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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

.0: Opening Words

1.1: Days of Awe by Ben Soule (115 words)

1.2: Call to Gather for the High Holy Days (Days of Awe) by Leah Ongiri (121 words)

1.3: Our Lives Intersect and Intertwine by Rev. Tania Márquez (101 words)

1.4: A Spacious Welcome by Rev. Shari Woodbury (133 words)

1.5: Call from Beyond by Rev. Susan Maginn (110 words)
1.6: Come into This Place by Rev. Margaret Weis (83 words)

1.7: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen (155 words)

1.8: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (130 words)
1.9: For Five Thousand Years, Or More by Rev. Matthew Johnson (378 words)
1.10: Here We Are So Gathered by Rev. Patricia Shelden (164 words)
1.11: Listen! The Spirit Is Calling! by Rev. John Saxon (215 words)
1.12: Music Arises by Arlen Goff (129 words)
1.13: Open Up the Doors by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (230 words)
1.14: The Great Teachers in Life by Rev. Jason Cook (120 words)
1.15: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd (95 words)

1.16: There Is Room for You Here by Rev. Mary Edes (143 words)

1.17: Let this Be a Place of Silence by Rev. Barbara Stevens (53 words)

1.18: To Light the Darkness and Begin Again by Rev. D. Scott Cooper (222 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall

2.2: Hymn to the Light by Rev. David Breeden (142 words)
2.3: Open to Unexpected Answers by Rev. Julianne Lepp (48 words)
2.4: Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin (162 words)
2.5: For the Web of Life by Rev. Paul Sprecher (41 words)
2.6: Thirsty by Rev. Gregory Pelley (66 words)
2.7: Within the Heart of the Flower by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (39 words)
2.8: Reminder of the Inner Light by David Kohlmeier (38 words)

2.9: With Love as My Guide by Rev. Cindy Terlazzo (109 words)

2.10: As We Travel in Unknown Lands by Rev. Barnaby Feder (32 words)

2.11: this purest of flames by Martha Kirby Capo (32 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #3 The World Stands Out on Side
3.2: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.3: SLT #5 It Is Something to Have Wept

3.4: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.5: SLT #8 Mother Spirit, Father Spirit
3.6: SLT #9 No Longer Forward nor Behind

3.7: SLT #13 Songs of Spirit
3.8: SLT #15 The Lone, Wild Bird
3.9: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.10: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.11: SLT #31 Name Unnamed

3.12: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken
3.13: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.14: SLT #53 I Walk the Unfrequented

3.15 SLT #67 We Sing Now Together
3.16: SLT #81 The Wordless Mountains Bravely Still

3.17: SLT #83 Winds Be Still
3.18: SLT #91 Mother of All
3.19: SLT #92 Mysterious Presence, Source of All
3.20: SLT #112 Do You Hear?
3.21: SLT #123 Spirit of Life

3.22: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.23: SLT #158 Praise the Source of Faith and Learning
3.24: SLT #163 For the Earth Forever Turning

3.25: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest

3.26: SLT #203 All Creatures of the Earth and Sky
3.27: SLT #298 Wake, Now, My Senses
3.28: SLT #350 The Ceaseless Flow of Endless Time

3.29: SLT #352 Find A Stillness
     Singing the Journey 

3.30: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.31: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.32: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.33: STJ #1007 When Our Heart is in a Holy Place
3.34: STJ #1011 Return Again

3.35: STJ #1051 We Are…
3.36: STJ #1052 The Oneness of Everything
3.37: STJ #1059 May Your Life Be as A Song

3.38: STJ #1061 For So the Children Come
3.39: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home

3.40: STJ #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.41: STJ #1068 Rising Green

3.42: STJ #1069 Ancient Mother

3.43: STJ #1071 On the Dusty Earth Drum

3.44: STJ #1072 Evening Breeze

3.45: STJ #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother
     Popular Music

3.46: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)

3.47: Awakening by Amanda Lindsey Cook (7:54)
3.48: Here Comes the Sun by The Beatles (3:11)

3.49: Mr. Blue Sky by Electric Light Orchestra (5:10)

3.50: Imagine (John Lennon) by Playing For Change (4:05)

3.51: Awake by Peter Mayer (3:59)

3.52: Saturn by Sleeping at Last (4:49)

3.53: Saturn by Gustav Holst (9:38)

3.54: Mornin' by Al Jarreau (4:32)

3.55: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:21)

3.56: Wonder by Natalie Merchant with lyrics (4:15)

3.57: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:04)

3.58: The Universe by Gregory Alan Isakov (4:25)

3.59: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Israel "IZ" Kamakawiwoʻole (3:46)

3.60: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Judy Garland (2:42)

3.61: Time by Hans Zimmer (4:44)

3.62: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:42)

3.63: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:29)

3.64: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:39)

3.65: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:48)

3.66: Playing for Change by Sara Bareilles, featuring Chris Pierce & PFC Band (4:58)

3.67: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)

3.68: Helpless by Neil Young (3:35)

3.69: Sunshine On My Shoulder by John Denver with lyrics (5:12)

3.70: Human by Tank and the Bangas (5:42)

3.71: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (3:57)

3.72: Daybreak by Barry Manilow (3:04)

3.73: We Know the Way from the movie Moana (2:18)

3.74: We Know the Way by Te Vaka Live with Orchestra Wellington (5:30)
3.75: Wonder by Honeywater (4:55)

3.76: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:02)

3.77: Praying by Kesha (Official Video) (4:59)

3.78: O Sun by Peter Mayer (3:20)

3.79: Interlude (God Push Me) by Tank and the Bangas (1:44)

3.80: World of Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:23) 

3.81: Camping By the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:34) 

3.82: Stars by Namoli Brennet (4:43)

3.83: What a Wonderful World (Louis Armstrong) by Playing For Change (3:40)

3.84: The String by Peter Mayer (4:37)

3.85: Already Enough by Fearless Soul (feat. Rachael Schroeder) (4:01)
3.86: Awakening by Taylor Davis (4:53) (instrumental)
3.87: Transcendence by Lindsey Stirling (5:46) (instrumental)
3.88: Arrival of the Birds and Transformation by The Cinematic Orchestra (7:42) (instrumental)
3.89: The Birthday Party by Peter Mayer (4:49)
3.90: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:55)

3.91: Wake Up Everybody by John Legend, The Roots, Melanie Fiona, Common (4:48)

3.92: Wake Up Everybody by Marvin Gaye (4:37) 

3.93: Wake Me Up by Avicii (4:11)
3.94: Awakening by Aurora (3:38)
3.95: I Shall Be Released by Bette Middler (5:09)

3.96: I Shall Be Released by Kesiena (5:06)

3.97: The Awakening by ONLAP (4:00)
3.98: Wake Up by The Vamps (5:09)

3.99: Wake Up by NF (3:55)
3.100: Awake and Alive by Skillet (3:41)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Wisdom Story: The Scratched Diamond (485 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (130 words)

5.2: How does one address a mystery? by Gordon B McKeeman (210 words)

5.3: Bring Us Close to the Earth by Rev. Lyn Cox (152 words)

5.4: Calling by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (154 words)

5.5: Crystal of Creation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (100 words)

5.6: Drops of God by Rev. Tess Baumberger (386 words)

5.7: Field at Table by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (106 words) 

5.8: Holding Reality and Possibility Together by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (228 words)

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

5.10: How Poets Pray by Rev. Angela Herrera (80 words)

5.11: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)

5.12: Meditation on Letting Go by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (241 words)

5.13: Moving Meditation for Día de los Muertos by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (258 words)

5.14: Guided Meditation on Darkness by Rev. Shari Woodbury (498 words)

5.15: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan Walker (155 words)

5.16: Pebble Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (473 words)

5.17: Unity Devotion by Rev. Kelly Murphy Mason (280 words)
5.18: Walking the Crooked Path by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (170 words)

5.19: Water Makes Its Mark by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (217 words)

5.20: We Give Thanks for The Animals by Rev. Gary Kowalski (126 words)

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

5.22: Our Roots of Resilience by Rev. Kimberlee Anne Tomczak Carlson (124 words)

5.23: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (129 words)
5.24: To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp (161 words)

6.0: Prayers

6.1: All That We Do Not Know by Rev. Susan Suchocki (280 words)
6.2: Divinity is our Birthright by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (167 words)
6.3: Humanity's Psalm by Rev. Cynthia Frado (428 words)
6.4: Listening with the Heart by Gary Kowalski (229 words)
6.5: Ibrahim's Prayer by Rev. Jan Taddeo (339 words)
6.6: O Maker of Order by Rev. Anne Mason (205 words)
6.7: Prayers and Dreamings by Rev. Rebecca A Edmiston-Lange (192 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #439 We Gather in Reverence by Sophia Lyon Fahs
7.3: SLT #441 To Worship by Jacob Trapp
7.4: SLT #445 The Womb of Stars by Joy Atkinson
7.5: SLT #466 Religion by Vincent B. Silliman
7.6: SLT #470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason
7.7: SLT #490 Wild Geese by Mary Oliver
7.8: SLT #503 Bless Adonai by Rami M. Shapiro
7.9: SLT #512 We Give Thanks This Day by O. Eugene Pickett
7.10: SLT #517 I Who Am the Beauty by Starhawk

7.11: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Robert T. Weston
7.12: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver
7.13: SLT #540 The Peace of Autumn by Rabindranath Tagore
7.14: SLT #549 Hymn to Matter by Teilhard de Chardin
7.15: SLT #606 The Tao by Lao Tse
7.16: SLT #659 For You by Walt Whitman
8.0: Readings
8.1: Experience Connection by Rev. Peter Morales (222 words)

8.2: Fierce Urgency by Rev. Ashley Horan (212 words) 

8.3: Garden Prayer by Rev. David M. Horst (388 words)
8.4: Grounding by Jess Reynolds (165 words)
8.5: Hallowed Ground and Hard Stone by Rev. Lisa Doege (257 words)
8.6: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
8.7: A Strong Reverence for Life by Rev. Dr. Carol Hepokoski (217 words)

8.8: The Butterfly Effect by Rev. Dana Capasso Stivers (415 words)
8.9: Transcendence through Human Relationships by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (245 words)
8.10: The Green After by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (518 words)
8.11: The Harmony of Healing by Barbara Rohde (241 words)
8.12: The Last Leaf by Rev. David Horst (314 words)
8.13: The Pulse of Life by Jennifer Johnson (307 words)
8.14: This Is How We Are Called by Rev. Kimberly Beyer-Nelson (101 words)

8.15: Three Things by Rev. Jan Taddeo (348 words)
8.16: Einstein on Time by Ken Nye (167 words)
8.17: Expect Life! by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (167 words)
8.18: Hopping over the Surface of Life by Rev. Doug Kraft (219 words)
8.19: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
8.20: News of the Infinite by Rev. Gary Kowalski (476 words)
8.21: We Are the Music by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke (129 words)
8.22: Who Am I Not to Be Blessed? by Rev. Chris Jimmerson (139 words)
8.23: Winter as Crucible by Katherine May (101 words)
8.24: Mystery and Awe by Cary Neeper (236 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Remembering that the universe is larger by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming (57 words)
10.2: The Hand In Yours... by Rev. Erika Hewitt (72 words) 
10.3: There Are Miles Behind You by Rev. Andrew Pakula (44 words)
10.4: These Hands Connect Us to One Another by Rev. Amy Bowden Freedman & Rev. Keith Kron

10.5: What I Know by Rev. Kenneth Collier (55 words)

10.6: Awesome and gracious God by Rev. Polly Leland-Mayer (109 words)

10.7: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
10.8: Let us sing the magic of imagination by Rev. Susan L Van Dreser (90 words)

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Being in Awe by Mark Bernstein

11.2: Awesome, Aaaaah, Awh!, Shock and Awe, Awe by Rev. Erik Wikstrom 

11.3: First There is Awe by Reverend Janet Parsons

11.4: The Gift of Awe by Rev. Kate Lore
11.5: Einstein’s Candle: Awe, Wonder, and Faith by Rev. J. Mark Worth
11.6: Wonder Trumps Anxiety by Rev. Tom Capo

11.7: Awe & Heartbreak by Rev. Heather Concannon

11.8: Awe from the Inside Out by Rev. Duffy Peet

11.9: Science and Mysticism: The Power of Awe by Rev. Tom Capo

11.10: Fear and Awe by Rev. Joseph Boyd
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Days of Awe by Ben Soule (115 words)

     We feel the season turning. The early sunset glancing through the red-tinged leaves. The newspaper arriving in the cool morning air. The flock of migrating swallows. A feeling of being on the edge of something new. These are the Days of Awe. A time to welcome a new year and a time to make the old year right before we lay it in its place on the shelf of our memories. We bless the wine and drink. We bless the braided bread and eat. We dip apple in honey, and savor its sweetness. May the sound of the shofar carry us across the threshold where lie the possibilities we imagine for ourselves and our children.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/days-awe 

1.2: Call to Gather for the High Holy Days (Days of Awe) by Leah Ongiri (121 words)
     This is the season of repair.

A time to reflect

on how we might endure

when life tears at us.

     An apple, two pomegranates, and a small jar of honey with a label printed in Hebrew.

We are held by the great Book of Life,

in which it is written that we will inevitably

face deprivation and discomfort.

Longing and forgiveness.

Each among us must contemplate our own place in it all.

     As those of us in relationship with Judaism

mark the High Holy Days, [the Days of Awe]
our hearts fill with

hope and fear,

turning and settling,

mystery and agency,

accountability and acceptance.

     Let us gather today in somber celebration

of our shared humanity and

our personal power.

     Come, let us worship together!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/call-gather-days-awe 
1.3: Our Lives Intersect and Intertwine by Rev. Tania Márquez (101 words)

     It is a wonder and mystery that our paths have crossed;

That in the immensity of time, in the vastness of space, we coincide here.

I am in awe at the ways in which our lives intersect and intertwine,

at the beauty we create when we gather.

May our coming together make us more compassionate,

more just, more caring, and more loving.

May our hearts and minds be open to this offering.

I am so glad you are here.

Let us worship, let us marvel at the miracle of being here, right now,

and the Mystery that has brought us together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/our-lives-intersect-and-intertwine 

1.4: A Spacious Welcome by Rev. Shari Woodbury (133 words)
This opening was written for two voices, as indicated below.

1: Welcome, who come in friendship who long for genuine community...

2: May you be graciously received here as your authentic self.

1: Welcome, who come in curiosity, full of questions or simply open...

2: May you embrace wonder and encounter new delights.

1: Welcome, who come heavy with fatigue, weary from the troubles of the world or the troubles of your particular life... 

2: May you rest and be filled in this sacred space.

1: Welcome, who come with joy for flowing rivers and gentle breeze, for changing skies and great trees...

2: May the grace of the world leave a lasting imprint in you.

1: Welcome, who come with thanks for the altruism of the earth and the gift of human care...

2: May your grateful heart overflow and bless those around you.

BOTH: Come, let us celebrate together this wondrous life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/spacious-welcome 
1.5: Call from Beyond by Rev. Susan Maginn (110 words)
     From beyond the playful summer clouds,

beyond the earth’s thin blue line,

from beyond the bright moon and meteor showers,

we hear the call to look and listen carefully,

to turn away from a world that buys and sells happiness,

to fully experience the luring whisper of your heart’s truth.

Why not today, why not now?

     We are here and together at home in this evolving place,

home in this ever-changing breath and body,

home in this dewy morning even as it reaches toward a hot high noon.

     We hear the call from far beyond and deep within and we do not hear it alone.

     Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/call-beyond 
1.6: Come into This Place by Rev. Margaret Weis (83 words)

     Come into this place with your whole self – the parts that are raw and exposed;

the part that is beaming with joy;

the part that is seeking the truth, the new, the possibility.

Come into this place – open your heart, lay down your burden, lift up your hope – for something new to happen.

Come into this place, with fellow travelers on the journey –

some faces new

and others familiar

and all welcoming you here – now, to this moment.

Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-place 
1.7: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen (155 words)

     Come sit by our fire and let us share stories. Let me hear your tales of far-off lands, wanderer, and I will tell you of my travels. Share your experience of the holy with me, worshipper, and I will tell you of that which I find divine. Come and stay, lover of leaving, for ours is no caravan of despair, but of hope. We would hear your stories of grief and sorrow as readily as those of joy and laughter, for there is a time and a place and a hearing for all the stories of this world. Stories are the breath and word of the spirit of life, that power that we name love. Come, for our fire is warm and we have seats for all. Come, again and yet again, come speak to me of what fills your heart, what engages your mind, what resides in your soul. Come, let us worship together.

Note: this call to worship is inspired by, and contains phrases of, the Rumi poem that Rev. Lynn Ungar put to music as “Come, Come, Whoever You Are,” hymn #188 in Singing the Living Tradition. That hymn is an excellent way to follow or precede this opening.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-sit-our-fire 
1.8: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (130 words)
     Ancestors who spoke with bravest fire,

lend us your senses

that we may know another world

is on her way, breathed into life

with our participation in her creation.

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

lend us your persistence, your temerity, your assurance

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

     Ones who went before us,

sacrificing for a future not your own,

help us to give of ourselves

that the common stones in our hands today

might be cathedrals of compassion today,

halls of restorative justice tomorrow,

sheltering walls of Beloved Community the day after.

     …Let us be thankful and full of praise

to be in the company of those who came before,

yet are ever in our midst.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/ever-our-midst 
1.9: For Five Thousand Years, Or More by Rev. Matthew Johnson (378 words)
     For five thousand years, or more,

more than fifteen thousand generations,

human beings have been invoking spiritual power.

My predecessors, and yours,

have gathered together

to make sense of their lives

and their place in the cosmos.

     And they have spoken aloud,

and invited what they conceived as sacred and powerful to be with them.

     They called upon the spirits of air and earth, fire and water.

They called the bear and dear.

They asked for the raven to protect them.

They pleaded for the heroes of old to slay the monsters of their fears.

They sang songs they learned from their grandparents, and moved in the appointed ways, or in ways that were new, but felt like the right thing to do.

     And they imputed power to these spirits, and to the memories of those heroes.

They called them gods.

And they were invoked.

Vishnu and Kali,

Elohim, Odin, and a hundred million others.

Every group of people,

everywhere:

they gathered to make sense of their lives and to make sense of their place in the cosmos, and they called these spirits to be present to them.

     And so do we.

So do we—we gather …
to make sense of ourselves and this universe in which we live, as best we are able.

And we call ourselves to worship together, and we invoke the power and wonder of life itself, that to which all those spirits of animals, and memories of heroes pointed the way.

     We invoke that power,

which is, we know, always around, always with us, but which we sometimes forget about.

We forget that we are part of the whole of creation.

We forget that we are stardust.

We forget that we are capable of miracles, first among them, that we can love.

We forget these things,

So, we invoke the power of existence

so that we can remember.

So, we can lift our eyes and open our ears to the true and beautiful.

     For five thousand years, or more,

we have done this.

In many tongues, in many ways,

we have done this.

And so, we continue that ancient tradition, in our way and in our time, and so let us now worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/for-five-thousand-years 
1.10: Here We Are So Gathered by Rev. Patricia Shelden (164 words)
     Here is where we gather in the presence of the Sacred.

Here is where we gather to experience the Holy

Here is where, together, we face the unanswerable questions

and acknowledge that not knowing is as sublime as it is frustrating.

     Here is where we unite in the midst of Life and all the glories

and suffering it can hold, knowing both are ever present.

Here is where we ask, think, risk, discuss, ponder and offer what

might not be welcomed or even acceptable somewhere else.

     Here is where, if we allow it, we are deeply moved.

Here is where we encounter each other in deep and powerful ways

that surprise us, yet without which we would not survive.

     Here we gather to worship, to experience something happen –

perhaps something different for each of us according to our beliefs,

something unnamed, uncategorized, and unusual yet absolutely necessary.

Here we are so gathered: our minds, our hearts, and our souls.

     And, so, our worship begins.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/here-we-are-so-gathered 
1.11: Listen! The Spirit Is Calling! by Rev. John Saxon (215 words)
     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.

     It calls us in the silence and through the noise and busyness of our daily lives. It calls us in the brightness of the day and the darkness of the night, in times of hope and despair.

     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.

     It doesn’t matter what you call it for it has no name and has many different names. The Spirit of Life. The Spirit of Love. The Spirit of Compassion. The Spirit of Hope. The Spirit of Justice.

     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.

     It’s calling to you and to me. It’s calling us to greater wholeness, greater connection, greater service, greater love. It’s calling us to heal the brokenness within ourselves, in others, and in the world. It’s calling us to live more deeply. It’s calling us to beauty.

     It’s calling us to laugh and dance and sing. It’s calling us to live through life’s pain and sorrow. It’s calling us to live courageously and kindly, to speak our truth in love, and to bend the moral arc of the universe toward justice.

     It’s calling us into community. It’s calling us into the greater Life of all.

     Listen!

     Can you hear it?

     The Spirit is calling.

[Silence]

     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/listen-spirit-calling
1.12: Music Arises by Arlen Goff (129 words)
     music arises from depths unknown

often without words but never without meaning

     and spirit rises from deep within me

seducing my body to join the song

first a tremor in the soul, then tapping of toes

breath aligns with breath, heart beats in syncopation

and a stuttering buzz in my throat becomes a hum

     breath with breath, beat with beat

and music and spirit arise together!

wed with faith and hope and love and pow’r

a song is born, bursting from my lips

in sweet, sonorous symphony

     a melody joining with other souls

perhaps in tune, perhaps not

but a song still, arising from deep within

and from... community

     spirit moves, soul births song

and hope fills life

and I am not alone

how can I keep from singing?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/music-arises 
1.13: Open Up the Doors by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (230 words)
     Open up the doors

Push on looming wooden arches embroidered with ironwork

Brace shoulders against the weight of history unmoved

Slough off the musty smell of unused joy and stored up sorrow

Knock rust off the hinges if you have to

And let your breath precede you inside

     Open the doors more

Make room for a shaft of sunlight to cross the threshold

Give the dust motes something to dance about

Peek through a single slice of possibility

And name even the half-hidden truths you see

     Open the doors wider still

Pour yourself through the gap

Strut or sneak or sidle, as suits you best

Cleanse whatever scrapes catch your skin

And bind up the wounds that keep you from entering whole

     Open the doors as far as they will go

Draw on the strength of the stones beneath you

Ground yourself in a firm sense of who you are

Stand as a beacon welcoming the next seeker

And shine far beyond the lintel and sill

     Open all that you are

Heighten and deepen your connections to the world around you

Broaden your definition of neighbor

Grow into the largest target for grace that you can muster

And pray to become a gateway for even greater love and compassion

     Open up the doors, my friends,

Lest we keep the stranger out

And condemn ourselves to prisons of our own making
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/open-doors 
1.14: The Great Teachers in Life by Rev. Jason Cook (120 words)
     We seekers are on a quest:

A quest to discover truth and meaning.

Sometimes we think we’ve found it—

Wrapped up, glimmering with newness

Straight off the intellectual assembly line.

All the answers right here for us

And others, if they’d only listen.

     But truth has a way of coming in disguise,

Sometimes wearing rags and sometimes finery,

But so often cloaked from our immediate sight.

And sometimes, that which we have rejected,

That which we have let go of

Or decided was only for others

But not us—

Can be our teacher.

     Let our time of worship be an acknowledgment

Of the never-ending journey toward truth and meaning,

And our appreciation of those we learn from along the way.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/great-teachers-life 
1.15: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd (95 words)

     Wind that whispers through the willow trees

Sun that sustains us

Water that washes over willing earth and weathered stones

A smile shared and savored

A child’s squeal of delight as she dances in the daisies and daffodils

The quiet joy of gathered community

This, this is the spirit of life and love that we call forth now into this gathering

May this spirit infuse our hearts, fill our souls, and carry us forward like a wave on the ocean

as we enter now into this sacred time and space.

Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/wind-water-sun 
1.16: There Is Room for You Here by Rev. Mary Edes (143 words)

If God is your strength and companion

and prayer the means of centering your thoughts,

There is room for you here.

If the teachings of the Buddha give you

clarity and calm in the midst of human striving,

There is room for you here

If Gaia’s seasonal rhythms lead you best

through the myriad steps of Life’s great dance.

There is room for you here.

If the still mysterious capacity and power of the Mind,

stirs your imagination and quickens your pulse,

There is room for you here.

Rest now, beside that spring, wherever it is for you

And let your attention go to the small places inside

or out in the great wide world—

places or people in need of healing

or for which your heart is filled with thanksgiving,

And in that spirit, let us be silent together for a time.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184462.shtml 

1.17: Let this Be a Place of Silence by Rev. Barbara Stevens (53 words)
Let this be a place of warm and gentle silence:

the silence that soothes and comforts the wounded,

the silence that yields insights into heart and soul,

the silence that calms,

the silence that listens,

the silence that speaks,

the silence that renews.

Let this be a place of warm and gentle silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/let-be-place-silence 

1.18: To Light the Darkness and Begin Again by Rev. D. Scott Cooper (222 words)
     There is a glow far off in the distance, a light to which no path leads. We know that each time we help another or join with them to heal the world, each time we stand up for justice and what is right, each time we work and hope and love against all odds, a spark is created that adds to the intensity of that light. We join with others who see and turn toward the glow. As we travel toward that beacon, the underbrush of indifference is flattened and a path is created. More are led to join us, and obstacles are kicked away, and a road is formed.

     Many approach the light, strengthened by our works, and we join them to each light a candle. Although many candles are lighted, the blaze never diminishes. We travel out into the world again, to light the darkness and begin again.

     The cycle continues, our work intensifying the glow, and our joining with others to travel to the blaze and light our candles again. We continue knowing that one day we, or our grandchildren, or perhaps their grandchildren will no longer travel that widened and trodden path to light a candle, because dawn has arrived, justice is commonplace and poverty is vanquished, and the Beloved Community stands illuminated in the fullness of daylight.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/light-darkness-and-begin-again 
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall

     Out of the flames of fear

We rise with courage of our deepest convictions

to stand for justice, inclusion and peace

     Out of the flames of scrutiny

We rise to proclaim our faith

With hope to heal a fractured and hurting world

     Out of the flames of doubt

We rise to embrace the mystery, wonder and awe

of all there is and all that is yet to be

      Out of the flames of hate

We rise with the force of love

Love that celebrates our shared humanity

     Out of the flames we rise

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

2.2: Hymn to the Light by Rev. David Breeden (142 words)
     Our light is the light of the sun,

keeper of all we love;

     our light is the light of the earth,

provider of sustenance;

     our light is the light of all living things,

life precious like our own.

     our light is the light of each of us,

bound together in need and hope;

     our light is the light of the cosmos,

keeper of all we know.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/hymn-light 
2.3: Open to Unexpected Answers by Rev. Julianne Lepp (48 words)
We seek our place in the world

and the answers to our hearts’ deep questions.

As we seek, may our hearts be open to unexpected answers.

May the light of our chalice remind us that this is a community of warmth,

of wisdom,

and welcoming of multiple truths. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/open-unexpected-answers 
2.4: Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin (162 words)
Are we a people of holding on or of letting go?

Holding on to rigid ideas or

Letting go and opening our minds and our hearts, to something new;

Holding on to certainty of how things should be or

Letting go and living with the uncertainty of new ways of being in the world;

Holding on to what makes us comfortable or

Letting go so we may grow which can be uncomfortable;

Holding on to what makes us safe or

Letting go to make room to help others feel safe?

With this flame, this symbol of our religion,

let it be a symbol of burning up the ties that hold us back from being our true self and reaching our true potential;

let it be a symbol of lighting a new way for us into a better tomorrow;

and let it be a symbol of letting go

Because holding on too long and too tightly is never good for the soul. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/letting-go 
2.5: For the Web of Life by Rev. Paul Sprecher (41 words)
     We light this chalice for the web of life which sustains us,
For the sacred circle of life in which we have our being,
For the Earth, the Sky, Above and Below, and
For our Mother Earth, and for the Mystery.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/web-life
2.6: Thirsty by Rev. Gregory Pelley (66 words)
     And so, we gather, from the ebb and flow of our lives

Thirsty for connection to ourselves

Thirsty for connection to others

Thirsty for connection to the larger life.

     As we light this chalice

May all who gather here be filled:

Filled with joy and hope

Filled with compassion and love

     Here, may we be filled

So that we may pour ourselves out

into the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/thirsty 
2.7: Within the Heart of the Flower by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (39 words)
Within the heart of the flower, the fountain of beauty

Within the heart of the community, a fire that warms and dances

Within the heart of each of us, a spark of the spirit of life.

Holy,

holy,

holy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/within-heart-flower 
2.8: Reminder of the Inner Light by David Kohlmeier (38 words)

This fire is a reminder of the light within us all;

the yearning for freedom,

the longing for truth,

the flame of intuition,

the torch of conscience.

We dedicate this service to the remembrance of this Holy Light.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/reminder-inner-light 
2.9: With Love as My Guide by Rev. Cindy Terlazzo (109 words)

Amidst the swirl of life’s challenges, fears,

and even moments of crisis,

I make time to gaze at the night sky to see the vastness there,

And to remember that this moment in time is but a flicker—

Not an inconsequential flicker—

For what I do and think now does matter.

My work, though, is to let

The debris of this world pass by

While I anchor myself

To what I know is true:

Love

Kindness

Compassion

And caring for this precious life—

This precious planet

And all that calls this place home.

This is my North Star.

With love as my guide,

How can I possibly go wrong?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/love-my-guide 

2.10: As We Travel in Unknown Lands by Rev. Barnaby Feder (32 words)

We kindle a flame we trust will lead us forward as we travel in unknown lands, where the question, “Shall I ever get there?” resounds: A clear pure note in every silence. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/new-light 

2.11: this purest of flames by Martha Kirby Capo (32 words)

     Let this purest of flames kindle in each of our hearts

A pledge to justice, a commitment to freedom,

And a reverent awe for the crystalline glories

That sparkle along our footpaths

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

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #3 The World Stands Out on Side
3.2: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.3: SLT #5 It Is Something to Have Wept

3.4: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.5: SLT #8 Mother Spirit, Father Spirit
3.6: SLT #9 No Longer Forward nor Behind
3.7: SLT #13 Songs of Spirit
3.8: SLT #15 The Lone, Wild Bird
3.9: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.10: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.11: SLT #31 Name Unnamed
3.12: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken
3.13: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.14: SLT #53 I Walk the Unfrequented
3.15 SLT #67 We Sing Now Together
3.16: SLT #81 The Wordless Mountains Bravely Still
3.17: SLT #83 Winds Be Still
3.18: SLT #91 Mother of All
3.19: SLT #92 Mysterious Presence, Source of All
3.20: SLT #112 Do You Hear?
3.21: SLT #123 Spirit of Life
3.22: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.23: SLT #158 Praise the Source of Faith and Learning
3.24: SLT #163 For the Earth Forever Turning
3.25: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.26: SLT #203 All Creatures of the Earth and Sky
3.27: SLT #298 Wake, Now, My Senses
3.28: SLT #350 The Ceaseless Flow of Endless Time
3.29: SLT #352 Find A Stillness
     Singing the Journey 

3.30: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.31: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.32: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.33: STJ #1007 When Our Heart is in a Holy Place
3.34: STJ #1011 Return Again
3.35: STJ #1051 We Are…
3.36: STJ #1052 The Oneness of Everything
3.37: STJ #1059 May Your Life Be as A Song
3.38: STJ #1061 For So the Children Come
3.39: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home

3.40: STJ #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.41: STJ #1068 Rising Green
3.42: STJ #1069 Ancient Mother
3.43: STJ #1071 On the Dusty Earth Drum
3.44: STJ #1072 Evening Breeze
3.45: STJ #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother
     Popular Music

3.46: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WhsXl1_rEwI&t=159s 

3.47: Awakening by Amanda Lindsey Cook (7:54)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4FC0NYDE14E 

3.48: Here Comes the Sun by The Beatles (3:11)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KQetemT1sWc 
3.49: Mr. Blue Sky by Electric Light Orchestra (5:10)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9axQVJF_FYs 
3.50: Imagine (John Lennon) by Playing For Change (4:05)

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

3.51: Awake by Peter Mayer (3:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q1dkIBNOBPo 

3.52: Saturn by Sleeping at Last (4:49)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dzNvk80XY9s 

3.53: Saturn by Gustav Holst (9:38)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MO5sB56rfzA 

3.54: Mornin’ by Al Jarreau (4:32)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sROO1Jbysz8 
3.55: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:21)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KiypaURysz4 
3.56: Wonder by Natalie Merchant with lyrics (4:15)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v611MlWMtL8 
3.57: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADl_q5u9dlU 
3.58: The Universe by Gregory Alan Isakov (4:25)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TNViIMSOb58 
3.59: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Israel “IZ” Kamakawiwoʻole (3:46)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V1bFr2SWP1I 

3.60: Somewhere over the Rainbow by Judy Garland (2:42)

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

3.61: Time by Hans Zimmer (4:44)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MuAGGZNfUkU (Instrumental w/ video)

3.62: 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)
3.63: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:29)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tn0DKrB5iUg (Instrumental w/ video)
3.64: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:39)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3NQOq_Q5m5s (Instrumental w/ video)
3.65: Arrival of the Birds & Transformation by the Cinematic Orchestra (7:48)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9nGnfZeoAjs (Instrumental w/ video)
3.66: Playing for Change by Sara Bareilles, featuring Chris Pierce & PFC Band (4:58)

Source: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wrXC2AVN0Io 
3.67: One More Circle by Peter Mayer (4:25)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ksd0ACUvGdo 

3.68: Helpless by Neil Young (3:35)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_Nk7h_Ot0EU 
3.69: Sunshine On My Shoulder by John Denver with lyrics (5:12)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k9Gh6dn7hzQ 
3.70: Human by Tank and the Bangas (5:42)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fI-QTysDxj0 
3.71: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (3:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XssdYLRhvmA 

3.72: Daybreak by Barry Manilow (3:04)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=co67qL5_e7o 
3.73: We Know the Way from the movie Moana (2:18)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eLfz9ScpVc0 
3.74: We Know the Way by Te Vaka Live with Orchestra Wellington (5:30)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Bum4936KgOo 

3.75: Wonder by Honeywater (4:55)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1YQ4YNC-yXk 

3.76: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:02)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1rQMMDpwjCs 
3.77: Praying by Kesha (Official Video) (4:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v-Dur3uXXCQ 
3.78: O Sun by Peter Mayer (3:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H6U1yhpN7hE 

3.79: Interlude (God Push Me) by Tank and the Bangas (1:44)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LAirS5xvFtE 
3.80: World of Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:23) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=feSvUWtqof8 

3.81: Camping By the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:34) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y7WTfQo4DoU 
3.82: Stars by Namoli Brennet (4:43)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yV4WNhdta1k 
3.83: What a Wonderful World (Louis Armstrong) by Playing For Change (3:40)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ddLd0QRf7Vg 
3.84: The String by Peter Mayer (4:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6Pn7nZ3zX-8 
3.85: Already Enough by Fearless Soul (feat. Rachael Schroeder) (4:01)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a7b27Pb2FJ4 
3.86: Awakening by Taylor Davis (4:53) (instrumental)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1aJa7KrTHf0 
3.87: Transcendence by Lindsey Stirling (5:46) (instrumental)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DHdkRvEzW84 
3.88: Arrival of the Birds and Transformation by The Cinematic Orchestra (7:42) (instrumental)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MqoANESQ4cQ&t=10s 
3.89: The Birthday Party by Peter Mayer (4:49)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7RFxobxa5oE 
3.90: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:55)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KiypaURysz4
3.91: Wake Up Everybody by John Legend, The Roots, Melanie Fiona, Common (4:48)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iJgxJ6JrPkc 

3.92: Wake Up Everybody by Marvin Gaye (4:37) 

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Py17CMSRQc 

3.93: Wake Me Up by Avicii (4:11)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5y_KJAg8bHI 
3.94: Awakening by Aurora (3:38)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jDhqhg88Uxs 
3.95: I Shall Be Released by Bette Middler (5:09)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u1ARPDUjR6E 
3.96: I Shall Be Released by Kesiena (5:06)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-fbILgVAWPI
3.97: The Awakening by ONLAP (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VY7Gfpf29nA
3.98: Wake Up by The Vamps (5:09)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e12KryuLcbs 
3.99: Wake Up by NF (3:55)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=foj3lB7vtDo 
3.100: Awake and Alive by Skillet (3:41)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2aJUnltwsqs 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Wisdom Story: The Scratched Diamond (485 words)
Based on a tale from the 1700s by Jacob be5n Wolf Kranz, Maggid of Dubno, adapted
     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.

     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 gemcutters 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 make it worse or even break the diamond into pieces.

     Finally, the last gemcutter looked at the diamond closely, gazing at it from every angle.

     The king watched breathlessly as the gem cutter turned the diamond over and over, pursing his lips, squinting, and shaking his head.

     Suddenly the gemcutters’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 gemcutter to watch him work.

     As for the gemcutter, 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 gemcutter 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 in awe at what he saw. Where there had once been a deep scratch, a horrible flaw in his precious diamond, there was now an exquisitely beautiful flower carved into the diamond. Unable to remove the scratch from the diamond, the gemcutter 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 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (130 words)

     We are hungry

We are eating our daily bread
and yet we are hungry

     We are thanking the farmer
and the farm worker
and yet we are hungry

     We are speaking in spaces
for food that is healthy
and still we are hungry

     We are tiring of slogans that say
Feed the Children
and mean feed the children
leftovers

     We are hungry for something
that feeds more than bodies

     We are hungry for help
Help us, oh you who apportion the funds 
Find in your hearts the child who you were
who would share with a friend
free and friendly
Lead us not into meanness

     For we are the hungry
We want the loaves
and the fishes
the water
and the wine
of sweet justice for all

     We are hungry.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-addressing-all-hungers
5.2: How does one address a mystery? by Gordon B McKeeman (210 words)
     In a night sky, bolts of lightning shoot down towards the silhouette of evergreen trees.

How does one address a mystery?

     Cautiously—let us go cautiously, then, to the end of our certainty, to the boundary of all we know, to the rim of uncertainty, to the perimeter of the unknown which surrounds us.

    Reverently—let us go with a sense of awe, a feeling of approaching the powerful holy whose lightning slashes the sky, whose persistence splits concrete with green sprouts, whose miracles are present in every place and moment.

     Hopefully—out of our need for wholeness in our own lives, the reconciliation of mind and heart, the conjunction of reason and passion, the intersection of the timeless with time.

     Quietly—for no words will explain the inarticulate or summon the presence that is always present even in our absence.

     But what shall I say?

     Anything—any anger, any hope, any fear, any joy, any request, any word that comes from the depth of being addressed to Being itself—or, perhaps, nothing, no complaint, no request, no entreaty, no thanksgiving, no praise, no blame, no pretense of knowing or of not knowing.

     Simply be in the intimate presence of mystery, unashamed—unadorned—unafraid.

     And at the end say—Amen.

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

5.3: Bring Us Close to the Earth by Rev. Lyn Cox (152 words)

Spirit of Life,

Ground of our being,

Root of unified mystery

Growing into myriad branches of expression,

Bring us together now.

Bring us close to the earth,

Ear to the whispering grass,

Quietly,

Attentively,

Waiting with slow breaths,

Listening for the very stones to cry out

With their rocky stories of

Tectonic plates meeting and parting meeting

Their mineral memories of

Hadean days, molten rocks flowing and joining

Their ancient legends of

Stars born out of the collapse of other stars

Help us to re-member.

Help us to piece together

Our one-ness with matter,

Our one-ness that matters.

With one more deep breath,

May we rise, star-stuff walking and rolling

Across the surface of an impossible blue-green planet.

May we join together to heal what is divided.

May we find wholeness within, without, among, between.

Eternal Source, Seed of the Universe, help us to grow peace.

So be it. Blessed be. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-union 

5.4: Calling by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (154 words)

     When you heard that voice and

knew finally it called for you

and what it was saying—where

were you? Were you in the shower,

wet and soapy, or chopping cabbage

late for dinner? Were you planting radish

seeds or seeking one lost sock? Maybe

wiping handprints off a window

or coaxing words into a sentence.

Or coming upon a hyacinth or one last No.

Where were you when you heard that ancient

voice, and did Yes get born right then

and did you weep? Had it called you since

before you even were, and when you

knew that, did your joy escape all holding?

Where were you when you heard that

calling voice, and how, in that moment,

did you mark it? How, ever after,

are you changed?

     Tell us, please, all you can about that voice.

Teach us how to listen, how to hear.

     Teach us all you can of saying Yes.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/calling 
5.5: Crystal of Creation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (100 words)

     If there is a heaven, it is right here, right now,

in this particular arrangement of nature,

this happening of earth, moon, and star,

this constellation of instants,

this laden moment,

this flash of recognition,

this particle of time.

     If there is a god, it is all around us, everywhere,

in every blinking eye,

in every pulsing possibility,

in every ugliness, every beauty,

in every wholeness, every part.

     If there is an axiom in the universe

it is life,

it is love,

it is death,

it is hatred,

it is wanting and needing to be

in this crystal of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5483.shtml 

5.6: Drops of God by Rev. Tess Baumberger (386 words)

     God, God is water sleeping

in high-piled clouds.

She is gentle drink of rain,

pooling lake, rounding pond,

angry flooding river.

She is frothy horse-maned geyser.

She is glacier on mountains and polar ice cap,

and breath-taking crystalline ideas of snowflakes.

She is frost-dance on trees.

And we, we are drops of God,

her tears of joy or sorrow,

ice crystals

and raindrops

in the ocean of her.

     God, God is air wallowing

all about us,

She is thin blue atmosphere embracing

our planet, gentle breeze.

She is wind and fierce-some gale

centrifugal force of tornado and hurricane,

flurry of dust storm.

She is breath, spirit, life.

She is thought, intellect, vision and voice.

And we, we are breaths of God,

steady and soft,

changeable and destructive.

We are her laughter and her sighs,

atomic movements,

(sardines schooling)

in the firmament of her.

     God, God is fire burning,

day and night.

She is sting of passion,

blinking candle,

heat that cooks our food.

She is fury forest fire

and flow of lava which destroys and creates, transforms.

She is home fire and house fire.

She is giving light of sun and

solemn mirror-face of moon,

and tiny hopes of stars.

And we, we are little licking flames

flickering in her heart,

in the conflagratory furnace of her.

     God, God is power of earth,

in and under us.

She is steady, staying,

fertile loam, body, matter, tree.

She is crumbling limestone and shifting sand,

multi-colored marble.

She is rugged boulder and water-smoothed agate,

she is gold and diamond, gemstone.

She is tectonic plates and their motion,

mountains rising over us,

rumble-snap of earthquake,

tantrum of volcano.

She is turning of our day,

root of being.

And we, we are pebbles

and sand grains,

and tiny landmarks,

in the endless terrain of her.

     God, God is journal of time marching

through eternity.

She is waking of seasons, phases of moon,

movements of stars.

She is grandmother, mother, daughter.

She is transcending spiral of ages

whose every turn encompasses the rest,

history a mere babe balanced on her hip.

She is spinning of universes

and ancestress of infinence.

She is memory, she is presence, she is dream.

And we, we are brief instants,

intersections, nanoseconds,

flashing gold-hoped moments in the eons of her.

     God, God is.

And we, we are.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/drops-god 

5.7: Field at Table by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (106 words) 

When I begin to bless this food

and close my eyes I lose myself

first just in green: how

do leaves grow themselves this

green and how do they

grow at all to be so large and

how do they make themselves from

soil which in itself is only brown and

sunlight helps and water but

how is the end of this, green? How

can I bless this food? It blesses me

Thank you, I say, for this bowl

which also is field, this green

which is meal before

I eat. Thank you, I say,

that this green becomes me.

Thank you for mysteries, this life.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/field-table 

5.8: Holding Reality and Possibility Together by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (228 words)

     I invite you now into a time of gratitude, reflection, renewal and hope.

     What an unearned blessing to delight in the calming peace of this space;

to hear the robin’s song again at daybreak;

to feel the warmth in this room,

and to enjoy the promise of summer almost upon us.

Each moment of wakefulness has so many gifts that offer energy and delight.

     Yet, too often they seem unavailable

as the weight of our troubles press down on us.

The threats to our well-being, real or exaggerated,

feel like mosquitoes in the night looking for a place to land.

Minds become captive to rising flood waters: forceful, murky, threatening and ominous.

     Even in moments of great danger, the direction of attention is a choice.

Fear can dominate the mind, binding it like a straitjacket.

Or love can unbind it and open it to resource and opportunity.

The soil of the mind can be watered with kindness.

The thorns can be removed one by one to appreciate the buds ready to flower.

     Great possibilities await us even if all we can see is the cliff before us.

The grandeur of life, of which we are a part,

scatters rainbows in every direction, even as the deluge approaches.

Holding reality and possibility together is the holy, hope-filled work of humanity

     If…we choose it, again and again, in love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holding-reality 

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

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

     Holy are the places of memory,

the places which have formed us,

where we store the icons of success and shattered dreams

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

Holy are the places of memory.

     Holy are the places of the dream,

the places over the rainbow,

where all children are wanted and all people are fed,

where colors are the source of celebration

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

Holy are the places of the dream.

     Holy are the places of change and pain,

the places of our struggle,

where the rivers of our lives run white and fast,

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

Holy are the places of change and pain.

     Holy are the places of connection,

the places where we risk our selves,

where hands touch hands, touch souls, touch minds,

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

     Holy are the places of connection.

     Holy are the places of becoming,

the places of clear vision,

where life and world are intertwined

and we can see forever in this moment

and give thanks. . .

Holy are the places of becoming.

     Blessed is the ground on which we stand. Holy — and whole-making— is this place.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holy-place 

5.10: How Poets Pray by Rev. Angela Herrera (80 words)
     What do you do with the secret verses of your heart? With your need for redemption, the story without words? With paradoxical truths, too private and nuanced to share, that cannot be printed or spoken aloud?

     You weave their energy into a poem, carefully, carefully, over and under and through, luminescent strands that cannot be un-teased, until the poem is shot through with light from an unknown origin. And you whisper it into the dark. Breeze-forms delivered into the deep
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/how-poets-pray 
5.11: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)

     If, on a starlit night,
with the moon brightly shimmering,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the evening universe remains a part of life we shall not know.

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/if-we-do-not-venture-out
5.12: Meditation on Letting Go by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (241 words)

     Let us enter into a time of meditation, contemplation, and prayer.

Feel the earth beneath your feet as it supports you.

Feel the love of this community as it surrounds and enfolds you.

Feel your breath as it flows in

and out of your body.

Listen to your heartbeat.

Listen to your heart.

     Take another breath, and hold it.

The air you hold in your body is the most precious thing in the world,

for your very life depends on it.

And yet, none of us can hold on to it for more than a moment,

or else we would strangle and die.

What is most precious to us must be released, [exhale…]

so that we may live, and live fully.

     Look into your heart, find what is there, and hold it.

The love you hold within your heart is the most precious thing in the world.

And yet no one can hold on to it any more than your heart can withhold its blood,

or else we would die from loneliness and misery.

What is most precious to us must be shared,

so that we may love, and love fully.

     Look into your life, at those things that are most precious to you.

Look again, you will find that their value lies not in being held,

but in being shared.

Life, love, laughter, longing,

may we share these precious gifts

that they may return to us, multiplied beyond measure.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/143228.shtml 

5.13: Moving Meditation for Día de los Muertos by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (258 words)

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

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

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

but skeleton bones as well.

No matter how old we are,

no matter how we move from place to place,

we humans are skeletal beings.

     I welcome you all to this embodied meditation.

First, as we make ourselves consciously comfortable

let us feel the various parts of our bodies

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

feeling our cheekbones

the teeth within our mouth

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

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

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

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

Those folks sitting move their femur if you can:

one at a time,

up and down…

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

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

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

remind us that we, too, are mortal

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

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

     Listen. [Silence for a time.] AMEN

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

** Calavera (pronounced kah-lah-VAIR-rah) is Spanish for “skull.” During Día de los muertos, decorative human skulls are made from either sugar or clay.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/moving-meditation-dia-de-los-muertos 
5.14: Guided Meditation on Darkness by Rev. Shari Woodbury (498 words)

     I invite you to enter a period of quiet for a guided meditation. You may wish to adjust your position so that your spine is straight, your body relaxed, your hands resting gently in your lap. You will probably want to close your eyes and shut out all the distractions of the light. Let us take a few deep, slow breaths and begin…

     With vision muted, notice what your other senses are telling you… you may feel a sense of pressure in your back or your sitting bones, where your body comes in contact with your chair… you may have feelings of tightness in your shoulders… along the jawline…

     Release any areas of tension that you notice… soften the neck and the swallowing muscles… release any tension you feel in your abdomen, imagining the inner organs in your belly letting go of tension… soften your eyes, let them feel warm and relaxed, as if floating in a pool of water… inhale, exhale… you may notice strange sensations such as tingling in a muscle, or a ticklish feeling on the skin… whatever comes to your awareness is okay, just acknowledge it in the silence…

     Let us turn our attention to the sounds around us… What do you notice in the sanctuary? You may hear your own breathing, or growling stomach… you may hear a neighbor shifting position… perhaps cars passing on the street, and wind blowing by the outer walls of the building…

     Having acknowledged these outward sounds, let us turn our focus inward now… thoughts may float through your consciousness, you can just let them float on by… feelings may bubble up from some deeper place with you – you don’t have to name the feeling or put any words to it, just notice if there is anything there for you, with gentle acceptance…

     Now imagine your body and mind are filled with darkness and silence, like the deep, dark night in a wilderness… Take comfort in the stillness, the restfulness of this space within you… Don’t try to make anything happen, just rest into this inner darkness, knowing that you are safe in this moment… you can simply Be… breathe in and out…

     In the quiet corners within, let us sense the healing powers of the body… the amazing ability of our soft animal body to restore damaged cells, to create new healthy cells, to bring balance to systems that have gotten out of whack… let us acknowledge, too, the creative powers of our minds and hearts… from the mysterious inner regions comes all poetry, all music… from the inner dark emerges all sculpture, and dance… all the art and cultures that are the heritages of humanity… even consciousness itself, the great unsolved mystery of science, resides in the deep unknown of ourselves…

     Continue to be with your breath and a still, quiet mood as you rest a while longer in the darkness, with humility and awe and gratitude for all the powers of the darkness within yourself...
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/guided-meditation-darkness 

5.15: A Survival Meditation by Rev. Nathan Walker (155 words)

The following meditation will begin and end with the sound of the mindfulness bell.

     breathing in

i am aware of my pain.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my pain.

     breathing in

i am aware of my past.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my past.

     breathing in

i am aware of my anger.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my anger.

     breathing in

i am aware of my despair.

breathing out

i am aware that i am not my despair.

     breathing in

i am aware of peace.

breathing out

i am aware that i am worthy of peace.

     breathing in

i am aware of love.

breathing out

i am aware that i am worthy of love.

     breathing in

i am aware of joy.

breathing out

i am aware that i am an agent of joy.

     breathing in

i am aware of hope.

breathing out

i am aware that i am an agent of hope.

     breathing in

i am aware.

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

5.16: Pebble Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (473 words)
     I invite you now into a time of meditation. You may wish to adjust your position: your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs, your eyelids relaxed and half-closed, your breathing soft and easy.

SILENCE (60 seconds)

BEGIN AUDIO (ocean waves)

     In these next several minutes I ask you to give yourself the gift of . . . time. Time for your spirit to lay down its burden; time for your thoughts to ease away from each other, creating pockets of silence between the noise of their passing; time for your body to simply rest. Time to rest, an infant safe and warm in the womb of our Mother Earth, listening only to the soothing, regular sound of her timeless pulse connecting each of us to All That Is. Time to simply be.

SILENCE (60 seconds)

     You sit at the foaming edge of land and liquid, watching the rhythms of the waves, watching the water transmit the energy of the winds traveling over it, watching that energy crest across the barrier of the sand and pebbles. Some pebbles, larger than others, only shift gently in place as the water sluices around them. Others, smaller, more agile, seem to chase the backwash as the water ebbs away, only to be returned-more or less-to where they began.

SILENCE (90 seconds)

     Sometimes, we are boulders at the water’s edge, absorbing the water’s energy in stoic strength, standing solid and unmovable, defiant and unyielding as the water churns around us. (PAUSE) Sometimes, we are rocks: stubborn, slow to be moved, sluggish in our response to the tides pushing and pulling us. (PAUSE) Sometimes, we are pebbles tumbling helter-skelter, higglety-pigglety-pop, overwhelmed and unable to resist the breaking waves and sucking backwashes that we just can’t seem to get away from. (PAUSE) And sometimes, we are sand, with an infinite capacity to accept and absorb and transmit the energies breaking against us, able to allow those energies to pass through us, through the pockets of silence, of space, of peace within us. (PAUSE)

     What are you today? The boulder? The rock? The pebble? The sand? All of these? What is the energy that is swirling around you? How is that changing you? How is that energy changed by your interaction with it?

SILENCE (at least 5 minutes)

     In every breath, in every curving muscle and ligament, in every pulse and rhythm you experience, there is a story of you. Of who you were, of who you are now, of who you will choose to be. Of how you choose to be connected to All That Is. A story that is still being written--by you.

END AUDIO

     Now, take a deep breath. Take another, and open your eyes, your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs.

SILENCE (30 seconds)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/pebble-meditation-0 

5.17: Unity Devotion by Rev. Kelly Murphy Mason (280 words)
     In the unity of the spirit, in the sanctity of this gathering, let us quiet ourselves as we settle into a meditative moment, a time when we can each listen to that still, small voice within.

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

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

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

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

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

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

[SILENCE]

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

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

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

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

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

5.18: Walking the Crooked Path by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (170 words)

     Holy Spirit of Life and Love,

You who are our source and our ultimate destiny,

     Lead us this day on a crooked path.

So often we are in so much of a hurry

Taking the direct route to our goal,

Not allowing ourselves to be distracted,

Sometimes being too direct with one another

in all that we seek to do, to be, and to have.

     But we can see that no river takes a direct path to the sea.

Your trees and bushes sprout crooked limbs,

And birds, beasts and insects meander in their search

for food, shelter, or a mate.

     We lose so much when we take the direct route –

The interstate which bypasses the quaint township,

The arrow that misses the mark,

The chance to stop and say hello, and how are you,

And really listen to the reply.

     So lead us on the crooked path

Past wandering streams and crooked trees,

Following our hearts’ desire,

Not just duty’s demands,

For the crooked path also leads us home.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/walking-crooked-path 

5.19: Water Makes Its Mark by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (217 words)

     A glass of tea sweats a circle of droplets on an old table

Drying, they pull dirt and stain from the wood, leaving a ring

Water makes its mark

     Deep in the earth, in a cave, a drop falls each minute

Where it lands, a great pillar of white rock has grown up

Water makes its mark

     On the surface above, a stream burbles and flows

carving out potholes in the granite of its bed

Water makes its mark

     Along a highway cut, a geologist points out the layers of tan slate

each penny-thin sheet,

the memory of a torrential rainstorm eons ago

Water makes its mark

     In its network of veins, the blood—

salty like the sea water from which we sprang

flows on in cycles, giving life

Water makes its mark

     The dark clouds pass on, yielding no rain

Crops wither, and drought comes

Famine, migration, violence, and death soon follow

Water makes its mark

     A space probe turns its camera toward whence it came

Imaging one solitary pixel of light

Its color the pale blue of oceans

Water makes its mark

     A solitary tear slides down the cheek

A tear of abiding joy,

a tear of unending grief

We see, and share the depth of feeling at its true core

Water makes its mark
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/water-makes-its-mark 
5.20: We Give Thanks for The Animals by Rev. Gary Kowalski (126 words)

     We give thanks for the animals

Who live close to nature,

Who remind us of the sanctities of birth and death,

Who do not trouble their lives with foreboding or grief,

Who let go each moment as it passes,

And accept each new one as it comes

With serenity and grace.

Enable us to walk in beauty as they do

At one with the turning seasons,

Welcoming the sunrise and at peace with sunset.

And as we hallow the memory of good friends now departed,

Who loved abundantly and in their time were loved,

Who freely gave us their affection and loyalty.

Let us not be anxious for tomorrow

But ask only that kindness and gratitude fill our hearts,

Day by day, into the passing years.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184471.shtml 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

5.22: Our Roots of Resilience by Rev. Kimberlee Anne Tomczak Carlson (124 words)

     Feel the gravity of the earth holding you in place.

Wiggle your toes as if they were roots.

Roots connect you to the earth lending you strength.

Gently sway in the wind, turning your body like a trunk of a tree,

Leaning this way and that, bending as the air pushes and pulls.

What surrounds you, may sway you,

Make you bend and feel unbalanced

Wiggle your toes.

Know that your roots can hold you as you grow and learn.

A tree is nourished by the soil and water.

You are nourished by food the earth grows and the water it provides.

You are cared for and loved by many people.

Breathe deeply (repeat or pause)

Still yourself (wait till everyone is still)

Know that your roots are strong.

Wiggle your roots.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/our-roots-resilience 

5.23: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (129 words)
May you awaken to the mystery of being here and enter the quiet immensity of your own presence.

May you have joy and peace in the temple of your senses.

May you receive great encouragement when new frontiers beckon.

May you respond to the call of your gift and find the courage to follow its path.

May the flame of anger free you from falsity.

May warmth of heart keep your presence aflame and may anxiety never linger about you.

May your outer dignity mirror an inner dignity of soul.

May you take time to celebrate the quiet miracles that seek no attention.

May you be consoled in the secret symmetry of your soul.

May you experience each day as a sacred gift woven around the heart of wonder.

Source: https://www.uuchurch.org/worship/awe-mystery/ 

5.24: To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp (161 words)

     To worship is to stand in awe under a heaven of stars, before a flower, a leaf in the sunlight, or a grain of sand. To worship is to be silent, receptive, before a tree astir with the wind, or the passing shadow of a cloud.

     To worship is to work with dedication and with skill; it is to pause from work and listen to a strain of music. To worship is to sing with the singing beauty of the earth; it is to listen through a storm to the still small voice within.

     Worship is a loneliness seeking communion; it is a thirsty land crying out for rain. Worship is kindred fire within our hearts; it moves through deeds of kindness and through acts of love.

     Worship is the mystery within us reaching out to the mystery beyond. It is an inarticulate silence yearning to speak; it is the window of the moment open to the sky of the eternal.
Source: SLT #441
6.0: Prayers

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

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

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

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

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

     Sometimes we are made curious by this knowledge and say: Holy and inexplicable is this life—I have no idea what happened or how it happened but somehow, someway, something changed and I am free to explore new ways of being. Please always let me continue to search for the unknown in myself and others.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-that-we-do-not-know 
6.2: Divinity is our Birthright by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (167 words)
     Divinity is our birthright. God nods to God from behind each of us. But let us remember, as Mr. Emerson said, “divinity is behind our failures and follies also.”
     In the silence that follows, let us pray

that we may notice and accept the Divinity of tiny things

the Divine of ordinary miracles

and even in the awkward mistakes.

In frivolous conversation with friends

in worldless companionship with a loved one—

in the work that seems futile one day

but resonates with meaning the next.

In the shared meal,

and the shopping list

In the peaceful sleep

in the simple procession of the spring days.

We pray this moment to keep tender vigil over our precious, imperfect lives.

To know each one as a vessel, however cracked or broken, of the Holy.

So may we strive to recognize the indwelling presence of God in all people,

in all living things,

and even in ourselves.

In the silence, may we open our hearts. So may it be.

     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5550.shtml 
6.3: Humanity’s Psalm by Rev. Cynthia Frado (428 words)
     Creator of Life, Source of All Being
It was from the particles of the Universe that you formed me...
Iron and carbon and phosphorous
Mixed with energy, passion and dreams.

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made from the colors of the rainbow,
Shaped with bones straight and curved,
Padded with flesh flabby and lean,
Near-sighted, far-sighted, short-sighted, and long in vision.

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made strong and tall, short and stout,
Born with hands tender and fragile,
Aged with hands gnarled and mature.
Large nose, small nose, crooked nose
Who knows the mathematical infinitude of your genetic possibilities?

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
Made to give love and receive love.
Your passion courses through my veins.
And when I touch another human being in love,
It matters not what gender ignites the flame,
It matters only that the fire of life brings its light to the
darkened deadness of a world that cannot exist
without love’s transformative power.

     I was made in your image, says ancient Scripture.
But who are you?
I need to know.
I who have eyes that are brown and blue and green and hazel.
I who am intellectually gifted and mentally challenged.
I who speak the languages of the world and no language at all.
I who know scientific equations and musical sonatas,
and know only the magic of a daily loaf of bread,
and the taunting sounds of racism,
and the mockery of my sexual orientation,
and the lack of respect for my aging body.
I who am all of these things and more want to know:
Who are you that I am made in your image?

     I am, says ancient Scripture.
I simply am.
I am the Light of All-Being,
I am the Divine Spark.
I am the Source of Love,
The most transformative power
In the Universe.
All life is in my image.
I am in You,
And you are in me.
I am in your siblings.
They, too, are in me.
I am in your pain and suffering,
And I am in your compassion and joy.
I am Light and Love,
And Hope and Possibility…
And so are you.

     Creator of All Life, Source of All Being
It was from the particles of the Universe that you formed me...
Iron and carbon and phosphorous
Mixed with energy, passion and dreams.
Forgive me. Forgive me.
I forgot that you are everywhere.
I forgot that I am everywhere.
Thank you for reminding me of who I am. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/humanitys-psalm
6.4: Listening with the Heart by Gary Kowalski (229 words)
Maybe prayer doesn’t mean talking to God at all.

May it means just listening.

Unplugging the TV, turning off the computer,

Quieting the mental chatter and distractions.

Maybe it means listening to the birds

And the insects, the wind in the leaves, the creaking and groaning of the trees,

noticing

Who else is out there, not far away but nearby;

Sitting so still we can hear our heartbeat,

Watch our breath, the gentle whoosh of air,

The funny noises from our own insides,

Marveling at the body we take so much for granted.

Maybe it means listening to our dreams,

Paying more attention to what we really want from life,

And less attention to all the nagging, scolding voices from our past.

Or maybe it’s all about listening to each other,

Not thinking ahead to how we can answer or rebut or parry or advise or admonish,

But actually, being present to each other.

Perhaps if we just sit quietly, we’ll overhear a peace whispering through the centuries

That’s missing from the clamor of the moment.

Maybe prayer means listening to the silences between the words,

Noticing the negativity of space,

The vast, undifferentiated and nameless wonder

That underlies it all.

Maybe prayer doesn’t mean talking to God at all,

But listening with the heart,

To the angel choirs all around us.

Those who have ears,

Let them hear.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/listening-heart 

6.5: Ibrahim’s Prayer by Rev. Jan Taddeo (339 words)
     Beloved Children of the Oneness of many names,
you who cover the land
in numbers greater than the stars,
I petition you, I pray to you,
because you are the fruit of God’s promise to the World;
because each of you holds a piece of the truth of all that is;
because the vision of Beloved Community needs each one of you.
     And this is what I pray:
Show loving kindness for one another,
use wisely the unique gifts of your humanity:
your free will, imagination, creativity, compassion;
your knowledge, power of understanding, and awareness;
all that is an image of the Highest Good.
     See the beauty in your cousin’s eye;
the wisdom in your sibling’s smile.
Listen for the truth which is unspoken in each heart.
Hold one another with tenderness,
and allow love to transcend fear;
fear that too often darkens your thoughts and poisons your heart.
     Come together followers of Moses, Jesus, and Mohammed,
(Peace Be Upon Them All).
     Embrace the children and followers of all the prophets who call us toward peace;
all the seekers and people of good will;
adore all that emerges from the mystery of life.
     Treasure one another.
     Call forth wholeness for your fellow creatures.
     Protect and renew the sustenance for life: the earth, the air, the water;
hold the fire with gentleness; use it wisely for growth and goodness.
     Come together from the deserts, the mountains, the wetlands and the shores.
     Lift the veil of indifference, learn to understand one another’s plight, and share
in the beauty, wonder, joy and awe of life.
     Love mercy and kindness, and walk humbly with one another, and with all creation.
     Love your neighbors as you love yourself.
     Give to others the full measure of your goodness,
so they will give unto you the same.
     As you honor the covenant of your traditions,
may you also covenant with all people of good will:
a covenant of love, compassion, humility,
generosity, gratitude and celebration.
     May it always be so. Peace, Salaam, Shalom. Blessed Be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/ibrahims-prayer
6.6: O Maker of Order by Rev. Anne Mason (205 words)
     “Peace be upon you,” the traditional greeting of one Muslim to another, in Arabic and English

O Maker of Order and Shaper of Beauty, we are grateful for the world in which we live. Instill in us that sense of awe, that we may walk with humble hearts, open to the beauty of all that surrounds us.

     O Source of Peace and Inspirer of Faith, in these troubled times was ask for internal strength and perseverance. Help us to know that we must never lose hope. Help us to act in the world in ways that continue to lift up those who have fallen, to bind up the broken, and to uphold the dignity of the oppressed.

     O Giver of Life, we hold in our hearts all who are harmed by continuing war in the Middle East. Help us all to keep our hearts open to all who suffer while we work for peace and understanding here at home.

     O Forgiver and Hider of Faults, accept us as we are. Help us to know that in the face of all that we fear, that we are enough. We can love, and we can be loved. Just as we are.

     O Patient One, grant us peace in our minds, peace in our bodies, peace in our church, and peace in our world.

     Note: this prayer uses some of the 99 Names of Allah

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/o-maker-order 

6.7: Prayers and Dreamings by Rev. Rebecca A Edmiston-Lange (192 words)
with a bow to Ysaye Barnwell and Stephanie Kaza

     Spirit within all, mysterious force giving shape to

life, miraculous source and river of being,

help us to know who we are, to see our place in the

history of the earth and in the ­family of things;

help us to see that we are part of all that ever was—

our grandmother’s prayers and our grandfather’s dreamings,

our mother’s courage and our father’s hope.

     In our bones lies the calcium of antediluvian creatures,

in our veins courses the water of seas;

we are part of all that ever was,

born of this earth, riders upon a cosmic ocean;

we are not separate from nature, we are nature,

part of that same spirit that turned scales into

feathers and birdsong into speech;

we live by the sun; we move by the stars...

we eat from the earth; we drink from the rain.

     O great spirit, help us know who we are

and fill us with such love for this holy creation

and gratitude for this awesome gift we call living,

that we might claim our inheritance and live out our calling

to bless the world and each other with our care.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayers-and-dreamings 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #439 We Gather in Reverence by Sophia Lyon Fahs
7.3: SLT #441 To Worship by Jacob Trapp
7.4: SLT #445 The Womb of Stars by Joy Atkinson
7.5: SLT #466 Religion by Vincent B. Silliman
7.6: SLT #470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason
7.7: SLT #490 Wild Geese by Mary Oliver
7.8: SLT #503 Bless Adonai by Rami M. Shapiro
7.9: SLT #512 We Give Thanks This Day by O. Eugene Pickett
7.10: SLT #517 I Who Am the Beauty by Starhawk
7.11: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Robert T. Weston
7.12: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver
7.13: SLT #540 The Peace of Autumn by Rabindranath Tagore
7.14: SLT #549 Hymn to Matter by Teilhard de Chardin
7.15: SLT #606 The Tao by Lao Tse
7.16: SLT #659 For You by Walt Whitman
8.0: Readings
8.1: Experience Connection by Rev. Peter Morales (222 words)

     What does deep spirituality feel like to you? Spirituality is impossible to define and difficult to describe.

     For me, it feels like connection—connection to myself, to others around me, to the earth and all of creation. Connection to myself feels like deep peace, awareness, calm, authenticity. Connection to others feels like compassion, community, acceptance, and enduring love.

     Spirituality is not an idea; it is an experience.

     When I experience connection, dividing lines disappear. Inner conflict gives way to integrity. The line that separates my individuality from others fades; we become one. I find connections with my deepest self in times of solitary practice and reflection. I find connection with others in community, often in worship. All the great spiritual traditions teach this.

     Today the connection with creation, with the earth and the cosmos, may be the most difficult. We live in artificial, controlled environments that separate us from the natural world. More than humans in any other time, we live separated from the natural world, the world from which we emerged and that sustains our lives.

     We so very much need to experience our world. We need to let go of controlling our world and allow ourselves to become one with it. We find ourselves when we lose our selves.

     May we connect, really connect. When we do, it changes everything.

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

8.2: Fierce Urgency by Rev. Ashley Horan (212 words) 

     My four-year-old daughter has taught me this lesson:

when a child wants to derail Business As Usual—

to curb the hubris of adults who dare believe

in schedules and plans and productivity—

one fierce little body and one clear, piercing voice,

strategically applied to the right pressure point,

will change the course of the day’s events.

     My comrades in organizing have taught me this lesson:

when a silenced people want to be heard—

to raise from dry bones a living, breathing dream

of new ways of moving, being, incarnating freedom—

one small, tenacious group whose hearts beat in rhythm,

rising shoulder to shoulder against the inevitable,

will bend the arc from impossibility to hope.

     Our young climate leaders are teaching us this lesson:

when the grownups and the old movements are too slow—

as the sea levels rise and the hurricanes rage and

the migrants flee and the corporations profit—

one generation, both young and silenced, 

refusing to accept an inheritance of doom,

will take toward the streets and move us toward life.

     Blessings upon them as they teach us,

organize us,

beckon us in

and call us out.

     May their fierce urgency and uncompromising clarity

Show us the path toward healing, and freedom, and hope.

Blessed be, Ashé, and Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/fierce-urgency 
8.3: Garden Prayer by Rev. David M. Horst (388 words)
     Early in the morning, before the children are awake and while the grass is still dewy, I like to walk in my garden. It’s “my” garden only because it shares the same small plot of land my family and I inhabit. The garden does not really belong to me; I belong to it—at least for the short time I’m here. Today I’m still in my slippers and have my first cup of coffee in hand.

     Much of what grows had been planted two or three homeowners ago, some I’ve planted since our arrival; but, if they belong to anyone or anything, the plants and flowering trees I come to see and smell — viburnum, dogwood, magnolia, and crab apple— belong to the sun and rain and soil. These living things are a beauty not of my making, though surely made of my desire.

     At the moment, the rose bushes are in full burst of red and perfume. The hydrangeas are sure to open their moppy heads as soon as the sun falls upon them. The weedy looking globe thistles are turning lovely blue and spiky. The foxglove, however, rules the garden. Its central stalk is five-feet high and heavy with pink, scoop-shaped blossoms with charming freckles inside. I am awed by the abundance.

     I’d intended to walk the garden simply to observe and wonder. Ah, but there’s a weed that must be pulled, a stray stem the needs to be pruned, a blossom drooping and fading that should be snipped. So I set down my coffee cup on the back porch, grab a small pail, and go to work. I end up with muddy hands, wet slippers, and a pail full of weeds and trimmings. Why can’t I simply observe and wonder? Won’t the beauty of my small garden world survive without me?

     I step back to the porch to retrieve my coffee, now cold, stamp the dew off my slippers, and take one look back at the garden before I return into the house. The garden is no more beautiful now than when I first arrived. My weed pulling, pruning, and snipping haven’t really improved the garden nor made that much of a difference as far as I know.

     It’s like prayer: The words I speak don’t really change anything, but I know they change me.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/garden-prayer 

8.4: Grounding by Jess Reynolds (165 words)
     On my worst days, it is gravity I am most grateful for: the way the earth pulls at me from her core, yearns for me, keeps me pressed tightly against her surface. When my own core is hollowed out, when I have no more mass than a leaf dead on the branch, still this is enough for the earth to find me. She reaches for what little I have and says, stay.

     Every meditation I have ever done begins by asking me to ground myself. This is not so much an action as it is inaction. Surrender. A voluntary abandonment of my own edges and tidy packaging.

     Sit with me now. Press the soles of your feet back into the ground you sprang from. Feel the weight of your body and know that it is glorious. You are born of soil and sun, and all the heaviness of the earth is a call to you. The earth is reaching for you. Reach back. Reach back.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/grounding 

8.5: Hallowed Ground and Hard Stone by Rev. Lisa Doege (257 words)
     “I remove my shoes because this is hallowed ground,” the guide says. “A holy place, not an everyday life place.” The guide tells us how we know—or think we know—it was the one and not the other for those people millennia ago. But aren’t the places where we live holy ground? Don’t our very acts of feeding one another, healing one another, singing to one another, teaching one another, dancing together and weeping together hallow the places where we live?

     “This is an early morning image,” the guide says, spritzing it with water so we can see it on a cloudy afternoon. “Shifting light through the hours and the seasons reveals different images.” Isn’t that the way it is with the images of our lives? That the signs and symbols, events and turning points and decisions, telling the stories of our days and years come into clarity and fade again through cycles of light and dark, seasons of birth and growth, hibernation and death?

     “This stone is hard,” the guide says. “Harder even than granite. So hard that the snows and rains and winds of thousands of years have not erased marks left by the glaciers of the last ice age.” Yet the buffalo wore one tall rock smooth, rubbing away their irritations against it, ‘til it shone like glass. Isn’t even this the way of our lives? That flesh and blood can find relief in rough places? That irritants can polish us? That hard will sometimes yield to soft after countless repeated encounters?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/hallowed-ground-and-hard-stone  

8.6: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
     Here is where I found my voice and chose to be brave.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/map-journey-progress
8.7: A Strong Reverence for Life by Rev. Dr. Carol Hepokoski (217 words)

     Those of us who call ourselves religious Humanists have a strong reverence for life. Many of us experience a deep sense of awe before the mystery of life and death, those powers greater than ourselves. We share a respect for science and reason, and we are willing to live with ambiguity to live without definitive answers. We share a deep concern about injustice and the fate of human life, indeed, of all life on this planet, our home in the universe. We identify with the human story, even as we recognize it as intimately tied to the story of the rest of this world.

     My environmentalism and my Humanism are inextricably related. My Humanism tells me that human life is important and worthy of respect and care. My environmentalism tells me that to be human is to be part of an interdependent circle of all life; it is counterproductive to imagine ourselves as separate. My knowledge of today’s world informs me that Planet Earth and, thus, human life are in danger because of the threat of global warming. I want to see life, including human life, preserved and thriving on our planet. My environmental Humanism compels me to work to reduce the causes of climate change—the human practices that threaten the survival of life on earth.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/strong-reverence-life 

8.8: The Butterfly Effect by Rev. Dana Capasso Stivers (415 words)
     The delicate, flapping wings of a butterfly have the power to set molecules of air in motion, in turn moving more molecules of air—a tiny act that is eventually capable of affecting weather patterns on the other side of the planet. This notion comes from a concept within Chaos Theory called the Butterfly Effect. Simply, the Butterfly Effect refers to a phenomenon in our world in which a small change in one place can result in equal or greater changes elsewhere. This may seem crazy—a tiny butterfly changing global weather ­patterns? Not only is the Butterfly Effect a real scientific theory but it’s also an intriguing philosophical idea. I say all this because the Butterfly Effect affects the way I live my life and the decisions that I make in a way that no ideas about God ever have.

     I’m no meteorologist, nor am I well versed in entomology, but ever since learning about the Butterfly Effect, I have been attracted to it because it demonstrates an important principle that is often forgotten. Namely, each of our actions has effects that are more profound than we think. Interconnection is a major theme found in nearly all of the world’s religious and philosophical traditions. The interconnectedness of our universe is also one of the most significant revelations of physics: All components of matter are interconnected, interrelated, and interdependent. As Unitarian Universalists, we affirm and promote our responsibility to remain aware of interconnection through our seventh Principle: respect for the interdependent web of all exis­tence.

     Attention to interconnectivity reminds me, despite the many sociopolitical forces that work to divide us from one another, that I’m never alone in this world. It reminds me that each decision or action I make has reactions, and that those reactions reverberate as waves moving back and forth across our globe. This compels me to live my life aware of the consequences of my daily actions, from the purchases I make to personal inter­actions with others. I certainly do not always succeed, but I try. My awareness of interconnectivity and efforts to work against the illusion of division remain my most significant spir­it­ual practice.

     This spiritual practice also gives me the ability to stand in awe of interconnection, in awe of the Butterfly Effect and the power that comes with it. On rare occasions, I am reminded to stop and appreciate the divinity of interconnectivity revealed before my very eyes. This to me is awe-inspiring. This to me is divine.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/butterfly-effect 

8.9: Transcendence through Human Relationships by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (245 words)
     For a long time now, I haven’t believed in a god with a will, intentionality, or consciousness. I don’t put all my eggs in the basket of a god who will save and transform me. Rather, I look to humans, to my relationships with people.

     Transcendence with life, with the holy, comes through my human relationships. And yes, I get that humans will let me down and will hurt me as well. They will disappoint, betray, and otherwise fail me. But they also have repeatedly saved me from a selfish me-ism that can destroy my well-being and lead me to false idols. They have loved me so fiercely that I am brought back from despair, loneliness, and isolation. They have cajoled me into my better self, when, frankly, I sometimes don’t want to bother with the effort. They have challenged me to aspire to possibilities that I fear are unobtainable, because they see something in me that I far too often can’t see in myself. They are human. They are the four Fs: flawed, fragile, f*#&!d up, and, most importantly, fabulous. This understanding is the Humanism that has transcended the intellect, buried itself inside me, and inspires and heals me daily.

     My Humanism/nontheism is rooted in right behavior, not creeds. Science tells us that, surprisingly, our behavior influences our reason, not the other way around. So if our intellectualism doesn’t influence our living and loving, our good—with or without god—what use is it?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/transcendence-through-human-relationships 
8.10: The Green After by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (518 words)
     Today I have too many friends who are dying. Sometimes at a memorial service I feel dissatisfied, and I’m the preacher in charge. I realize I can’t figure out how to preach my view of resurrection. I know that people would want to hear it, I’m not worried about offending or confusing anyone. I treasure the ability to speak the plain truth as I see it. The plain truth is no one knows for sure what happens when we die. That’s not a very stirring thing to proclaim at a funeral, though, honest as it is. We all have some kind of belief about it, even if that belief is that there is nothing after we die. The reason I haven’t preached it yet is because when I call to mind my belief about the afterlife, it comes to me as a color.

     At a camping weekend with friends, we were nestled in a clearing on a mountainside. Most of the folks were around the campfire, talking or dozing. Our chef was in the cooking tent grilling and gossiping with his fiancée and a couple of others. He wasn’t wearing his high heels that day. He does sometimes, but only on camping weekends. I love those people, and they love me. Being surrounded by love is one fine way to spend time. I wandered off to the hammock and lay there looking up at the sky through early April leaves. I was soaked with light, the blue of the sky, the green of young leaves, the sun shining through them like stained glass.

     I thought, “When I die, I want to have my ashes buried under this tree, so that for one spring after another my body can be part of this particular green.”
     I could feel my life flowing through the cells of a leaf, feel the leaf opening to the warmth and the light, feel myself part of that green, and I was happy. If that is my afterlife, I will be deeply happy.

     The hope of that afterlife doesn’t take any leap of faith. I know it can happen. The minerals and the water in my body can be soaked up through the roots of that tree. A part of my body will unfurl, green in the sun.

     My soul may be somewhere else. Sometimes I think my soul will float in an ocean of love. Will I recognize old friends, family who have gone on ahead? I don’t know. I think I will know they are there. I will know this: There is not now nor was there ever any separation between us. I will know that they were with me the whole time, as strongly when I was alive as when I’m part of the leaves.

The green of a new leaf, lit from behind with the spring sun, stays inside me, a glowing place of peace, the certainty that I will always be part of life. During a memorial service I see that green, I feel that peace. It’s hard to preach a color, but I’m going to think of a way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/green-after 

8.11: The Harmony of Healing by Barbara Rohde (241 words)
     The Congregational minister stopped me in the aisle of the supermarket a few months after I had unexpectedly recovered from a serious illness. With a gentle but slightly teasing smile he asked me, “How does a Unitarian deal with a miracle?”
     It was a good question, one which I thought about a lot. I started by asking myself more questions.

     What is a miracle?

     An event that fills us with wonder.

     Is a miracle supernatural?

     That depends on how one defines supernatural. Traditionally, supernatural has been defined as something beyond the natural, an intervention from outside. But the supernatural also might be defined as that which is most perfectly natural, that which is whole, that which is completely true to its purpose in nature. In this sense, the Eden of the ancient story was supernatural. In this sense, the occasion when a body is allowed to heal itself, and does, is supernatural. Not all bodies will heal themselves. But on those occasions when everything within the wider body is working together—the tremendous skill and caring of the doctors and nurses, the encouragement and love and strength-giving acts of family and friends, the amazing healing powers of the human body itself, and the patient but passionate life-loving spirit within oneself—then this definition of a miracle may apply.

     What does a Unitarian Universalist do with a miracle?

     She does what all humans do in the presence of wonder. She gives thanks.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/harmony-healing 

8.12: The Last Leaf by Rev. David Horst (314 words)
     Once, many grey autumns ago, I came upon a tree. The tree, a poplar, had dropped all of its leaves but for one, just one. Exactly one leaf remained near the topmost part of the tree, fluttering in the breeze like a little reddish-brown flag. All of the other leaves lay about the ground or had blown away.

     I stopped and looked and marveled at the sight. I wondered what the odds might be that I was the one person who happened to arrive at that one tree at that one moment when but one leaf remained. What were the odds?

     I felt an instant kinship with the one leaf. I admired its stubbornness. I spoke quietly to it, “Hang on. Never give up. Don’t let go!”
     I gazed at the last leaf for a time, though I did not stay to witness its falling. I did not want to witness its falling. The leaf was not ready to let go and drop silently to the ground, and neither was I—though I knew we both would, in time, let go.

     I praised the last leaf on that autumn day many years ago, when I was still young. I walked on and slowly, imperceptibly, a sense of calm came over me. A sense of acceptance. A sense of peace.

     The exuberance of summer is gone. Grand plans and high hopes give way to chilly reality. We loved as best we could, we’ve reaped as much as we could, we’ve traveled life’s journey as far as we could. We count our blessings and our losses. All leaves must fall.

     The circle of the year comes round. Our hemisphere tilts away from the sun. Green turns to gold. Life returns to the soil. Animals retreat. The nights grow long. The natural world lies fallow. The season of letting go comes as it always comes. Winter begins.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/last-leaf 

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

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

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

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

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

To rise in the morning and rest into darkness.

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

To meet those in our midst with compassion.

To join with the vulnerable and speak truth to power.

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

To heal the sick and wounded.

To grieve the dying and remember the dead.

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

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

8.14: This Is How We Are Called by Rev. Kimberly Beyer-Nelson (101 words)

     In the hours before the birds

stream airborne

with chiming voice,

a silent breath rests in the pines,

and upholds the surface of the lake

as if it were a fragile bubble

in the very hand of God.

     And I think,

this is how we are called.

     To cup our hands and hold

this peace,

even when the sirens begin,

even when sorrow cries out, old and gnarled,

even when words grow fangs and rend.

     Cupped hands

gently open,

supporting peace

like the golden hollow of a singing bowl,

like the towering rim of mountains

cradling

this slumbering and mist-draped valley.

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

8.15: Three Things by Rev. Jan Taddeo (348 words)
     The storm outside echoes the storm raging within my soul.

     So many people in need…so much pain, so much grief.

     Too many causes and campaigns fill my mailboxes, sap my energy, beg for my money.

     Three things I must do...only three things? You’ve got to be kidding—which three do I choose?

     Books and letters, magnets and movies implore me to dance as if no one is watching learn seven habits and make four agreements give generously, vote often, express myself!

     Yet hundreds, thousands, millions live with hunger and thirst, in poverty, enduring violence, and disease. Did Mother Teresa, Martin and Gandhi cry out with despair from the darkness of overwhelm? What three things did they choose?

     Three things. Three things we must do. Is it to act in kindness, serve justice, love God and your neighbor even as you love yourself.

     But where do I start?

     So much thoughtlessness, hatred and fear. Too little justice, too much selfishness. Where is God? Who is my neighbor?

    Three things...seven principles, ten commandments, twelve steps…all number of things speak to us; and yet, we must choose.

     We must choose to do something, so three things may be the right number…not too few, not too many. But which three things shall I do? Will you do?

     Here’s an adage I’ve always liked: Don’t just do something, stand there. Stand in the surf, or sit on a rock, or lay your body across the earthy loam…and be quiet.

     Very quiet.

     Do you hear it? That still small voice, the echo of your soul, reverberating with the call to your own true self to emerge.

     Then the calm within becomes the calm without. The storm blows over, the sun recovers its position of strength, and that glorious symbol of hope and unity emerges across the sky. At the end of this rainbow, a treasure… the three things you must do:

     Go outside yourself and know the needs of the world. Go within and discover your Life-given gifts. Then arch yourself like a rainbow bridge between the two and create a more beautiful world.

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

8.16: Einstein on Time by Ken Nye (167 words)
     Someone told me once that

Einstein thought

time is a variable.

That is to say that time is not a constant.

Are you following this?

I think Einstein was right.

     When I was a child, a year was a YEAR!

Now a year is a week.

When I was a child, a week was a whole bunch of days

of limitless possibilities,

so numerous that I planned ahead

only as far as the afternoon.

Now a week is a few meetings

interspersed with frenetic activity

that I have apparently convinced myself is important.

Never mind enjoying the moment.

Never mind stopping to smell the roses.

     Yesterday, a lifetime was forever,

immeasurable,

like a light year.

But today, swirling in a mix of tomorrows and yesterdays,

a light year is comprehendible,

measurable,

and finite.

     But let’s not talk cosmic stuff.

Let’s not throw in big words to impress.

     If Einstein was right,

and I think he was,

where is the throttle?

How do I slow this thing down?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/133283.shtml  

8.17: Expect Life! by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (167 words)
     Do not live too far in the past or the future. Live now.

     In each moment expect a miracle: ten kinds of birds at the feeder, and the tracks of a fox in the snow.

     Pick up a magnifying glass and scrutinize that crocus. See the pollen at the center of the daffodil, life’s dust, death-defying life. Be astonished at the flower, arrested by its beauty.

     Run naked through the garden early in the morning and hope the wild geese fly by.

     Get silly and laugh loudly with your grandchildren or your grandparents. Refuse to leave the dead behind, but bring their memory to all your chores and games and corners of quiet, warm tears.

     Know always that joy and sorrow are woven together; one cannot be without the other. If you love, know that sometimes your love will bring you tears; if you grieve, know it is because at some time you were willing to love.

     Do not be afraid to die today. But expect life!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5935.shtml 
8.18: Hopping over the Surface of Life by Rev. Doug Kraft (219 words)
     When I was a kid, I liked to skip stones on lakes. If I threw a flat stone at the correct angle and with enough speed and energy it would kiss the surface and leap into the air again and again.

     If we have too much stuff in our lives, our attention skips from one object to another without really enjoying anything. If we have too many activities, our attention jumps from past to future without settling into the present. If we have too many opinions, we end up thinking about how things should be without fully seeing how things are.

     Happiness and ease flow from the bottom of the lake. They aren’t found hopping over the surface of life. We have to slow down enough to settle into the depths.

     Joy and ease are simple and uncomplicated. Having lots of things to do, stuff to manage, places to go and opinions to consult make life complicated.

     Practices that cultivate simplicity do two things. 
     (1) They reduce the amount of stuff, activities or preferences so we have a better chance of settling into the present. They get the outward to resonate a little better with the happiness, joy and ease in our depths. And 
     (2) they help us become more aware of our relationship to stuff, experience and thought.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/hopping-over-surface-life
8.19: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
     I heard the Second Brandenburg Concerto played in honor of Bach’s 300th birthday, and I was swept away. I remembered a story about the people who send messages into outer space. Someone suggested sending a piece by Bach. The reply was “But that would be bragging.”
     Some say we get what we deserve in life, but I don’t believe it. We certainly don’t deserve Bach. What have I done to deserve the Second Brandenburg Concerto? I have not been kind enough; I have not done enough justice; I have not loved my neighbor, or myself, sufficiently; I have not praised God enough to have earned a gift like this.

     Life is a gift we have not earned and for which we cannot pay. There is no necessity that there be a universe, no inevitability about a world moving toward life and then self-consciousness. There might have been…nothing at all.

     Since we have not earned Bach—or crocuses or lovers—the best we can do is express our gratitude for the undeserved gifts, and do our share of the work of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/more-we-deserve
8.20: News of the Infinite by Rev. Gary Kowalski (476 words)
     Asked if he was lonesome in his hut on Walden Pond, our neighbor Henry Thoreau famously replied, “How could I be lonely? Don’t I live in the Milky Way?”
     Thoreau doubtless would have been encouraged by the recent discovery of Kepler-22, a planet just 600 light years from earth right in the Goldilocks zone: not too hot, not too cold, but a balmy 72 degrees on the surface, just right for organic chemistry to flourish. It’s just one of 139 potentially habitable worlds sighted since the Kepler spacecraft started looking for them a couple of years ago. And given the size of our galaxy, there are almost certainly billions of others.

     Life is probably widespread in our universe, scientists now agree. Back when I was a boy, a famous experiment produced amino acids (the building blocks of proteins) by flashing an electric spark through a beaker of ammonia, methane, hydrogen and water vapor—thought to be the primitive components of earth’s atmosphere. The theory was that, long ago, a lucky lightning strike in a shallow pond produced the first protoplasm. But now we know that amino acids are everywhere: in the tails of comets and in the dust of interstellar space. Wherever conditions are right, evolution takes off.

     And conditions are right all over, not just on places like Enceladus, a moon of Saturn where liquid water has been proven present in geysers. Many cosmologists agree that the cosmos appears propitiously suited to life, right down to the fundamental constants that govern gravity and allow stars and planets to form at all.

     Of course, this doesn’t necessarily mean that the universe was “designed” for beings like us. …For me, the real wonder is that we are all born out stars, every molecule in our bodies forged in the furnaces of the heavens.

     What this means is that we humans belong here. We are not just accidental tourists in this world. We have grown out time and space as naturally as grass pushes up through city sidewalks. And we are linked to nature, not only in our biology but in our minds and spirits also, which conceive space probes like Kepler and seem eternally fascinated by the big questions of where we come from and where we fit into the greater scheme.

     Who cares whether astronomers find another habitable planet anyway? It would take 22 million years for our fastest rockets to reach Kepler -22, not even figuring in pit stops. But the answer is, people care. For beyond the business cycle, the election cycle, and other ephemeral headlines, human beings remain creatures hungry for news of the infinite. And for me at least, it is satisfying to know not only that we live in the Milky Way. In some important sense, the Milky Way—in all its brilliance and unfathomable extent --also lives in us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/news-infinite 

8.21: We Are the Music by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke (129 words)
     Our first breath is followed by our first song

Lusty, loud and primal

A solo that announces to the world, “I have arrived!”
We are the music.

     As toddlers hearing our first reggae beat

We let our spines and hips bend and sway in response

As natural as the beat of our hearts

We are the music.

     The drone of the bass notes of the church organ

A vibration in our chests

Tense muscles relax, the breath deepens.

We are the music.

     As we push the air from our bellies

Out through the chest and throat

Our changing expressions shape the sound.

We are the music.

     As we sing together

Voices blend to create a harmony

Each voice enriched by its connection to the next.

We are the music.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/we-are-music 

8.22: Who Am I Not to Be Blessed? by Rev. Chris Jimmerson (139 words)
     In moonlit shadows,

At the edge of night-darkened oak trees

I see it.

     Across sunny pathways,

In the buzzing of insects, amongst the flowering forest greenery,

I hear it.

     From the touch of ones loved,

The embraces of those gone before me,

I feel it.

     In the poems I love dearly,

The songs that speak to my heart,

The sculpture that catches my imagination,

The discoveries still to be made,

I sense it.

     It is in the fire of distant suns,

The cool drip of waters,

The slight chill in the breeze,

The laughter of children, no matter what their age, old and young, grown and still small;

It is the breath of life, the stardust of souls, the magic of remembrance.

Who am I not to surrender to it in gratitude?

Who am I to not be blessed?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/295492.shtml 

8.23: Winter as Crucible by Katherine May (101 words)
     The changes that take place in winter are a kind of alchemy, an enchantment performed by ordinary creatures to survive...Plants and animals don’t fight the winter; they don’t pretend it’s not happening and attempt to carry on living the same lives that they lived in the summer. They prepare. They adapt. They perform extraordinary acts of metamorphosis to get them through. Winter is a time of withdrawing from the world, maximizing scant resources, carrying out acts of brutal efficiency and vanishing from sight; but that’s where the transformation occurs. Winter is not the death of the life cycle, but its crucible.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/winter-crucible 

8.24: Mystery and Awe by Cary Neeper (236 words)
     When I first looked into a microscope and found living creatures, I was awestruck. I felt like Alice in Wonderland, in an alien world unlike any in my everyday experience. But it was real. These were living beings, swimming with tiny flagella, going about their frenetic business and reacting to their chemical signals in an ocean contained in a tiny drop of water. I still wonder at the miracle of life—that I live and think and understand something about these tiny creatures that are an essential part of our world. Some years earlier, I had learned that existence is largely made out of intricate, nested, complex systems. I am overwhelmed by a feeling of gratitude, thankful for whatever gave birth to life’s complexity. I was amazed to read that the most complex object in the universe is the sentient brain, because its cells have a superastronomical number of interactive connections. Such information can be a source of awe and wonder as great as a golden sunset or a baby’s laugh, but it cannot define our values or describe the purpose of existence. It can uncover the beauty of details and describe love between living creatures. It can assure us that nothing we do is inconsequential. But it is religion that tells us that meaning is real, that purpose includes love and beauty, that life is precious, and that creation is a gift, whatever its source. 
Source: https://www.uuchurch.org/worship/awe-mystery/ 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

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

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

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

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

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

It becomes more.

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

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

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

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

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

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

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

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

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

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

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

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

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

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

Worship Associate: This is the message of our faith

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Remembering that the universe is larger by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming (57 words)
Remembering that the universe is so much larger than our ability to comprehend, let us go forth from this time together with the resolve to stop trying to reduce the incomprehensible to our own petty expectations, so that wonder—that sense of what is sacred—can find space to open up our minds and illumine our lives.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6035.shtml  
10.2: The Hand In Yours... by Rev. Erika Hewitt (72 words) 
     The hand in yours belongs to a person

whose heart is sometimes tender,

whose skin is sometimes thin,

whose eyes sometimes fill with tears,

and whose laughter is a beautiful sound.

     The hand that you hold belongs to a person who is seeking wholeness,

and trusts that you’re doing the same.

     As you leave this sanctuary,

may your hearts remain open

may your voices stay strong

and may your hands remain outstretched.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/hand-in-yours 
10.3: There Are Miles Behind You by Rev. Andrew Pakula (44 words)
There are miles behind you

And many more ahead.

As you journey on toward wholeness

May all that is good and true guide your way

May the joy of love lighten every step

And the miracle that is life be ever in your sight.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/125415.shtml 
10.4: These Hands Connect Us to One Another by Rev. Amy Bowden Freedman & Rev. Keith Kron

Become aware of the hands that you are holding: their warmth, texture, and weight.

As an infant, these same hands reached out for the nourishment of milk.

As a child, these hands shakily wrote a name on paper for the first time.

These hands have wiped away tears, clenched in anger,

waved hello and good-bye countless times, and embraced loved ones.

And now these hands are the tangible link that connects us to one another.

Look and see those around you who have experienced so much that is life.

These hands have worked, are working, and will work to make the world a better place.

Go in peace; go in love; work for justice.

Go forth and bless the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/these-hands-connect-us-one-another 

10.5: What I Know by Rev. Kenneth Collier (55 words)

     I do not know where we go when we die;

And I do not know what the soul is

Or what death is or when or why.

     What I know is that

The song once sung cannot be unsung,

And the life once lived cannot be unlived,

And the love once loved cannot be unloved.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/what-i-know 

10.6: Awesome and gracious God by Rev. Polly Leland-Mayer (109 words)

     Awesome and gracious God—you who are the power that brings us to life and the spirit that sustains us—forgive us for being less than we might be. Guide us to become what is in our power to become, in your service.

     Send us out from this place of worship and time of celebration, to live lives of hope, to be nurturers of the vision of wholeness, and to serve as healers in this wounded world.

     All this we ask in the name of those to come, and in the spirit of those who have gone before. Grant us wisdom; grant us courage; grant us your peace. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/gracious-god 

10.7: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
Let our lives be a prayer

That waters dry souls

Mends broken hearts

Refuses to be terrorized

Seeks this world’s beauty

And carries us through its storms.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/let-our-lives-be-prayer 
10.8: Let us sing the magic of imagination by Rev. Susan L Van Dreser (90 words)
     Let us sing the magic of imagination by which we know one another and learn the lives of eras gone by.

     Let us sing the magic of creation by which we build the world of our soul and teach its wisdom to others, young and old.

     Let us sing the magic of our lives together, holding and shaping by the movement of breath from heart to lung all new life that is to come.

     Go now with singing. Go now with magic in your fingertips. Touch this world with life.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6020.shtml 
11.0: Sermons

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

11.1: Being in Awe by Mark Bernstein

Source: https://www.uucdc.org/services/being-in-awe/
Length: 1,987 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: The sermon begins with a playful conversation regarding homonyms of awe. Bernstein then recalls how he experienced awe in response to the Mars Rover, Perseverance. He then explains how Robert Plutchik’s wheel of emotions relates to awe. This is followed by an overview of how awe is beneficial based on research. Bernstein then shares a thoughtful illustration of a mystic and scientist discussing their experience of a tree., which totals about 20% of the sermon. (See below.) He concludes by suggesting that seeking awe should be intentional and asks questions about what elicits awe.

Excerpt: …Robert Plutchik created what he called a wheel of emotions. He considered there to be eight basic emotions: Trust, Fear, surprise, sadness, disgust, anger, anticipation, and joy. Adding up or combining these primary emotions, in turn, produce new ones. For example, anticipation and joy combine to produce optimism. Joy and trust combine to produce love. And for our purposes, surprise and fear combine to produce awe. Now one can understand how the emotion of surprise can elicit feelings of awe. When we experience awe, we often say words like “wow” or our mouth drops open. But fear? Why is the emotion of fear considered when we are looking at a beautiful sunset…or watching a toddler take her first steps? It is, I believe, because awe enables us to understand our place in the universe; to come to the realization that we are infinitesimal, a microscopic part of something that is so much bigger than ourselves. And that this larger and sometimes incomprehensible world is filled with unknowns and things that go bump in the night. That we are fearful of what we are not fully capable of understanding, but in awe of its potential.

     Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel writes that “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.”
Illustration: A scientist and a mystic took a walk together one beautiful fall morning. After a while, they came upon a large tree. The scientist was feeling a little tired and asked if they might pause for a few moments to take a rest. The mystic agreed, and they sat next to each other, backs leaning against the tree trunk. As they sat, their conversation gradually dwindled, eventually settling into silence. Eventually, the mystic asked the scientist, “what are you thinking about?”
     The scientist responded: “Oh, I’m just sitting here thinking about how amazing this tree is. It lives and thrives while remaining in one place without moving. It takes sunlight and converts it into energy, which feeds the whole food chain. They take carbon dioxide out of the air and produce oxygen for us to breathe. And while I don’t imagine it means that much to the trees, I think it’s pretty cool how the weather getting colder is a signal to the trees to cease producing and maintaining the chlorophyll, which is green… and so as the green fades we get these brilliantly colored leaves that I so much appreciate. All in all, trees are pretty amazing, scientifically speaking.”
     The mystic took all this in quietly, listening.

     After a brief pause, the scientist said, “I shared what I was thinking. Its your turn now. What are you thinking about?”
     The mystic responded: “Well, I’ve been sitting here communing with the tree, and it’s been wonderful. I’ve been resting my hands on its bark and wondering at how something so immobile and rigid can simultaneously also be so alive. I’ve been feeling connected to the energy of the tree and the earth in which it’s rooted. I’ve been listening to the breeze rustling the tree’s leaves, and appreciating the gentle, almost musical whisper. I also noticed the marvelous patterns of light and shadow dancing on the leaves from the sunshine filtering through. When you asked, I was musing about how much the tree has observed over the many years it’s been here – how many people might have sat with their backs against it, just as we are now. How many children might have played on or near it. And, while I didn’t know until you just shared it that the orange of the leaves was already there, and was simply masked by the green, I too was appreciating the brilliant colors of the fall leaves.”
     The scientist took all this in quietly, listening.

     They sat in a silence a little while longer, then helped each other to their feet and continued on their way.

11.2: Awesome, Aaaaah, Awh!, Shock and Awe, Awe by Rev. Erik Wikstrom 

Source: https://uucharlottesville.org/sermons/april-14-2019-awesome-aaaaah-awh-shock-and-awe-awe/ 

Length: 1,028 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Explores through some lists and commentary five aspects of awe. 

Excerpt: What shall we do with this gift?

     1) Bask in it. Allow it. Let it be a state of being that you experience often. Take hope that if you haven’t felt it in a while, it has a way of springing up, wrapping itself around you, settling in your bones, and rising in your blood.

What else shall we do with this gift?

     2) What could it mean to offer this not only to the Beauty of Nature, the Creator, the Divine, but also to our fellow humans, the ones we know well and the ones we don’t, the ones we agree with and the ones we don’t. What could it mean to bring an open listening after someone speaks to us? In other words, to let the unbidden experience of awe seep into how we see every person we interact with, as if they were the amazing green leaf, the miraculous sunset. Just as we pause, in a healthy paralysis, before Spiritual Awe, could we let this guide us to pause, in a healthy respect, listening to each person we encounter.

11.3: First There is Awe by Reverend Janet Parsons

Source: https://www.gloucesteruu.org/home-page/worship-music/sermons-worship-music/first-there-is-awe/ 

Length: 1,991 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively easy
Synopsis: Provides a thoughtful overview of awe and invites people to think as both mystics and scientists. Draws on research on awe, as well as useful insights from Emerson and Chet Raymo. 

Excerpt: Chet Raymo, the author, scientist, and religious naturalist …demonstrates that scientific accomplishment does not diminish our ability to be awestruck. They are not mutually exclusive. Raymo wrote, “The thoughtful person will try to walk the line between drop-jawed amazement at the wonder of creation, and cautious skepticism about the correctness or finality of our knowledge.” 

     Raymo suggests that our knowledge contributes to our sense of wonder and awe. He told the story of watching a great blue heron take flight. Raymo’s awestruck reaction was partly in response to the nearness and otherness of the heron, but also based on his knowledge of the bird’s ancestry. He knew in that moment, watching that bird, that he was witnessing something primordial, something very similar to what a prehistoric ancestor would have. His knowledge of science served to enhance his sense of wonder.

     Raymo calls himself a religious naturalist because a sense of awe is a religious response to a heart-stopping experience.
     … First there is awe. Without it, we fail to have the emotional and religious responses that help us to reach more deeply within, to remember that there is so much mystery, so much we do not understand. Chet Raymo wrote, “I stand on the shore of knowledge and look to the far horizon of mystery. The mystery strikes deep. A shiver up the spine. Exhilaration and fear.”
11.4: The Gift of Awe by Rev. Kate Lore
Source: http://www.quuf.org/pdfs/SermonTexts/210509GiftOfAwe.pdf 
Length: 2,169 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: The sermon begins with the scientific confirmation Einstein’s Theory of General Relativity. Rev. Kate Lore then shares a definition of awe that includes dread, veneration, and wonder. It then explores what dread might involve. This leads to Einstein including a quote about the mysterious as well as the story about his belief in Spinoza’s God. Lore then shares a story of how her mother taught her as a child about how to pursue awe tiny rocks, and teeny bits of shells and seaweed. She continues with questions that might elicit awe? Lore then refers to the work of Michelle Shiota per the exploration below. She refers to Gandhi’s focus on Ahimsa and how that can inspire awe and cultivate peace. Lore concludes by emphasizing the importance of the link between religion and science, as well as the UU source about humanism.

Excerpt: …Arizona State University professor Michelle Shiota …has been studying awe for years. By awe she doesn’t mean that “awwww” feeling we get when we see kittens and puppies. Or the “Ah!” we utter when we suddenly grasp the humor in a punch line or understand the formula the algebra teacher is explaining. Rather, she’s talking about those extraordinary experiences like seeing Mount Olympus for the first time, or encountering a painting, poem or piece of music that stops us in our tracks, and gives us sensations that defy easy classification.

     According to Shiota, these experiences evoke instant mindfulness. Ordinarily, being mindful is hard work, requiring discipline and practice. But experiences with awe come from outside of ourselves and bring us into mindfulness instantly. One of the most interesting things researchers are discovering is that experiences of awe actually affect how we process information. It short-circuits our ordinary biases, for example, and allows us to be present to what is—as opposed to what we usually expect. And this, my friends, is good for human society.

     People who experience awe are more generous, more ethical, more kind and likely to help other people. Awe dissipates the feeling that there isn’t enough time or resources, or isn’t any possible way to love people with whom we disagree. In other words, awe humbles us, expands us, and makes us more inclined to be loving and to work for the common good.
11.5: Einstein’s Candle: Awe, Wonder, and Faith by Rev. J. Mark Worth
Source: https://uuharvard.org/services/einsteins-candle/ 
Length: 1,821 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: The sermon begins with Einstein’s statement that he believed in the Jewish philosopher Spinoza’s God that was grounded in nature. It then compares science and religion, where science focuses on how things work, while religion focuses on meaning. Worth then relates his experience of visiting the ancient stone circle at Loch Buie on the Scottish Isle of Mull. This leads to an exploration of pantheism (aka God in Nature) and Taoism. Worth concludes with reflections on mystery and awe, from which the excerpt below is drawn.
Excerpt: Religion has often spoken of “mystery.” But the Deists of the Enlightenment …saw the word “mystery” as an embarrassment. Mystery had been misused by the Catholic and Protestant churches. Any doctrine that was hard to make sense of …was declared to be a mystery. 

     …Mystery had become cheapened into doctrines; things people were expected to “believe.” Church members were expected to take the symbols of religion literally. The Communion bread and wine stopped being symbolic. Catholic doctrine declared that they literally became the body and blood of Christ…. The Bible was no longer just “inspired,” but became, for many Protestants, the literal Word of God….
     It’s a mystery. Don’t think for yourself. Just accept the doctrine, they said. But that’s not the way Albert Einstein used the word “mystery.” Einstein was an eminently modern person, a scientist, and for me he helps us reclaim the word “mystery.”
     I agree with Einstein that mystery begins with a sense of awe. When I stand in awe of the vast array of stars at night, or the seal poking her head out of the water near my kayak, or the Japanese Beetles making dinner out of my rosebush, I ask what, if anything, it all means. We probably started asking these questions when we were children. Many who struggled with these questions eventually produced great art, architecture, poetry and music…. To repress the spirit of creativity that is inspired by such awe and wonder would, as Einstein said, to be nothing but a snuffed-out candle.

11.6: Wonder Trumps Anxiety by Rev. Tom Capo

Source:  http://www.thehumanspirit.net/2019/12/ 

Length: 2,295 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively easy
Synopsis: He begins with a brief definition of anxiety and wonder and then moves to sharing information from with Annaka Harris, author of the book, I Wonder. She stresses the importance of letting children explore mystery and experience f wonder. Capo then recalls some of his childhood experiences, followed by an extended reflection of when he stopped wondering and why. The pursuit of knowledge, as well as materialism and status, have diverted us from wonder. And science, religion, and culture seem to do little to address our anxiety. Capo then explores the voices of judgement, fear, and cynicism, based on the writings of Otto Scharmer, and how they undermine meditation and impair the capacity for wonder. The last part of the sermon is a call to wondering. 

Excerpt: When we approach something in the spirit of wonder in nature or when approach something or someone we don’t know about, and there is always so much we don’t know about--we approach it or them with curiosity, open to what the experience might offer us. There’s some pretty fertile soil in the land of wonder, yet too often in our rush to find answers we don’t spend enough time in that fertile soil, simply appreciating the possibilities it offers. Wonder doesn’t need money or possessions or even knowledge.
   … Susan Beaumont wrote: “Wonder trumps anxiety. We cannot be filled with wonder and remain anxious at the same time.” Think about that. When was the last time you came across something new or strange, or something you didn’t know about? Were you anxious trying to understand it or did you open yourself to curiosity and wonder? I prefer approaching the new, strange or different with wonder, and I invite you to do the same. So, during the next couple of weeks take some time to wonder. Perhaps take few minutes to experience the wonder of what it is be alive. To feel a sense of wonder about the natural world with its seasons and cycles. To rediscover the wonder of your connectedness to all that is. Find out what happens when you take a walk without purpose, when you gaze at something that interests you without a time limit, when you open your heart-space to all that is within and around you, and wonder.

11.7: Awe & Heartbreak by Rev. Heather Concannon

Source: https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/text-sermons/22Apr2018.pdf
Length: 1,762 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively easy
Synopsis: Rev. Concannon begins with a quote by E.B. White about savoring or saving the world. This is followed by her anticipation of the coming birth of a godchild. She then shares some song lyrics about beauty by The Weepies. She then references Earth Day, writing that the earth is beautiful and broken. Concannon shares a challenging experience from her 10th grade science class. She then includes a quote by Rabbi Sharon Brous, which is included in the excerpt below. Note that the reading that sets up the sermon is a reading from Rabbi Sharon Brous. She concludes with a long quote by Brous and a quote from E.B. White.

Excerpt: Rabbi Sharon Brous… “when we see something that’s that beautiful, we call it breathtaking. But really, it’s breath-giving. When the struggles of life constrict the heart, it’s awe that stretches it back out, making us more compassionate and more loving and more present. Here’s how that works: it’s when we think we’re alone in the world, when we think that our struggle is not seen or not heard, that we despair. That’s when we suffer from kotzer ruach, a shortness of breath. It’s really a shortness of spirit, it’s a kind of anguish…. We can’t hold it on our own. But when we experience something awe-some, whether that is the shared astonishment at the sight of an eclipse, or whether that is the ecstasy of a perfect harmony, or when we share a broader sense of purpose with a million people out on the street at a mass protest, that’s when we get our breath back. Awe and wonder.”
     It is fear that is breath-taking, and awe that is breath-giving. And in this world where such beautiful and terrible things happen, we all need to breathe, regularly. Focus on the breath, we repeat as we meditate. Deep breaths, we tell crying children. Take a breather, we tell tired athletes.

     …Living in this world that is so beautiful and so dangerous is so, so hard. It requires a lot of spirit and courage to savor a world we cannot entirely save, and to try to save a world that we savor.

11.8: Awe from the Inside Out by Rev. Duffy Peet

Source: https://uufbozeman.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/2019.12.08-Awe-from-the-Inside-Out.pdf 
Length: 1,865 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Somewhat Difficult
Synopsis: Begins with defining awe, then shifts to give priority to the inner response to awe, which includes a woman’s pregnancy as the gateway to life. A little over 25% of the sermon draws on Buddhism.

Excerpt: …Awe isn’t limited to just what is beyond or outside of us. Some great thinkers and teachers encourage turning inward as a way of discovering and experiencing a sense of awe that is accessible at any moment. Let me share a few quotes that I believe relate to what I am saying here. Carl Jung wrote; “Your vision will become clear only when you look into your heart. Who looks outside, dreams. Who looks inside, awakens.” In the book Walden, Henry David Thoreau, states; “Direct your eye right inward, and you’ll find a thousand regions in your mind yet undiscovered. Travel them and be expert in home-cosmography.” In the Hindu sacred text, the Bhagavad Gita, it is written, “He who experiences the unity of life sees his own Self in all beings, and all beings in his own Self, and looks on everything with an impartial eye.” And a Zen question asks, “Ears hear and eyes see. What then does mind do?” These quotes invite each of us to turn our attention inward. And they also seem to suggest that doing so could offer us opportunities to experience awe from the inside out. 
11.9: Science and Mysticism: The Power of Awe by Rev. Tom Capo

Source: http://www.thehumanspirit.net/2019/12/ 

Length: 2,128 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Difficult
Synopsis: The sermon begins with a brief discussion of awe in the context of mysticism and science. Capo then shares an experience when he was a psychotherapist, which totals 25% of the sermon, and raises questions about spirituality and awe. He shares an exchange that makes clear that some people experience and value awe but consider it an emotion and not spiritual. Capo shares some current research on awe, including a diagnostic tool involving awe. He also considers the evolutionary influence/purpose of awe. 
Excerpt: …I thought of awe as solely a spiritual experience, something that I was graced with, a gift when I saw something vast or incomprehensibly beautiful or deeply moving. I remember the first time I hiked Big Bend National Park and stood on the Mount Emory beneath a night sky pin-pricked with stars. For the first time I could clearly see the vastness of our little patch of the universe sparkling with mysteries. I felt humble as I contemplated my place, my tiny little speck of a place, within all of existence. I wondered how I fit into this vastness. Trying to take in the mystery of all that could possibly exist, of all there was to understand in our universe, it was overwhelming. I felt a connection with something larger than myself in the experience of the stillness of the eternal in the sky above. In that moment, I didn’t think about what meaning I should make of this experience. I didn’t feel any motivation to study the stars or try to figure out how to reach them. I simply took the experience in and let it sink into me with joy. In the years since, I’ve been able to draw on that experience to re-connect with my understanding of the divine and the universe, as well as my place in the universe, recalling a mood, a feeling, an experience, I could not and didn’t need to quantify with words.
11.10: Fear and Awe by Rev. Joseph Boyd
Source: https://uuyo.org/sermon-dec-8-2019-fear-and-awe/ 

Length: 2,156 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Difficult
Synopsis: The sermon begins with the charming story of searching for treasure under a faraway bridge when it actually exists under the hearth in the person’s house. Boyd then explores stigma and resilience and how it applies to Youngstown, Ohio. He then explores awe and fear, followed by a story of his experience as a chaplain. He then considers different meanings of the opening story. Boyd concludes that the story is not over until there is rejoicing because the treasure has been found.

Excerpt: There is a weight to awe. It’s a heavier word than joy, and having some substance or weight is not a bad thing. I think I know where the substance of awe comes from: Fear.

     …Its common to be afraid of the dark or be afraid of heights. Its why public speaking is a great fear. ‘…Sometimes fear can be so great we literally have the feeling we’re being attacked by a circumstance even though there is no mortal danger to us. We can feel swallowed up, overwhelmed, taken over. …Fear is a way of telling our body that something is wrong … and we need to either defend ourselves or get out of Dodge. 

     …When I was working as a chaplain in New York City, sometimes I would feel great fear when I had to talk with someone that was going through something that seemed unimaginably difficult to me. …I shared all this with my supervisor. My supervisor …said: “That’s good.” I said “What do you mean? It’s not good. It’s a problem.” He said: What you are experiencing is holy fear, and that is the best kind. I thought he was playing a mind trick with me. You can add holy in front of anything, and make it sound good. But then he …said: Are you familiar with the story of the Burning Bush …where Moses saw a burning bush and becomes afraid? He said that’s holy fear. It’s fear that leads to the holy. It’s fear that leads to awe. …It’s fear that leads to a buried treasure.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“He who can no longer pause to wonder and stand rapt in awe, is as good as dead; his eyes are closed.”   Albert Einstein

“Two things fill the mind with ever new and increasing admiration and awe, …the starry heavens above me and the moral law within me.”   Immanuel Kant

“I’d take the awe of understanding over the awe of ignorance any day.”   Douglas Adams

“Here is what we seek: a compassion that can stand in awe at what the poor have to carry rather than stand in judgment at how they carry it.”   Gregory Boyle

“People are just as wonderful as sunsets…. When I look at a sunset, I don’t find myself saying, ‘Soften the orange a bit on the right-hand corner.’ I don’t try to control a sunset. I watch with awe as it unfolds.”   Carl Rogers

“The feeling of awed wonder that science can give us is one of the highest experiences of which the human psyche is capable.”   Richard Dawkins

“I need a world filled with wonder, with awe, with awful things. I couldn’t exist in a world devoid of marvels, even if the marvels are terrible marvels.”   Caitlin R. Kiernan

“I have never been especially impressed by the heroics of people convinced they are about to change the world. I am more awed by those who struggle to make one small difference.”   Ellen Goodman

“People who’ve had any genuine spiritual experience always know that they don’t know. They are utterly humbled before mystery. They are in awe before the abyss of it all….”   Richard Rohr

“I don’t try to imagine a personal God; it suffices to stand in awe at the structure of the world, insofar as it allows our inadequate senses to appreciate it.”   Albert Einstein

“Cosmos is a Greek word for the order of the universe. It is, in a way, the opposite of Chaos. It implies the deep interconnectedness of all things. It conveys awe for the intricate and subtle way in which the universe is put together.”   Carl Sagan
“One cannot be awed who has no soul. Just as one cannot be brave who has no fear.”   Marissa Meyer

“I am in awe of the beautiful moments life gives us, and I am in awe of the difficult ones. I am transfixed by grief, by growth.”   Bianca Sparacino

“The creative act is not hanging on, but yielding to ...creative movement. Awe is what moves us forward.”   Joseph Campbell

“I need for there to be something bigger than me. I need someone to put awe inside me….”   Donald Miller

“Anything that generates a sense of awe may be a source of spirituality. Science does this in spades.”   Michael Shermer

“Respectful communication under conflict or opposition is an essential and truly awe-inspiring ability.”   Bryant McGill

“Maybe love was some combination of friendship and infatuation. A deeply felt affection accompanied by a certain sort of awe.”   Chinelo Okparanta

“...you find yourself studying the fine colors on the river, you feel wonder and awe at the setting of the sun, and you are filled with a hard, aching love for how the world could be and always should be, but now is not.”   Tim O’Brien

“Wonder and awe have gone out of your religions. You are prepared to accept the irrational, but not the transcendent.”   G. Willow Wilson 

“A religion, old or new, that stressed the magnificence of the Universe as revealed by modern science might be able to draw forth reserves of reverence and awe hardly tapped by the conventional faiths.”   Carl Sagan

“Gratitude bestows reverence, allowing us to encounter everyday epiphanies, those transcendent moments of awe that change forever how we experience life and the world.”   Sarah Ban Breathnach

“Give me belonging, give me identity, give me continuity, but give me transcendence and mystery and awe all in one.”   Esther Perel

“Art is an expression of joy and awe. It is not an attempt to share one’s virtues and accomplishments with the audience, but an act of selfless spirit.”   David Mamet

“At heart, science is the quest for awesome—the literal awe that you feel when you understand something profound for the first time.”   Sean Carroll

“Does a wolf know how beautiful she is when she sleeps? Does a feline know what beautiful shapes she makes when she sits? Is a bird awed by the sound it hears when it snaps open its wings?”   Clarissa Pinkola Estés

“We prematurely write off people as failures. We are too much in awe of those who succeed and far too dismissive of those who fail.”   Malcolm Gladwell

“See the world through the eyes of your inner child. The eyes that sparkle in awe and amazement as they see love, magic, and mystery in the most ordinary things.”   Henna Sohail

“Science makes people reach selflessly for truth and objectivity; it teaches people to accept reality, with wonder and admiration, not to mention the deep awe and joy that the natural order of things brings to the true scientist.”   Lise Meitner

“...now I know my capacity for awe is infinite: this thirst is permanent, the well bottomless, my good fortune vast.”   Elizabeth Alexander

“All men owe honor to the poets—honor and awe; for they are dearest to the Muse who puts upon their lips the ways of life.”   Homer
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