and violin. Also featuring the incomparable violinist Savannah Lack. These are the first 5 minutes of a 25-minute film.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nBH1v7UiWys 

8.8: Awe by Edith Jorisch (1:01)
Explores the concept of awe, with subtitles.
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/328189544 

      Ted Talks
8.9: How we experience awe -- and why it matters by Beau Lotto (14:48)
     “Neuroscientist Beau Lotto conducted an ambitious study with Cirque du Soleil on the emotion of awe and its psychological and behavioral benefits. In this talk and live performance, he shares some of their findings—and stands back as Cirque du Soleil dancers create their own awe-inducing spectacle.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=17D5SrgBE6g 

8.10: Wonder and Awe by Louie Schwartzberg (15:12)
     “Wonder and awe bring us into the present moment, connecting us with the divine, that possesses the power to inspire and heal us. 
     “Louie Schwartzberg, cinematic wizard, reconnects you with your human birthright: your innate spiritual resonance with visions of wonder and awe in the natural world.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vdlxk4RFCYM 

8.11: Making Spaces of Awe and Restoration by Florence Williams (11:29)
     “Japan has forest bathing; Korea has healing forests. Science has shown that time in nature makes us healthier, happier and more creative. How can cities make spaces of awe and restoration, and how can people be inspired to spend more time in them? 
     “Florence Williams is a contributing editor at Outside Magazine and a freelance writer for National Geographic, the New York Times, The New York Review of Books, Slate, Mother Jones, and numerous other publications. She is currently working on a book about Nature and the Brain.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bmmnEJ4rtCI

8.12: Expanding your Mind with Awe by Jason Silva (6:02)
     “TV host and filmmaker Jason Silva believes ecstatic rapture can be an antidote to existential despair -- but how exactly can someone find their daily dose of awe? He recommends performance philosophy: huge ideas condensed into snackable nuggets of content that will blow your mind.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iDwIDf0HCew 

8.13: The Magic of Awe and Wonder by Cory Heimann (15:42)
     “As a child it's easy to be creative, but why should that change as we become adults? Cory Heimann takes us on a journey of rediscovering the magic of awe and wonder.  Cory is the creative director and filmmaker at Likable Art. He is the curator of Created a book for artists by artists about bridging the gap.  A desire to stir up beauty drives his love for collaborating and creating. His favorite creations are his 3 boys in collaboration with his wife.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lbkj2Am5E_s 

8.14: Exploring Wildlife-Inspired Awe by Jonathan Hicks (13:57)
     “Can you think of a time when nature just left you in “awe?” Almost everyone has had a memorable encounter with wildlife. These experiences of wildlife-inspired awe can help people form a deeper connection to nature, as well as to themselves. This talk explores the stories of wildlife-inspired awe and how others can seek to tell their own wildlife stories.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-St49gen3ps 

8.15: The Power of Feeling Small: How Awe and Wonder Sustain Us by Julia Baird (14:36)
     “In a time of personal heartbreak and sickness, author and journalist Julia Baird took-up ocean swimming and found that the connection to nature provided an incredible capacity to heal and to calm. Blending science research and personal experience, in this talk Julia makes a case for the importance of experiencing awe and wonder, and the transformative effects of feeling small.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nATdNK4EGR0 

8.16: This is Awe by Jack Bowen (10:06)
     “Philosopher and drummer Jack Bowen thinks we’ve got it all wrong when it comes to what makes us happy. With sticks in hand, his heart-pounding percussion performance and his revelations about awe remind us that it only takes a moment to change your outlook on life.”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=p_7-3y82niA 


8.17: A Childlike Sense of Wonder: The Curious World of an Aerospace Engineer by Tracy Drain (12:50)
     “The audience gasps in delight when this quirky trailblazer, an aerospace engineer at NASA’s Jet Propulsion Laboratory, shows a rarely seen shot of the south pole of Jupiter. Taught since childhood to cultivate her natural sense of curiosity, Tracy Drain shares beautiful photographs from her work on the Juno mission to Jupiter, and an artist’s renditions of the metallic asteroid 16 Psyche, set to launch in 2022. ‘Hanging onto my childlike sense of wonder has made it possible for me to grow from a curious little girl in Kentucky to a still-curious engineer working for NASA. You can visit Wonderland whenever you want to! You just need to look at the world through the eyes of your inner child.’”
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AFSPr_Spu8U 

8.18: The Power of Wonder by Jeff Hoffman (11:30)
     This is selected because of the delightful story he tells during the first three minutes of the video about wonder.
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dcV4RXC-V94 
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