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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Everything begins on the verge of awareness by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (97 words)
1.2: Spirit of life and hope by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells (78 words)
1.3: Gathering of the Waters by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke (138 words)
1.4: A Dream Awakening by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (70 words)
1.5: May we come into this building hallowed by Rev. Kenneth Warren (80 words)
1.6: As surely as we belong to the universe by Rev. Margaret A. Keip (38 words)

1.7: Eternal Mystery by Rev. Carol Meyer (103 words)
1.8: Presence, Mystery, Love by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (138 words)
1.9: Call from Beyond by Rev. Susan Maginn (111 words)

1.10: Listen! The Spirit Is Calling! by Rev. John Saxon (215 words)

1.11: Right Here, Right Now by Ella Boyer (241 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: New Light by Rev. Charles Howe (62 words)
2.2: The Pride Flame by Linda lee Franson (142 words)

2.3: In the mystery of life about us there is light by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (56 words)
2.4: Blessed is the fire that burns deep in the soul by Rev. Dr. Eric A. Heller-Wagner (66 words)
2.5: For the Web of Life by Rev. Paul Sprecher (41 words)
2.6: As We Travel in Unknown Lands by Rev. Barnaby Feder (32 words)

2.7: Hymn to the Light by Rev. David Breeden (66 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #5 It Is Something to Have Wept

3.2: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.3: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal
3.4: SLT #44 We Sing of Golden Mornings
3.5: SLT #83 Winds Be Still
3.6: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life 

3.7: SLT #94 What Is This Life
3.8: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.9: SLT #130 O Liberating Rose
3.10: SLT #295 Wake Now My Senses
3.11: SLT #298 Wake Now My Senses
3.12: SLT #398 To See the World

     Singing the Journey 

3.13: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.14: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.15: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.16: STJ #1008 When Our Heart is in a Holy Place
3.17: STJ #1051 We Are…
3.18: STJ #1052 The Oneness of Everything
3.19: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home

3.20: STJ #1067 Mother Erath, Beloved Garden

     Popular Music

3.21: Awakening by Amanda Lindsey Cook (7:54)
3.22: Already Enough by Fearless Soul (feat. Rachael Schroeder) (4:01)
3.23: Awakening by Taylor Davis (4:53) (instrumental)
3.24: Transcendence by Lindsey Stirling (5:46) (instrumental)
3.25: Arrival of the Birds and Transformation by The Cinematic Orchestra (7:42) (instrumental)
3.26: The Birthday Party by Peter Mayer (4:49)
3.27: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:55)

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

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

3.30: Wake Me Up by Avicii (4:11)
3.31: Awakening by Aurora (3:38)
3.32: I Shall Be Released by Bette Middler (5:09)

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

3.34: The Awakening by ONLAP (4:00)
3.35: Wake Up by The Vamps (5:09)

3.36: Wake Up by NF (3:55)
3.37: Awake and Alive by Skillet (3:41)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Wisdom Story: The Life of the Buddha, adapted (560 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Returning to the World by Rev. James Ishmael Ford (410 words)
5.2: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (306 words)
5.3: This House of Worship by Rev. Sandra Fees (302 words)
5.4: May we look with gratitude upon this day by Rev. Michael Leduc (135 words)
5.5: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer (158 words)
5.6: A Call to Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (32 words)

5.7: How does one address a mystery? by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (204 words)

5.8: Like pendulums we swing from hunger to hunger by Rev. Don W. Vaughn-Foerster (266 words)

5.9: Guided Meditation for Potential by Martha Kirby Capo (457 words)

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

6.0: Prayers

6.1: A Prayer of Risk by Rev. Tamara Lebak (123 words)
6.2: Born Again by Rev. David Horst (23 words)
6.3: Shantideva Prayer, adapted by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (181 words)
6.4: Tibetan Buddhist Prayer, anonymous (35 words)
6.5: May We Trust in the Spirit by Rev. Greta W Crosby (136 words)
6.6: All Life is Beautiful by Rev. Brian Kiely (192 words)
6.7: Spirit of life—mysterious power in all creation by Rev. Andrew C. Backus (118 words)
6.8: God of all generations by Rev. Marta M. Flanagan (127 words)

6.9: Let us pray to the God by Rev. Max A. Coots (142 words)

6.10: O Deep Mystery of our Lives by Rev. Sheldon W. Bennett (241 words)
6.11: Source of life and death by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes (179 words)
6.12: At Peace by Rev. Michael A. Schuler (125 words)
6.13: World that is my home by Rev. Mark Belletini (262 words)

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

6.15: Prayer in a Time of Awe by Rev. Maureen Killoran (183 words)

6.16: Prayer for When Words Fail by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (265 words)

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Jacob Trapp
7.3: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver
7.4: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Ralph Helverson

7.5: SLT #660 To Live Deliberately by Henry David Thoreau

7.6: SLT #665 Transcendental Etude by Adrienne Rich

7.7: A Day! by Rev. Naomi King (189 words)

8.0: Readings
8.1: What He Said: A Riff on Thoreau by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (651 words)
8.2: The Eternal, Calling by Rev. Jake Morrill (376 words)
8.3: Blowing the Shofar by Rev. John Marsh (152 words)
8.4: Beyond Borders by Rev. Rick Hoyt (159 words)
8.5: Beyond the Zero-Sum Game by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (158 words)
8.6: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words)
8.7: “Change” Is a Word on Wheels by DeReau K. Farrar (317 words)
8.8: Making Room at the Table by Rev. Erika Hewitt (418 words)
8.9: A longing for what is real by Anne Hillman (81 words)

8.10: The Gardener by Anthony Flew (190 words)

8.11: Divine Honey as told by Leo Tolstoy (94 words)

8.12: A Mother? Source unknown (233 words)

8.13: from Our First Source: Direct Experience of Transcendence and Wonder by Rev. D. Audette Fulbright Fulson (212 words)

8.14: The Compassion of Lo Mein by Rev. Kaaren Anderson (430 words)

8.15: Newton by Alfred Noyes (62 words)
8.16: from May Sarton’s Well by May Sarton (177 words)

8.17: Introduction to Nature by Ralph Waldo Emerson (154 words)
8.18: The Night Thoreau Spent in Jail by Rev. Kathryn A. Bert (243 words)

8:19: What Is Worship? by Rev. Mark Belletini (155 words)
8:20: Psalm 19 by Jane Wohl (150 words)
8.21: from Lines Composed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey; On Revisiting the Banks of the Wye During a Tour, July 13, 1798 by William Wordsworth (145 words)

8.22: With or Without Religion by Phyllis Tickle (213 words)

8.23: The Silence of the Stars by David Wagoner (311 words)
8:24: Earth Dweller by William Stafford (122 words)
8.25: Boundaries by Rev. Lynn Ungar (132 words)

8.26: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick (172 words)

8.27: The End by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (98 words)
8.28: Transcending Boundaries by Rev. Yvonne Seon (338 words)
8.29: Calling by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (154 words)

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

8.31: A Prayer among Friends by John Daniel (107 words)

8.32: Transcendence through Human Relationships by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (201 words)

8.33: There was a child went forth every day by Walt Whitman (152 words)

8.34: A Playful Mystery Play for Four Voices by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (1,326 words)
8.35: Return and Remember by Rev. Summer Albayati (366 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: Cherish Your Doubts by Rev. Dr. Michael Schuler (84 words)

10.1: Because of those who came before, we are by Rev. Barbara J. Pescan (48 words)
10.2: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)

10.3: In the river, the water continually flows by Rev. John C Morgan (36words)

10.4: May the Spirit of Love be a living flame before you... by Eric Williams (29words)

10.5: Revel in the Mystery by Antonia Bell-Delgado (50 words)

11.0: Sermons

11.1: Already Broken: A Buddhist Perspective on Life by Rev. James Ishmael Ford (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/19845.shtml) (877 words)

11.2: Unitarian Universalists, Cats and Dogs by Rev. Christopher Buice (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183809.shtml) (1,216 words)
11.3: How Do We Wake Up? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,475 words)
11.4: Answering the …Right With the Big Heart of Universalism by Rev. Scott Alexander (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183441.shtml) (1,171 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Everything begins on the verge of awareness by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (97 words)
     Everything begins on the verge of awareness. The dawn is not and then is. Sleep is and then is not. In between is the awakening.

     The passage of thin light, between, breaks open the day. The passage of thin sound, between, flows into the day. Too soon the numbing rumble of traffic swells, the day glares.

     Let the soft haze hang again across the row of morning. Wait upon the narrow moment, the first awareness of being in between! Live days and seasons on the thin edge of dawn, in praise that every single thing begins now!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5214.shtml
1.2: Spirit of life and hope by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells (78 words)
     Spirit of life and hope, we turn our minds and hearts again toward thee. Awaken us again to the mysteries that humble us, the realities that orient us, the truths that judge and guide us, the beauty that informs and ravishes us, the love that nurtures us, the fellowship that sustains us, the creativity that heightens and deepens and reorders our living, that we may give ourselves in honesty and openness to the larger life before us. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5375.shtml 

1.3: Gathering of the Waters by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke (138 words)
     It was at a gathering of white women

when this gathering of the waters first came to pass.

White women in a second wave of gender self-awareness;

awakening,

connecting,

making new meaning,

shifting the old ethos.

The solidarity of these white women was reflected in the waters each brought,

waters that became a liquid harmony of each sweet voice and intention.

     Today, we gather as a community of humans in a new wave of gender and racial awareness;

awakening,

connecting,

making new meaning,

shifting the old ethos.

Today, we seek more than solidarity and harmony.

We seek inclusion.

We seek mutuality.

We seek reconciliation.

We seek justice for all people.

Today, may our gathering of the waters reflect the gathering of our collective courage

in service of the grace and love that is promised by our liberal faith.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/gathering-waters 

1.4: A Dream Awakening by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (70 words)
Today we celebrate a dream awakening.

Today we worship with renewed hope in our hearts.

Today we act on an audacity of hopes and dreams for the future.

Today we begin the hard work for justice, equity and compassion in all human relations,

for today is a day like no other and it is ours to shape with vision and action.

Let us worship together and celebrate a dream awakening.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/129658.shtml 

1.5: May we come into this building hallowed by Rev. Kenneth Warren (80 words)
     May we come into this building hallowed by generations of thoughtful worship. May we come into the company of this congregation, enlightened by reason and moved by concern. May we come with open minds and warm hearts.

     May we here cultivate a confidence that human intelligence and human affection can temper and ultimately overcome cruel circumstance and misguided malice, with faith in the power of good over evil.

     So may we find both our social responsibilities and our individual salvation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5367.shtml
1.6: As surely as we belong to the universe by Rev. Margaret A. Keip (38 words)

As surely as we belong to the universe

    we belong together.

We join here to transcend the isolated self,

     To reconnect,

    To know ourselves to be at home,

    Here on earth, under the stars,

    Linked with each other

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/25349.shtml
1.7: Eternal Mystery by Rev. Carol Meyer (103 words)
     May we open ourselves ever more fully to that Eternal Mystery which lures us onward toward life and creativity. 

     May we find the courage to live our faith, to speak our truth, and to strive together for a world where freedom abounds and justice truly does roll down like water. 

     May we know the fullness of love without fear, and the serenity of peace without turmoil. 

     May we hold one another in the deep and tender places with compassion, and may we grace one another by sharing our own vulnerabilities, being ever mindful of the divinity within that makes soulmates of us all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5858.shtml
1.8: Presence, Mystery, Love by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (138 words)
     Let us remember and celebrate, this morning,
that each of our bodies was woven together in the depths of mystery:
cells multiplying, tissue taking form, organs taking up their function, 
all under the silky cover of skin. 

     Let us gather in reverence for the gift of these bodies,
whatever their ages, their shapes, their abilities, 
and may we know them to be channels of the world coming alive through us:
These bodies, these blessings, bring the world to life 
through seeing, taste, hearing, scent, and touch. 

     May we bring to our intricately woven bodies a sense of sacred caretaking. 
In doing so, let us also be grateful for the embrace of the Holy: 
the Presence that creates and sustains life,
the Mystery that knit together each of our bodies,
and the force of Love that celebrates our desires.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/47861.shtml
1.9: Call from Beyond by Rev. Susan Maginn (111 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
1.10: 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
1.11: Right Here, Right Now by Ella Boyer (241 words)

     As we create and share sacred space together, let us reflect upon what brings us here.

     We have all come here for different reasons, from different decisions, faced different challenges and shared different love. And yet all of our differences have led us to this space, right here, right now.

     Some believe we are here for a greater purpose; others hold fast to a claim of complete coincidence. Others still lie somewhere in between. There are so many differences and barriers between each individual, it would seem at times as though the odds were stacked against us becoming one whole, as we believe different things, live and experience different things, and value and hate different things.

     We are the children of God, the children of the earth, or fully grown adults here as a piece of the ongoing cycles of the universe, the children of the stars.

     We all have different definitions and explanations to who or what and why we are.

     Perhaps all are right. Our revelation is not sealed.

     Despite all that is different, there is one thing that is certainly the same. Somehow, we are all right here, right now.

      We are growing and changing and discovering all here, all together, sharing the same sacred space we have shared for years, throughout generations.

     Constantly evolving. Constantly changing.

     Let us continue.

     Let us change and fight together, let us adapt together, let us grow together.

     Let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/right-here-right-now
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: New Light by Rev. Charles Howe (62 words)
     We light this chalice to affirm that new light is ever waiting to break through to enlighten our ways:

That new truth is ever waiting to break through to illumine our minds:

And that new love is ever waiting to break through to warm our hearts.

May we be open to this light, and to the rich possibilities that it brings us.

(Adapted from a unison affirmation by Napoleon Lovely.)

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

2.2: The Pride Flame by Linda lee Franson (142 words)

     We light this flame
to ignite our hearts and minds—
the spark of knowledge that enlightens,
the shimmering hope that burns,
the blazing love that engulfs our actions,
the bonfire of our commitment.

     We light this flame for those
who celebrate themselves
who fear
who hope
who persevere
who stand on the side of love for all.

     We light this flame
for those who have been ridiculed,
that they may find peace;
for those who have fought to marry,
that they may celebrate;
for those who live in uncertainty in the world,
that they may have hope.

     We light this flame
to renew our commitment
that no one shall ever again
suffer for the right to love.

     We light this flame
to celebrate our kaleidoscope of diversity:
working, loving, and living on the side of love.
For this, we light this flame.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/pride-flame
2.3: In the mystery of life about us there is light by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (56 words)
     In the mystery of life about us there is light. 
It gives us a place to be, to grow, to rejoice together. 
It opens the pathways to love. 

     In this place of friendship there is freedom. 
Let the light we kindle go before us, 
Strong in hope, wide in good will, 
Inviting the day to come.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/mystery-life-about-us-there-light
2.4: Blessed is the fire that burns deep in the soul by Rev. Dr. Eric A. Heller-Wagner (66 words)
     Blessed is the fire that burns deep in the soul. It is the flame of the human spirit touched into being by the mystery of life. It is the fire of reason; the fire of compassion; the fire of community; the fire of justice; the fire of faith. It is the fire of love burning deep in the human heart; the divine glow in every life. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/blessed-is-fire
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: 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/we-travel-unknown-lands
2.7: Hymn to the Light by Rev. David Breeden (66 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
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #5 It Is Something to Have Wept

3.2: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.3: SLT #40 The Morning Hangs a Signal
3.4: SLT #44 We Sing of Golden Mornings
3.5: SLT #83 Winds Be Still
3.6: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life 

3.7: SLT #94 What Is This Life
3.8: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.9: SLT #130 O Liberating Rose
3.10: SLT #295 Wake Now My Senses
3.11: SLT #298 Wake Now My Senses
3.12: SLT #398 To See the World

     Singing the Journey 

3.13: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.14: STJ #1001 Breaths

3.15: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.16: STJ #1008 When Our Heart is in a Holy Place
3.17: STJ #1051 We Are…
3.18: STJ #1052 The Oneness of Everything
3.19: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home

3.20: STJ #1067 Mother Erath, Beloved Garden

     Popular Music

3.21: Awakening by Amanda Lindsey Cook (7:54)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4FC0NYDE14E 
3.22: Already Enough by Fearless Soul (feat. Rachael Schroeder) (4:01)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a7b27Pb2FJ4 
3.23: Awakening by Taylor Davis (4:53) (instrumental)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1aJa7KrTHf0 
3.24: Transcendence by Lindsey Stirling (5:46) (instrumental)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DHdkRvEzW84 
3.25: Arrival of the Birds and Transformation by The Cinematic Orchestra (7:42) (instrumental)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MqoANESQ4cQ&t=10s 
3.26: The Birthday Party by Peter Mayer (4:49)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7RFxobxa5oE 
3.27: Everything is Holy Now by Peter Mayer (4:55)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e12KryuLcbs 
3.36: Wake Up by NF (3:55)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=foj3lB7vtDo 
3.37: 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 Life of the Buddha, adapted (560 words)
     The founder of Buddhism was Siddhartha Gautama born in 566 BCE, the son of King Suddodana and Queen Maya, rulers of Kapilavastu, India, in the foothills of the Himalayas. At the birth, a wise man predicted, “If the prince remains in the palace, he will become a great king. But if he leaves, he will find Truth and become a great holy man.” The King did not want him to be a holy man, so he surrounded Siddhartha with everything he could possibly want.

     Sadly, the queen died a week after birth. Her sister came to raise the baby. Days passed quickly, and Siddhartha grew. At age 16, he married a cousin, Princess Yasodhara. The king hoped this would keep the prince at home. 

     One day, when he was 29, Siddhartha asked his friend and charioteer, Channa, to take him for a ride outside the palace grounds. They encountered an old man. Siddhartha asked what was wrong with him. “Nothing is wrong,” replied Channa. “He is old. We will all be old one day.” Siddhartha was disturbed and asked to be taken home. He wondered, “What good is youth if you will get old?” 

     The next day, he and Channa went out and encountered a man who troubled him. He asked Channa about it. Channa said, “That man is very sick. We are all vulnerable to sickness.” Siddhartha was troubled, wondering, “What good is health if you will eventually get sick?”

     On the third day, they went out again. Siddhartha witnessed a body being carried through the streets. Channa said, “That man is dead. Death comes to all men, even princes.” Now even more troubled, Siddhartha asked, “What good is life if you will someday die?”

     The next day, Channa and Siddhartha rode out again. They saw a holy man in saffron-colored robes. The prince asked, “Who are you?” The man replied, “I am a monk, a seeker of Truth, of life over death. To find it, I have given up everything on this earth.” Siddhartha decided he must do the same.

     That night, Siddhartha crept out of the palace, regretfully leaving his father, his wife, and newborn son. For a while, he traveled with monks. But he did not feel any closer to the Truth.

     He spent the next 6 years living as an ascetic, people who denied themselves food and comfort, in order to search for Truth. Yet, Siddhartha felt no closer to the Truth. He decided that Truth was not to be found by denying the body, but through the mind and the heart. From that day, he chose to follow a middle path of moderation.

     After another 6 years of seeking, Siddhartha came to a bodhi tree and sat down beneath it, vowing not to leave until he knew the Truth of how to conquer suffering and death. While meditating, he came to understand how he was connected to all life. He had become the Buddha—the awakened one. He expressed what he had learned in the Four Noble Truths: 1. Life is suffering. 2. The cause of suffering is desire. 3. The end of desire will end suffering. 4. The way to end desire is through the Eightfold Path.

     The Buddha shared his insights with many people. At 80, he lay down and entered into Nirvana, the state of eternal peace without rebirth or death. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/youth/bridges/workshop9/185202.shtml 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: Returning to the World by Rev. James Ishmael Ford (410 words)
     As we attempt to walk responsibly on this planet, we need perspective. If we hope to make a difference, we need a place from which to act. What are the Buddhist insights that can make our lives deeper and more productive? This is the purpose of zazen and koans: I walk down to the corner store and get a quart of milk. I sit in the playground and sing a silly song with the children.

     The point is to return. To find our depth is to return to daily life. We wander the world to find that wisdom is always here, it is always right at home. This is the secret of the Zen way. We sit quietly or walk quietly; perhaps we engage koans; we visit with a friend. To sit on a hillside with the rivers and the earth, the grasses and the trees, and enjoy that full round moon shining overhead, is the fullness of Zen, and indeed, the fullness of our humanity.

     The point of Zen is just this: emptying. And out of this emptying, returning—returning home. Our personal identities are exactly identical with the great emptiness. We must learn this truth with our bodies and with our minds, complete. To find genuinely open hands we must come to know ourselves. There is a great deal to this returning with open hands. There is an ethic of enlightenment. There are many consequences to our realization that in one aspect of genuine reality, we are all one. When we truly attend, we may discover some of how it can be done profitably. The way of intimacy is a way of respect and beauty and grace.

     All I want to do is to remind you, my friend, of the beauty and grace of this moment. This is home. This very place is where we find wisdom. This moment reveals what needs to be done and what can be left alone. Whatever traditions we claim, whatever religion we embrace, this moment shows its truth.

     This right-here-and-now moment is the great play of existence, of life and death, of all that was and is and shall be. This very moment is both the doorway to heaven and heaven itself. Our teachers and friends who have walked the way before stand at the door, beckoning to us. They give us a broad wink; a crooked finger wiggles at us, beckoning us, welcoming us.

     All we need do is step through.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/returning-to-the-world 

5.2: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (306 words)
     "Dukkha," they say. The Buddhists say, "All is dukkha." It is hard to translate, they tell us. It means literally "suffering" but the feeling of dukkha is closer to impermanence. The fact of impermanence is central to the Buddhist path to nirvana, enlightenment.

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

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

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

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

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

5.3: This House of Worship by Rev. Sandra Fees (302 words)
     I invite you to pause for a moment,

to bring your full awareness to this sanctuary, this sacred space.

To breathe. To remember your breath.

     Often when we meditate, we close our eyes.

But this morning, I invite you to keep your eyes open.

To open your eyes, your ears, your hands, your hearts.

     Notice the aliveness of your own body.

Can you hear your own heart and your own breath?

Can you feel it?

Notice also the aliveness of those around you.

And the aliveness of this sacred space.

     Let your senses be awakened here,

opened to color and shape,

to sound and light,

to music and breath

to the Spirit of Life

that animates all things.

     This is a house of worship,

our house of worship.

We gather here to give worth and meaning to our lives,

to honor the presence and mystery of the divine

that greets us in our coming in and our going out,

in our very being,

in our being here.

     We who have come here today

to this house of worship

have brought our whole selves,

all of who we are,

our exuberance and our worries,

our grudges and our awakenings,

our distractions and our callings,

the storms and joys of being human.

     We have brought our dreams for this religious community

and our passions for the values we cherish most.

I invite you to bring to your consciousness

your dreams for our house of worship,

for this community of love and care.

     What dreams do you bring?

What blessings will you offer?

What word of hope and inspiration do you carry?

     Let us take a moment of silence together.

In the silence allow a word or a phrase

to come to mind,

a word of blessing, a word of hope,

a word of intention.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/we-bless-sanctuary 

5.4: May we look with gratitude upon this day by Rev. Michael Leduc (135 words)
     May we look with gratitude upon this day, for the beauty of the world, for the first radiance of dawn and the last smoldering glow of sunset.

Let us be thankful for physical joys, for hills to climb and hard work to do, for music that lifts our hearts in one breath, for the hand-clasp of a friend, and for the gracious loveliness of children who remind us of the wonders of life.

     May we be appreciative above all for the concern and love of those around us; for the exceeding bliss of the touch of the holy which suddenly awakens our drowsy souls to the blessed awareness of the divine within us and within others.

     For all of this, and for the countless other blessings present in our lives, let us be grateful. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5498.shtml 

5.5: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer (158 words)
     To the blessings of this season,

may our senses be alert

and our hearts take heed,

for in a busy and sometimes tragic world,

beauty is often the comfort most sure.

      To the blessings of warm, accepting human relationship,

may our hearts be open

and our minds take heed,

for in a lonely and sometimes frightening world,

friendship is often the support than upholds us.

     To the blessings of high ideals and noble aspirations,

may our minds be open,

and our hands take heed,

for in a troubled and sometimes dangerous world,

justice is often the hope that sustains us.

     Forgiving each other and ourselves for all we do not sense,

for the love we do not share,

for the acts of justice we avoid,

let us treasure the parts of ourselves that do respond.

     Blessed be the life that comforts, sustains and upholds us,

and blessed be we who do, now and then, awaken to its grace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184537.shtml 

5.6: A Call to Meditation by Martha Kirby Capo (32 words)

As we enter this sacred silence

May our truest selves transcend

The dissonance of daily distractions

As we join the spiraling, infinite dance

Pulsing unseen throughout all creation.

So may it be.

Source: on longer online
5.7: How does one address a mystery? by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (204 words)

     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
5.8: Like pendulums we swing from hunger to hunger by Rev. Don W. Vaughn-Foerster (266 words)

     Like pendulums we swing from hunger to hunger—from hunger for the one great Truth (absolute, eternal, mystical) to hunger for simple, near-in, familiar truths that change as we change, grow as we grow. Like pendulums we swing from hunger for cosmic imperatives commanding us to expand ourselves, to hunger for immediate and authentic inner promptings urging us to be ourselves.

     We would be right with heaven, so we swing outward; we would fulfill our own heart, so we swing inward. We would grasp the holy and we would create ourselves. We have this dual hunger: to serve the cosmos that commands us to become more than we would and to be our genuine selves, content with what we are. So, we ride this pendulum in hunger for life. We ride from Truth that calls us out to truths that call us in.

     And all because the gravity of life pulls across our hunger, never allowing us to stay on one side or the other, always moving us into new urgency for the wholeness that would bind both the cosmic and the personal.

     And so, life pulls us and we swing from Truth to truths, from cosmos to self, from mystery to clarity, from out to in. It is our state to swing and to be drawn ever into another swing. This is the motion that makes ours a human life.

     May the great gravity of life which pulls us along an unknown, holy axis never let the pendulums we are cease swinging until the Truth we seek and the truths we are, are one.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5497.shtml
5.9: Guided Meditation for Potential by Martha Kirby Capo (457 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]
     The day has been muted and grey, the sun hidden behind a scrim of clouds so diffused they seem like the underside of a gauze canvas draped across the sky. The air, neither cold nor warm, is damp against your skin. You find yourself near a grove of pine trees: loblollies and larches, hemlocks and Austrian pines standing off to the side, slightly removed from the path you’re on, the direction you’re heading. The someplace else you’re supposed to be. [Short silence] Step off the path for a few minutes. Find a spot under one of the trees and settle in.

[Silence]
     Notice the patterns in the bark of the branches. Furrowed and flaky, bark peels away incrementally from the limbs, like a chrysalis rupturing as new life expands and cracks its protective shell. The needles, dark green and stiff in mid-stretch, are each tipped with a fat bead of moisture, drops of water not yet dense enough to free fall to the earth. As your gaze softens and sharpens, you notice droplets of water are also clinging to the underside of the branches. How long, you wonder, has it taken this tree to collect the water from the damp air around it?

[Silence]
     The air is still, still enough to hear the water collecting on the trees. Still enough for you to hear the infinitesimally small sound of a wafer of bark lifting another micron of itself away from the trunk. [Short silence] Inside you there is a chrysalis ready to expand and crack open, sheltering possibilities and potential, glistening with promises. Soften and sharpen your gaze. What do you see? What is the newness that has taken root in you? How will you nurture it?

[Silence]
     In the distance, you hear the wind as it sighs toward your tree. In an instant, you are showered with crystalline beads of water twirling free from their embrace of the tree. The branches lightly flex themselves and settle back into place, open, receptive to whatever may next collect along their ridges and grooves. A nuthatch, intently focused and goal oriented, flits to a spot high on the tree trunk and starts nosing around. A small shard of bark peels off, falling at your feet. [Silence]
     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.

[Short silence]
Note: since this meditation’s depth arises from its frequent silences—about 30-60 seconds each -- make sure you allow enough time so that you can guide it without rushing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/guided-meditation-potential
5.10: 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
6.0: Prayers

6.1: A Prayer of Risk by Rev. Tamara Lebak (123 words)
Holy One who has given us the breath of life,

Today we remember

To breathe deeply

To rest

To take in

To pause before we act…

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

And risk jumping in

Risk taking action

Risk speaking up

Risk using the gifts we have been given

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

That no part of our existence was wasted in fear of failure or fear of success.

Hold us;

Prepare us the way to begin to offer the gift of our awakened presence,

Full of love and light today.

These and the prayers of our hearts we lift up now in the silence…

Amen.

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

6.2: Born Again by Rev. David Horst (23 words)
From night into day,

From chill into warmth,

From sleep into awakening,

We open our hearts to the wonder of life,

Born again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/born-again 

6.3: Shantideva Prayer, adapted by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (181 words)
This pastoral prayer is adapted from the prayer of Shantideva, an 8th century Buddhist monk and major source of inspiration to the Dalai Lama, who references the original prayer often. There are many translations, some of which contain the whole text; some of which do not.

     May I be a guard for those who need protection; when I seek protection, may I find it and share it.

     For those who wish to cross to a further shore, may I be a boat, a raft, a bridge.

     May I be open to the companionship of others as I make my way to places still before me.
     May I be a lamp in the darkness for all who seek it; may that light be never extinguished from my own sight and my own heart.

     May I be a resting place for the weary and be healing medicine for all who are sick; may I know the salve of others for my own afflictions, whether of the body or of the mind, or of the heart.

     Where others see scarcity, may I see a vase of plenty, a tree of miracles.

     As part of the boundless multitudes of living beings, may I bring sustenance and awakening, freedom from sorrow, and may I delight in our common existence.

     Holding most tenderly those with broken hearts, let us sit together in stillness.

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

6.4: Tibetan Buddhist Prayer, anonymous (35 words)
May you be at peace,

May your heart remain open.

May you awaken to the light of your own true nature.

May you be healed,

May you be a source of healing for all beings.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/tibetan-buddhist-prayer 

6.5: May We Trust in the Spirit by Rev. Greta W Crosby (136 words)
     Let us join in the exercise of silence for reflection, repose, meditation, or prayer.

(Silence)

     In reflecting upon the dispiriting time in which we live, I have come to believe that the basic religious response is to refuse to be dispirited for long.

     May we seek and find grounding wherever it may be found: perhaps in the buds blooming; in the grace of a touch, a smile, a word, a helping hand, a decision or vote or election that goes well, a discovery that enlightens or encourages us.

     May we trust in the spirit that will not be quelled forever, that rises up in people from some mysterious source, energy that comes again to affirm that people matter, their needs and aspirations matter, and that the condition of people's flourishing is the cultivation of truth and love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5484.shtml 

6.6: All Life is Beautiful by Rev. Brian Kiely (192 words)
     Spirit of Life, if you have a lesson for us, it is that all life is beautiful. We are each born into this world who we are, tall or short, with our own color of skin, with our own sexual orientation. How can anyone ever tell us we are anything less that beautiful, anything less than whole?*

     We pray that this nation and every nation will remember their duty to protect human life and particularly the lives of LGBTQ persons fleeing danger and death.

     We pray for those who are forced from their homelands and their cultures and their religions not because of some fault or sin, but because of who they are; who are placed in grave danger simply for being the person they were born to be.

     We pray also for the enlightening of governments here and around the world who, with casual disregard for life, would deport those refugees back to their unfeeling homelands and near certain death.

     All human beings are born free—equal in dignity and rights. They are endowed with reason and conscience. May we all act towards one another in affirmation of our common humanity.
*This line is taken from Libby Roderick's hymn "How Could Anyone," #1053 in Singing the Journey.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/all-life-beautiful 

6.7: Spirit of life—mysterious power in all creation by Rev. Andrew C. Backus (118 words)
     Spirit of life—mysterious power in all creation—we stand before you now as countless others have stood asking that you make yourself known to us. 

     Let us find you in the glories and wonders of the world and in moments of great joy and ecstasy. 

     But most of all, let us find you in the commonplace: in that which we touch every day. Let us find you in the familiar: in those whom we touch every day. Let us find you in ourselves: at the center of our being. 

     Teach us in the careless, casual moments when we do not ask to be taught. And let us know that we are, indeed, part of the mystery. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5627.shtml
6.8: God of all generations by Rev. Marta M. Flanagan (127 words)

     God of all generations, in all the power, mystery and design of this world, draw us near, inspire us to see anew the life before us. Make us like the child who sees so clearly and touches so deeply. From the source of our being, we yearn for new vision, new eyes to see the world, new ears to hear the cries of sorrow and of joy. Uplift us to the glories beheld in ourselves and in those around us. And yes, open our hearts to the pain we guard within ourselves and to the pain known by the hungry in body and in spirit.

     In this moment of life, sustain us in the silence of our own thoughts and prayers...

(Silence)
     Peace be to this congregation. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5558.shtml
6.9: Let us pray to the God by Rev. Max A. Coots (142 words)

     Let us pray to the God who holds us in the hollow of his hands—to the God who holds us in the curve of her arms—to the God whose flesh is the flesh of hills and hummingbirds and angleworms—whose skin is the color of an old black woman and a young white man, and the color of the leopard and the grizzly bear and the green grass snake—whose hair is like the aurora borealis, rainbows, nebulae, waterfalls, and a spider’s web—whose eyes sometime shine like the evening star, and then like fireflies, and then again like an open wound—whose touch is both the touch of life and the touch of death—and whose name is everyone’s, but mostly mine.

     And what shall we pray? Let us say, “Thank you.”

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5592.shtml
6.10: O Deep Mystery of our Lives by Rev. Sheldon W. Bennett (241 words)
     O Deep Mystery of our lives—voice in our hearts and light in our minds -- in the joyful freedom of our fellowship, we are here together as adventurers called forth in spirit, men and women moving, yearning, questing, pushing the limits of our lives outwards to what is more loving and just, more beautiful and truer. 

     Here in this meeting house, this place made holy by the memories, the aspirations, the purposes and ideals of those before us, we would be inspired by their example. These were women and men of vision. These were people of spirit. 

     We, here today, are also people of spirit. We, too, are struck in awe before the great mystery of the cosmos. We, too, are powerfully moved by a deep concern for our world and our care for one another. The spirit moves also in us—as a free religious community joined in a common covenant of aspiration, commitment and hope. 

     May ours be a faith that is more than just beautiful words and high ideals. May ours be a faith of vitality and commitment, a faith that burns in our hearts and blazes in our minds. May ours be a faith that shines to the world as the light of deeds and the witness of actions. 

      O Source and Spirit of our lives, may we respond boldly to your call to adventure—for justice, for love, and for joy. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5047.shtml
6.11: Source of life and death by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes (179 words)
     Source of life and death, ground of all being, Spirit of our spirits, whose we are in life and in death—Life itself is the great mystery and death a part of it. In truth we know not the one nor the other. We live and die in the mystery of being from moment to moment till at the end we merge with the universe and marry the All in One, the One in All. 

     We pray for ourselves this day. May we be more kind, tolerant and charitable toward one another and all with whom we share this globe of love and laughter and tears. Knowing our mortal frame, that we have no given day with certainty, may we be more ready to lend a helping hand, make someone’s life a little easier and happier by what we do or say, bequeath a kinder and fairer earth than we received, and at the last bless the giver and receiver of life for all we have and are in this world and in the world to come. Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5609.shtml
6.12: At Peace by Rev. Michael A. Schuler (125 words)
     Lord of all being, the longer I walk upon this great green earth the less do I understand my purpose in being here; the less am I able to fathom the reason of my birth and span of life. 

     But strange though it seems, the task of finding solutions to the riddle of me and the mystery of you seems less urgent these days. It’s not that the question has lost significance, but that slowly I am learning to have faith—faith that if I live my life intently, reverently, self-consciously, moment by moment, your universe will slowly unveil itself, in its own good time. 

     And so, I do not force the issue—and so within life’s splendor I am at peace. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5594.shtml
6.13: World that is my home by Rev. Mark Belletini (262 words)

World that is my home, Spirit that matters, Speak to me in the voices of Ralph Waldo Emerson, yes, and Florence Nightingale,
But sound as clear in the songs of meadowlark and crickets.
Show yourself in the rage of Susan B. Anthony or William Lloyd Garrison,
But reveal yourself as well in geysers and volcanic fissures.
Shine in the eyes of a Michelangelo or a John Dewey,
But blaze as well in a hive of bees or the glint in a black bear’s pupil.
Let Bach proclaim you, and all the wolves arching on their ridges!
Let Lao Tse laud you with poetry sublime,
But let each falling leaf from the liquid ambers balance verse for verse.
Let the neck of a Balinese dancer sign your presence;
Let the richness of sapote fruit broken open in the sun speak of you.
Let the beaches enrobe you, the cumulus clouds crown you in splendor.
Dance in the splashes of rain in puddles,
Spin in the equations on the geometer’s desk.
Hum in the sleeping dreams of Einstein as well as in his writing.
Bring me down to earth, oh Spirit of Life, my home, my world that matters!
Let humans once again remember their origin from the cool dark humus.
Let mortals once again remember… we are fragments of a holy whole which we neither can see nor control by force of will.
Return us all to the humility of the seasons, of times that flow no matter our mood or prayer or wish,
And by such humility, grant us peace at last. Amen.
Source: http://www.clfuu.org/read-mobile/quest/god/a-prayer/
6.14: 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
6.15: Prayer in a Time of Awe by Rev. Maureen Killoran (183 words)

     Holy grandparents of the Universe...energies of creation...endless mysteries of life:
You are the music that sounded before our world was born,
sound and silence woven throughout the ages,
far beyond the most profound wisdom humanity has been able to touch.

     Be with us, deepen our willingness to live without certainty;
to take the risks of living on the edges of our creativity;
to step beyond the boundaries of possibility and hope.

     Help us always to remember that we are in our essence the magic of star stuff:
that we are kin to all that is and was and may yet come to be.

     Teach us to temper our impatience, to retain our conviction that what we do makes a difference;
that even our smallest act can contribute to the good of a greater whole.
Be with me in my uncertainties. Rejoice with my small triumphs.

     Comfort my losses. Remind me I am never alone, not in my joys or in my tears.
In the blessing of our silence, may I feel your presence, something greater than I have yet been able to comprehend.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-time-awe
6.16: Prayer for When Words Fail by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (265 words)

     This is a prayer for when words fail, for when they are not big enough or small enough to slip into the little cracks left in our hearts by life’s unbearable pressures.

     This is a prayer for when the biggest noun cannot know the enormity of joy, or when the most active verb is paralyzed in the face of grief unuttered, horror undescribed, or loss beyond accounting.

     This is a prayer for when words, precious emblems though they are, cannot take into their embrace the hugeness of experience or the expanse of indebtedness or the many tangles of complexity and confusion.

     This is a prayer for when we must sit with our breath, kneading the small truths we can touch as if they were therapy for our restless hands. This is a prayer for all who have known the large void of hope which is trauma.

     This is a prayer for wounded hearts and bodies, for those whom we ought to always remember and sometimes choose to forget.

     This is a prayer that begins with gratitude for what we can understand and know, and ends with humility which reminds us that not all is ours to do.

     This is a prayer for those times when words fail and all is left is the “yes” and the “no” of it all, and our ability to let the cord of the breath lead us from this moment to the next.

     This is a prayer for all who have been lost, that in our memory they might be found.

     May we be the ones to make it so.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-when-words-fail
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Jacob Trapp
7.3: SLT #536 Morning Poem by Mary Oliver
7.4: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Ralph Helverson

7.5: SLT #660 To Live Deliberately by Henry David Thoreau

7.6: SLT #665 Transcendental Etude by Adrienne Rich

7.7: A Day! by Rev. Naomi King (189 words)

Litany Response: “A Day!”

Do we really apprehend what a day is? Do we feel its importance? Do we know its capacity?

A day!
It has risen upon us from the great depth of eternity, girt round with wonder; emerging from the womb of darkness; a new creation of Life and Light spoken into being by the word of God.

A day!
In itself one entire and perfect sphere of space and time, filled and emptied of the sun.

A day!
Every past generation is represented in it—it is the flowering of all history.

A day!
And in so much it is richer and better than all other days which have preceded it.

A day!
And we have been recreated to new opportunities with new powers;

A day!
Called to this utmost promontory of actual time, this centre of all converging life.

A day!
And it is for to-day’s work we have been endowed—its is for this that we are pressed and surrounded with these facilities.

A day!
The sum of our entire being is concentrated here and to-day is all the time we absolutely have. Celebrate today.

A day!
Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/184316.shtml
8.0: Readings
8.1: What He Said: A Riff on Thoreau by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (651 words)
“Wake up!”

“But I am awake.”

“Then why do you live your life as if you are sleeping?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well you and countless others are awake enough for physical labor, but do you think that is really being awake?”

“Well, yes!”

“And I disagree. If you had not been overcome with drowsiness each and every day, you and all of humanity would have accomplished so much more in life.”

“But look at all we have accomplished!”

“You miss my point entirely. Only one in a million is awake enough for effective intellectual exertion. Have you become all that you could be?”

“Well, perhaps not. I’m a work in progress.”

“And how far do you think you will get? Do you not see your purpose, even in your dreams? Only one in a hundred millions is awake to a poetic or divine life.”

“Well, not everyone can be a poet.”

“That’s not what I mean. My life has been the poem I would have written, but I could not both live and utter it. I am speaking about living, about human possibility. To be awake is to be alive. I have never yet met anyone who was quite awake.”

“But I am clearly alive.”

“It takes two to speak the truth, — one to speak, and another to hear. And I don’t think you hear me.”

“I am listening, but you speak in riddles.”

“The mass of men [and women] lead lives of quiet desperation. Why should we be in such desperate haste to succeed and in such desperate enterprises? This is why I believe that you are asleep.”

“Well, I’m not asleep, but life is challenging and, for many, there is desperation.”

“But so much more is possible. We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an infinite expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us in our soundest sleep.”

“So the solution to everything is simply to get rid of my clock radio.”

“If one advances confidently in the direction of his [or her] dreams, and endeavors to live the life …imagined, he [or she] will meet with a success unexpected in common hours. ...In proportion as we simplify our life, the laws of the universe will appear less complex, and solitude will not be solitude, nor poverty, poverty, nor weakness, weakness.”
“I guess it’s not really just about the clock radio.”

“No, it’s so much more. I know of no more encouraging fact than our unquestionable ability to elevate our life by a conscious endeavor. It is something to be able to paint a particular picture, or to carve a statue, and so to make a few objects beautiful; but it is far more glorious to carve and paint the very atmosphere and medium through which we look, which morally we can do. To affect the quality of the day, that is the highest of arts.”

“You’re saying that living should become an art.’

“Precisely! Each of us is tasked to make our life, even in its details, worthy of the contemplation of our most elevated and critical hour. But there is more.”

“What do you mean?”

“I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived.”

“How do I begin?”

“Wake up! The morning, which is the most memorable season of the day, is the awakening hour. If your elastic and vigorous thought keeps pace with the sun, the day is a perpetual morning. It matters not what the clocks say or the attitudes and labors of others.”

“So, you’re a morning person.”

“Morning is when I am awake and there is a dawn in me. And the same could be true for you.”

Source: Touchstones
8.2: The Eternal, Calling by Rev. Jake Morrill (376 words)
     I live in a rust-colored landscape of low hills and thin creeks, teeming with the creatures of Appalachia and coursing with the rhythms of how life is here. Your landscape may be different. How we live plays a part in what happens out there. And what happens out there plays a part in our lives.

     But landscape isn’t sewn only from the fabric of space. We also inhabit a landscape of time: the grassy patch of a day; the rough meadow of a year; the old-growth forest of a decade, with the light pouring in.

     When the pandemic hit, my calendar dissolved just like sugar in water. Days and weeks ran together. I stopped changing my clothes. For a while, I’m told, my hygiene could have been better.

     October, a friend of mine died. I wanted to rewind the tape, to get to say all the things I’d been meaning to say. But then someone said he was in the arms of the Eternal. And that made me think. Because “eternity” is a word that can mean different things.

     It can be an endless duration: the train on its tracks, chugging ineluctably forth, with no stations ahead.

     But it can also be the expanse to either side of those tracks. The wilderness there. And the ocean beyond.

     It’s this second, ever-present Eternal—the wilderness and the ocean—I am learning to visit. Prayer makes a trail to it. So can a dream. Or sweeping the kitchen if it’s mindfully done. All our beloved dead are there, as is that within us and the world which we’d counted as lost. And all of that yet to be.

     Who can say how you’ve been hurtling through all these days, flung from morning to night, all of it such a far cry from what you had planned? All I know is that the wilderness alongside every moment, sprawling in each direction, holds more than the silence that theologians imagine of God. Listen. There is something like birdsong, sweeter for the simple, holy fact of your life. It calls even now from the forested edge of the day, to awaken that within you which has always been there, so you know what to follow as you make your way home.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/eternal-calling 

8.3: Blowing the Shofar by Rev. John Marsh (152 words)
The human breath rushed through an animal’s horn

Once it was common

Regularly echoing off sheep strewn hillsides,

Ordinary as a bit of sparkle on a rain-washed city sidewalk

Now it calls from a distant past

“Does anybody here know the right way to blow this thing?”

The right way to blow a shofar is so that it reverberates somewhere inside:

Awakening, disturbing, embarrassing, unsettling, intruding,

Eliciting giggles, provoking reflection

Why do I do the things I do?

Who have I shortchanged?

How can I do better?

Have you been perfect this past year? Then the Days of Awe will be boring for you

The Shofar is sounding. (sound the Shofar)

How much honesty can I bare?

The shofar is sounding. (sound the Shofar)

The book of life is open

The shofar is sounding. (sound the Shofar)

The hand is writing

The shofar is sounding. (sound the Shofar)

L’ Shana Tova

May you be inscribed in the book of life for a good year.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/ceremony/281584.shtml 

8.4: Beyond Borders by Rev. Rick Hoyt (159 words)
     Man on roadside carrying suitcase.

Go forth

Because we are always going forth from somewhere

     Going from our homes, our childhoods

Going from our cities and countries

Going from innocence to experience to enlightenment

     Going into mystery and questions

Going into the desert

Getting to the other side.

     Go forth,

Leave behind the comfort and community of one place

Head into the anxiety and loneliness of another.

     Carry with you the love and laughter of this place

And let it light your way

Carry with you the wisdom you learned

and the good memories

May they give you strength for your journey

     And when you have been away long enough, far enough,

Done what you’d set off to do

Been there so long

That place too, starts to feel like home

     Come back

Come back to the one, universal

Everywhere and every when and everyone inclusive home,

This beloved community of all creation

That you can never ­really leave.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/beyond-borders
8.5: Beyond the Zero-Sum Game by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (158 words)
     For centuries, insiders

have been democratizing their religions.

     Incremental moments of institutional reform

have led to a new era of theological enlightenment.

     From out of ancient times

into the twilight of now,

these reformers have made a sacred vow:

to never mischaracterize freedom

as a zero-sum game.

     True freedom is not jealous.

True freedom is not envious.

True freedom is not spiteful.

     True freedom does not desire

to restrict the rights of others.

True freedom knows not a selfish thought,

knows not how to threaten.

     To sense true freedom is to know that

your win is my glory and that

your suffering is inextricably tied to my own.

     For, the sum of all that is holy shines far beyond

the tools of our evolving democracy––

from party jingles to picket signs.

     The sum of all that is holy is found

in our collective desire to know freedom

not as a political slogan,

but as a way of life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/beyond-zero-sum-game
8.6: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words)
     When this country was founded, the aspiration was high. The men who imagined it dreamed big, casting a vision of a world where all men were created equal, where rights were endowed by our creator, transcending culture and the expectations of the day; where life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness would be allowed and enjoyed without infringement. It was a radical and new vision, born from Enlightenment optimism, inspired by scientific discovery. It was an intoxicating vision, as bold as the Protestant Reformation that swept all of Europe.

     And they had the hubris to believe they could make it happen. They staked their claim in the Declaration of Independence and institutionalized it in the Constitution. They elected their first President and when he stepped down, relinquishing power to return to the role of citizen, those founders believed they lived to see their vision realized. A new President ran for office and the Republic was up and running. It was done. A new world order.

     Those men weren’t distracted by the genocide they inspired, or the enslavement of other people they required for this nation to be born. They declared equality while swimming in a sea of inequality. When they declared “ALL men were created equal”, they meant white, Protestant men. They didn’t mean women. They weren’t including Black people who’d been enslaved, or those who were free. They didn’t include Catholics, Jews, or people who didn’t own land. They were so proud of their inclusivity, so inspired by their own cutting-edge philosophy, that they had no idea how narrow it was, how constrictive, how small a vision.

     The men who wrote those words were calling into being a More Perfect Union. They were Establishing Justice. Insuring Domestic Tranquility. Securing the Blessings of Liberty. They believed that they, and the men of their generation, would will this new nation into being. They would establish the structures required for such a grand vision, they would test it, and then it would be done. They didn’t realize it would require many more people, many different voices. They didn’t know how many generations would have to be part of the creation of that dream—how long it would take before the nation they imagined would be made manifest.

     The soul of America has yet to be born.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/equality-sea-inequality
8.7: “Change” Is a Word on Wheels by DeReau K. Farrar (317 words)
     Every Sunday morning, the church choir and I spend time in reflection and silence before we begin the first worship service. I often offer my thoughts on the day's theme or the state of the world, providing context to the message we bring.

     On a recent Sunday, I said to the choir, “So often, we make the mistake of living according to our hopes instead of according to our realities.” I didn't mean to say it, and I didn't know that I would. But as I did, the statement became immediately true.

     I wonder if, in our efforts to “be the change we wish to see in the world,” we stop short at our ideal selves: the idea of ourselves we are most comfortable with. I wonder how often I think I've already been the change—and I'm waiting idly for the tendencies of the world to catch up. I’m unsettled by how frequently I’m surprised by my own social idiocy. How many times need I screw up the same person's pronouns, or note that I am not surprised that the person who just nearly ran me off the road is of a certain race and/or age, or make immediate assumptions about someone because of what I perceive to be their class?

     Or maybe this is a better question: How many times do I need to make mistakes at the expense of other people, or people’s groups, before I’m ready to admit that I’m not any better at this than the bigoted and willfully ignorant?

     I am liberal. Often painfully so. I am not enlightened. I am not elevated. I am not better. But I believe, with everything I am, that I can be.

     “Change” is a word on wheels. It’s not a destination, but a journey. If I am to “be change,” I must commit to humility and refuse to settle for my own comforting achievements.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/change-world-wheels
8.8: Making Room at the Table by Rev. Erika Hewitt (418 words)
     I spend a lot of my Saturday evenings feeling awkward at wedding receptions, because most guests don’t want to talk to The Minister. Are they worried that I’m boring, or that I’ll look them deeply in the eye and ask about their relationship with God? Either way, being alone with a plate of hors d'oeuvres is preferable to going home to finish my sermon.

     A few weeks ago, though, I was delighted when a table of wedding guests—obviously friends, who'd traveled in from two states away—waved me over.

     “We’re therapists,” one of them explained, “so nobody ever wants to talk to us, either.” Upon learning that I’m a Unitarian Universalist, the entire group—not all of them white, not all of them straight, not all of them gender conforming—exchanged knowing looks.

     “What?” I probed.

     “That means you’re safe,” one of them announced as the others nodded. They’re not religious, they elaborated, but they trust UU communities to accept them without judgement.

     It makes you want to cheer, doesn’t it, when outsiders praise the people you call home? I so wanted to gather up their affirmations to dole out back at the UU ranch… but I couldn’t. As I smiled politely, I called to mind the UUs in my life who are queer; who live with a disability; who are people of color. I thought about their countless stories of their lived experience being painted over with the brush of privilege, and the harm inflicted upon them by people with good intentions. I remembered my colleague Sean Parker Dennison’s reminder that there are many people in the world who are never completely safe—and don’t expect to be.

     Those of us inside the Unitarian Universalist fold know that when it comes to living our expansive, inclusive, anti-oppression faith, we fall short (sometimes in 3-D, technicolor ways). I do. And every time my privilege and I cause harm, I get to decide whether my arrogant decision that I’m enlightened or woke outweighs evidence to the contrary.

     It was a gift, on that early summer evening, to be received by a group of strangers as if I belonged, and to hear them call my UU kindred a haven. While I know there’s a gap between who they say we are and who we are in practice, those seven therapists gave me a second gift: they fortified my commitment to keep closing that gap, and to transform our UU communities into havens: a home for all who need us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/come-talk-us 

8.9: A longing for what is real by Anne Hillman (81 words)

     I did not know I was on a search for passionate aliveness. I only knew I was lonely and lost and that something was drawing me deeper beneath the surface of my life in search of meaning. There is a hunger in people to go to those deep depths; to know that our lives are sacred; that our hearts are truly capable of love. It is a yearning to be all the we can be. A longing for what is real.

Source: https://www.goodreads.com/author/quotes/522200.Anne_Hillman
8.10: The Gardener by Anthony Flew (190 words)

Once upon a time, two explorers came on a clearing in the jungle. In the clearing were growing many flowers and many weeds. One explorer says, “Some gardener must tend this plot.” The other disagrees, “There is no gardener.” So, they pitch a tent and watch. No gardener is ever seen. “But perhaps he is an invisible gardener.” So, they set up a barb-wire fence. They electrify it. They patrol with bloodhounds (for they remember H.G. Wells” Invisible Man could be smelled and touched even though he could not be seen). But no shrieks ever suggest that some intruder has received a shock. No movement of wires suggests an invisible climber. The bloodhounds do not bark. Yet still the believer is not convinced. “But there is a gardener, invisible, intangible, insensible to electric shocks, a gardener who has no scent and makes no sound, a gardener who comes secretly to look after the garden he loves.” At last, the sceptic despairs, “But what remains of your original assertion? Just how does what you call an invisible, intangible, eternally elusive gardener differ from an imaginary gardener or no gardener at all?”
Source: http://www.stephenjaygould.org/ctrl/flew_falsification.html
8.11: Divine Honey as told by Leo Tolstoy (94 words)

A man pursued by a tiger climbs down into a well. At the bottom of the well he sees the gaping jaws of a dragon. Unable to go either up or down, the poor man clings to a bush growing between the loosened stones. As his strength begins to fail, he spies two mice, one white, one black, gnawing at the branch he is hanging from. A few seconds more and he will fall. Knowing himself about to die, the man makes a supreme effort and licks two drops of honey from the leaves.

Source: Tolstoy by Henri Trovat, Grove Press, 2001, p. 376.
8.12: A Mother? Source unknown (233 words)

“Twins, a sister and brother were talking to each other in the womb. The little sister said to the little brother, ‘I believe that there is life after birth!’ Her brother protested: ‘No, no, this is all there is. This is a dark and cozy place, and we have nothing else to do but to cling on to the cord that feeds us.’ But the little girl insisted: ‘There must be something more than this dark place, there must be something else where there is light and freedom to move.’ Still, she could not convince her twin brother. Then...after some silence, she said hesitantly: ‘I have something else to say, and I am afraid you won’t believe that either, but I think there is a mother!’ Her little brother now became furious: ‘A mother, a mother, what are you talking about? I have never seen a mother and neither have you. Who put that idea in your head? As I told you, this place is all we have so let’s be content.’ The little sister finally said: ‘Don’t you feel this pressure sometimes? It’s really unpleasant and sometimes even painful.’ ‘Yes,’ he answered, ‘what’s special about that?’ ‘Well,’ the sister said, ‘I think this pressure is there to get us ready for another place, much more beautiful than this, where we will see our mother face to face! Don’t you think that’s exciting!”

Source: https://philipchircop.wordpress.com/2013/10/06/twins-in-the-womb/
8.13: from Our First Source: Direct Experience of Transcendence and Wonder by Rev. D. Audette Fulbright Fulson (212 words)

This first source …refers to something that Huston Smith, that great chronicler of the world’s wisdom traditions, calls “religious musicality,” by which he means that in many people there seems to exist the ability and the desire to know God or the divine in some personal, experiential manner. To give an example of what he means, …consider …the song “Magic Every Moment.” Dan Fogelberg sings, “On a high and windy island, I was gazing out to sea/when an old forgotten feeling came and took control of me/it was then the clouds burst open, and the sun came pouring through/when it hits those dancing waters in an instant all eternity I knew.” Fogelberg …describes an experience which is common rather than uncommon. People all over the world and across time have described similar experiences of a transcendent Oneness. Others just have quickly have argued to explain the experience away…, but people who have had that experience …hold strongly to it, considering it legitimate and often transformative. …Unitarian Universalists do not dictate the manner in which a person may come to know God or the Divine or the Ultimately Meaningful. We are not that arrogant. Instead, we affirm that direct experience is one of the ways in which we might determine what is meaningful….

Source: no longer online
8.14: The Compassion of Lo Mein by Rev. Kaaren Anderson (430 words)

     A couple of years ago, my friend, Marcy, and her boyfriend, Brian, were having dinner at a Chinese restaurant. As they enjoyed a plate of lo mien, engrossed in conversation, a hand reached down and scooped up their plate of noodles. A voice, quick and agitated, mumbled “Sorry!” and a thin, poorly dressed woman left the restaurant with their plate of lo mien. 

     In astonishment, they watched her walk down the street, holding the ceramic plate with the flat of her hand as she stuffed noodles into her mouth, slapping sharply against her face. The owner realized what had happened and darted out the front door, chasing after the noodle thief. He stood firmly in front of her, blocking her way and grabbing a side of the plate. A struggle ensued, noodles slid uneasily from one side to the other, slopping over the edge. He surged forward and pulled with a heroic strong-arm attempt to retrieve his plate. The woman’s fingers slid from the plate. Noodles flew, then flopped pathetically on the sidewalk. 

     Left empty-handed, with soggy, contaminated noodles at her feet, the woman stood with arms hung dejectedly at her side. The owner walked victoriously back to the restaurant with the soiled plate in hand. My friends were given a new heaping plate of lo mien, although they had already consumed half of the stolen plate. A stream of apology in Chinese came from the proprietor. Unable to eat anymore, they asked to have the noodles wrapped up and set off to see their movie. 

     A block later they came upon the lo mien thief. The woman was hypercharged. She simultaneously cried, convulsed and shouted at a man, who rapidly retreated from her side. My friend, unsure about what to do, listened to her boyfriend’s plea to just walk away. But she didn’t. Instead, she walked over to the thief and said, “Ah, we haven’t formally met, but about ten minutes ago, you were interested in our noodles. They gave us some new ones, are you still hungry?” The woman nodded and extended her bony arms. She took the Styrofoam container in her hands, and bowed ever so slightly. Marcy told me this story as an Atheist with an awareness that something moving and real—as she put it—had happened in the exchange. But she did not use traditional theological language. Yet once again, her act of a practical compassion led to a holy encounter. It was in Marcy’s experience—in her transcending the needs of her own—where the holy was ushered in.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/4562.shtml
8.15: Newton by Alfred Noyes (62 words)
     Knowledge, they say, drives wonder from the world;

they say it still, though all the dust’s ablaze 

with marvels at their feet,

while Newton’s laws foretell 

that knowledge one day 

shall be song.

     We seem like children wandering by the shore,

Gathering pebbles colored by the wave;

While the great sea of truth, from sky to sky

Stretches before us,

Boundless, unexplored.

Source: http://www.public-domain-poetry.com/alfred-noyes/newton-28087
8.16: from May Sarton’s Well by May Sarton (177 words)

     ... if one looks long enough at almost anything, looks with absolute attention at a flower, a stone, the bark of a tree, grass, snow, a cloud, something like revelation takes place. Something is “given,” and perhaps that something is always a reality outside the self. We are aware of God only when we cease to be aware of ourselves, not in the negative sense of denying the self, but in the sense of losing self in admiration and joy.
     Whatever peace I know rests in the natural world, in feeling myself a part of it, even in a small way.
     For us who have no religion in the old-fashioned sense, who can say no prayers to a listening God, nature itself—nature and human love—polarize, and we pray by being fully aware of them both.
     One thing is certain, and I have always known it—the joys of my life have nothing to do with age. They do not change. Flowers, the morning and evening light, music, poetry, silence, the goldfinches darting about. . .

Source: May Sarton’s Well: writings of May Sarton by May Sarton, Edith Royce Schade, Papier-Mache Press, 1994
8.17: Introduction to Nature by Ralph Waldo Emerson (154 words)
     Our age is retrospective. It builds the sepulchers of the fathers. It writes biographies, histories, and criticism. The foregoing generations beheld God and nature face to face; we, through their eyes. Why should not we also enjoy an original relation to the universe? Why should not we have a poetry and philosophy of insight and not of tradition, and a religion by revelation to us, and not the history of theirs? Embosomed for a season in nature, whose floods of life stream around and through us, and invite us by the powers they supply, to action proportioned to nature, why should we grope among the dry bones of the past, or put the living generation into masquerade out of its faded wardrobe? The sun shines to-day also. There is more wool and flax in the fields. There are new lands, new men, new thoughts. Let us demand our own works and laws and worship.

Source: Nature by Ralph Waldo Emerson
8.18: The Night Thoreau Spent in Jail by Rev. Kathryn A. Bert (243 words)

     I like this fictional dialogue from the play based of course, on the Essay on Civil Disobedience… Henry and Ellen (a supposed love interest) are out in a boat on Walden Pond, and Ellen asks him to explain to her what transcendentalism is. 

     So, he asks her to put her hand over the side of the boat and into the water. With great reluctance, she does so. “Can you touch the bottom?” he asks. But she replies that it’s too deep. “For the length of your arm” he says, “not for the length of your mind. Why should your reach stop with your skin? When you transcend the limits of yourself, you can cease merely living—and begin to BE!” But, she doesn’t keep her hand in the water for very long, and pulls it out replying, “I’m a little afraid to just be.” Ellen asks Henry if he is ever afraid, and this is what he says: “I’m afraid that I might “live” right through this moment—and only live. Look at you and only see you… what if there’s more and I miss it? What if all that is beautiful, in women, in the world or worlds—what if it is totaled up in this face here, in front of me—and I am empty enough to think I am merely seeing one face?” “That’s transcendentalism?” asks Ellen. “If you like”, says Henry David Thoreau, at least in this fictional account.

Source: Transcendence, a sermon by Rev. Kathryn A. Bert
8:19: What Is Worship? by Rev. Mark Belletini (155 words)
     Worship invites us to focus on the transcendental, the intimate, and the worthy. Worship helps us regain our grip on the fragmented, the obsessive, and the divisive. Worship reminds us that we—empowered by the love we receive and give—may challenge any idol of greed or violence which pollutes the human condition. We ask that you bring to worship something of what you receive: a capacity to heal, to think both critically and poetically, and to experience a growing sense of belonging, rootedness, and blessing. 
     Worship helps us regain a sense of ourselves. The slow dance of our bodily movements in daily life, the timbre of our voices when we sing together, the glint of joy in another’s eye…: these return us to our senses in a world that often seems devoid of sensual inspiration. For in worship, the sensual is one with the spiritual, the intellectual, and the emotional. Come, taste and see….
Source: https://www.uuabookstore.org/Assets/PDFs/3064.pdf
8:20: Psalm 19 by Jane Wohl (150 words)
The heavens declare the glory of God: and the firmament sheweth his handywork. 

Like worms with no eyes, we see light

through our skins, our hearts and lungs blossom,

turn, like great sunflowers, to the sun.

The balloon in my chest breaks against black branches

tangles, struggles to escape on wind.

Birds flock like Morse code across 

the February sky. Dots and dashes swooping

in some language eyes can’t read. Tomorrow’s 

sun rises like Columbus on some unknown ocean.

Some days I wish I were like Galileo’s daughter

in her convent sending letters, like small birds,

to her father. Reading what he sent winging back, 

going into the garden at night to see the stars as he saw them,

not like jewels on velvet, but worlds spinning out past

knowing, feeling light coming in through her skin, too dark

for eyes, knowing how great an un-knowing, like hunger,

possessed him.

Source: https://www.sheridanuu.org/Presentations%20Folder/Jane%20Wohl%20Sermon%2011.5.06..htm
8.21: from Lines Composed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey; On Revisiting the Banks of the Wye During a Tour, July 13, 1798 by William Wordsworth (145 words)

And I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime

Of something far more deeply interfused,

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

And the round ocean and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man;

A motion and a spirit, that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all thought,

And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still

A lover of the meadows and the woods,

And mountains; and of all that we behold

From this green earth; of all the mighty world

Of eye, and ear,—both what they half create,

And what perceive; well pleased to recognise

In nature and the language of the sense,

The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul

Of all my moral being.

Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/45527/lines-composed-a-few-miles-above-tintern-abbey-on-revisiting-the-banks-of-the-wye-during-a-tour-july-13-1798
8.22: With or Without Religion by Phyllis Tickle (213 words)

     Spirituality is that part of the subjective life which we all experience, regardless of the culture, regardless of the faith to which we adhere. It’s the interior world that we all have. The spiritual world can be psychological. It can be emotional. But for all of us it is also more. There is something in there, and we all, at some time or another, are aware that there’s more than Dr. Freud’s psychology…. There’s more than emotion. There is a [sense of] presence there. There are very few adults who will not say that at some time or another they’ve [intuited] a voice. Or they have had a premonition. Or they engaged a dream consistently, night after night, until it began to take some resonance in their lives. They were engaging the spiritual world.

     …Spirituality is traveling lightly but awaredly in the world of the interior…. This does not have to mean that you’re communing with God or that you’re engaging divine agencies. It may be that you’re engaging the life force, or a sense of wonder, a sense of pattern. One of the most deeply spiritual faiths is Taoism, which engages the pattern. And there is majesty in the pattern… Spirituality is traveling freely enough and intimately enough so that you engage what’s there.

Source: The Life of Meaning: Reflections on Faith, Doubt, and Repairing the World, by Bob Abernethy & William Bole, Seven Stories Press, 2007.
8.23: The Silence of the Stars by David Wagoner (311 words)
When Laurens van der Post one night
In the Kalihari Desert told the Bushmen
He couldn’t hear the stars
Singing, they didn’t believe him. They looked at him,
Half-smiling. They examined his face…. (see complete poem using the link below)
Source: https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/the-silence-of-the-stars/
8:24: Earth Dweller by William Stafford (122 words)
It was all the clods at once become 
precious; 
…The world speaks everything to us. 
It is our only friend. (see complete poem using the link below)
Source: http://www.ayearofbeinghere.com/2015/11/william-stafford-earth-dweller.html
8.25: Boundaries by Rev. Lynn Ungar (132 words)

     The universe does not
revolve around you.
The stars and planets spinning
through the ballroom of space
dance with one another
quite outside of your small life.
You cannot hold gravity
or seasons; even air and water
inevitably evade your grasp.
Why not, then, let go?

     You could move through time
like a shark through water,
neither restless nor ceasing,
absorbed in and absorbing
the native element.
Why pretend you can do otherwise?
The world comes in at every pore,
mixes in your blood before
breath releases you into
the world again. Did you think
the fragile boundary of your skin
could build a wall?

     Listen. Every molecule is humming
its particular pitch.
Of course you are a symphony.
Whose tune do you think
the planets are singing
as they dance?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/boundaries
8.26: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick (172 words)

     Early spring awakens
memories of a deeper cold
and hopes of a warmer

     wetness,
sprouting seeds and budding branches.

     Gray trees on gray sky screen eyes
from all that lies

    waiting:
the color of a million

     flowers,
the feathers of migrating

     songbirds,
the blossoming smiles of

     friends.

     Soon we will no longer look to the night stars to guide us.
Soon the path

     will be lit and our task certain.

     In the warming days we will plant our

     future,
uprooting useless skeletons of

     last year’s harvest,
breaking the clods

     of indifference,
carefully pulling the

     weeds of

     neglect
so

     that roots can stretch.

     Before the harvest moon rises and we wait

     again,
images of still distant summer

     days
awaken thoughts of a time

     when
all is done that can be done.

     Then the harvest.
Then the transformation.
Then the baking.
Then the

bread.

     All we know and love is in this cycle.
All that has been or will be is in

     this loaf.
Take it.
Break it.
Give

     thanks
and pass it on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/communion-with-earth-sky
8.27: The End by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (98 words)
It’s hard to believe it is finished.
She was so full of life and fun
until just before the end—
keeping track of people,
enjoying the outdoors,
caring for family,
all of it.

Something came for her.
She did not want to go.
She denied the summons,
fighting this final truth of her life.

We did not want it either,
but then, we had not seen
the summoning presence.
We did not know.

When she relaxed
and got ready to leave,
we all felt strange,
awkward, wondering.

It was so sudden.

But she was fine.
No longer here.

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/transcending-boundaries
8.29: 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
8.30: This Is How We Are Called by 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
8.31: A Prayer among Friends by John Daniel (107 words)

Among other wonders of our lives, we are alive
with one another, we live here
in the light of this unlikely world
that isn’t ours for long.
May we spend generously
the time we are given.
May we enact our responsibilities
as thoroughly as we enjoy
our pleasures. May we see with clarity,
may we seek a vision
that serves all beings, may we honor
the mystery surpassing our sight,
and may we hold in our hands
the gift of good work
and bear it forth whole, as we
were borne forth by a power we praise
to this one Earth, this homeland of all we love

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/prayer-among-friends
8.32: Transcendence through Human Relationships by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (201 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.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/transcendence-through-human-relationships
8.33: There was a child went forth every day by Walt Whitman (152 words)

     There was a child went forth every day,
And the first object he looked upon and received with wonder 

or pity or love or dread, that object he became, 

And that object became part of him for the day or a certain part

 of the day . . . . or for many years or stretching cycles of 

years.

     The early lilacs became part of this child,
And grass, and white and red morningglories, and white and red

clover, and the song of the phœbe-bird,

And the March-born lambs, and the sow’s pink-faint litter, and 

the mare’s foal, and the cow’s calf, and the noisy brood of 

the barn-yard or by the mire of the pond-side . . and the fish 

suspending themselves so curiously below there . . . and the 

beautiful curious liquid . . and the water-plants with their 

graceful flat heads . . all became part of him.

Source: https://www.poets.org/poetsorg/poem/there-was-child-went-forth-every-day
8.34: A Playful Mystery Play for Four Voices by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (1,326 words)

Reader 1: Once upon a time

Reader 2: A long time ago

Reader 3: A very, very long time ago

Reader 4: Like, before your parents were even born

Reader 1: There was a Mystery.

Reader 2: She was a great Mystery.

Reader 3: And nobody understood or appreciated her

Reader 4: Mainly because there was no one else around to appreciate or understand much of anything.

Reader 1: For a long, long time nothing happened.

Reader 2: The great mystery waited.

Reader 3: And waited

Reader 2: And waited some more,

Reader 1: Until at last she said,

Reader 4: “I’m bored!”



Reader 1: And so, the Mystery set the stars in the heavens,

Reader 2: And planets to circle the stars,

Reader 3: And comets to wander to and fro,

Reader 2: And it was all very beautiful.

Reader 1: But after a couple of billion years of watching, the Mystery decided it was still

Reader 4: “Boring!”



Reader 1: The Mystery was lonely.

Reader 2: She wanted someone to play with.

Reader 3: So, she looked among all the stars and planets.

Reader 1: But some of the stars were

Reader 4: Too hot.

Reader 2: And others were

Reader 4: Too cool.

Reader 1: And some of the planets were

Reader 4: Too big

Reader 2: And others were

Reader 4: Too little

Reader 3: But finally, she found one that was

Reader 4: Just right!



Reader 2: The planet was covered with water

Reader 3: But there were huge chunks of land sticking out,

Reader 1: And even mountains and plains and rivers.

Reader 2: Best of all, there were tiny, tiny, creatures called protozoa,

Reader 3: That lived and squirmed in the water.



Reader 4: “Come play with me!”

Reader 1: The Mystery said.

Reader 3: But the protozoa just kept on squirming like they hadn’t even heard her.

Reader 2: Which isn’t surprising

Reader 3: Because they didn’t have any ears.

Reader 1: After another couple of billion years of watching the stars and planets and comets

Reader 3: And the squirming protozoa

Reader 4: The Mystery was bored again.



Reader 1: Then the Mystery got an idea.

Reader 3: She decided to glue some of the protozoa together with stuff called protoplasm.

Reader 2: When they were stuck together, the protozoa began working together.

Reader 3: They formed eyes and feet and mouths and stomachs

Reader 4: And ears!

Reader 3: So they could see and move around and eat and digest

Reader 4: And hear me!



Reader 1: But even if the new creatures could hear the Mystery, they didn’t pay much attention to her.

Reader 2: Instead, they watched each other.

Reader 3: And they moved around and ate and digested each other too.

Reader 4: At least it was more interesting than watching the stars and planets and comets



Reader 1: It was more interesting because as the new creatures watched and moved around and ate and digested,

Reader 2: They changed.

Reader 3: They grew.

Reader 4: They evolved.

Reader 1: And soon there were all kinds of different animals

Reader 2: In the seas and on the land

Reader 3: And mountains and rivers.

Reader 1: There were cows that said moo.”*

Reader 2: And sheep said “baa.”*

Reader 3: And three singing pigs said “la la la.”*

Reader 4: No! No! That isn’t right! Pigs say Oink all day and night!*

Reader 3: Oh! (singing) oink!

Reader 2: (singing) Oink!

Reader 1: (singing) Oink!



Reader 1: But the idea of singing pigs got the Mystery thinking.

Reader 2: Maybe some of the animals could use their mouths for singing or talking as well as eating.

Reader 4: They would make great playmates!

Reader 3: So she waited and watched as the animals continued to evolve.

Reader 2: And sure enough, after another bazillion years, she saw them.

Reader 4: They were really funny looking.

Reader 2: All of their fur was stuck on top of their heads!

Reader 3: And just a few other places on their bodies.

Reader 2: And they walked on just two feet!

Reader 3: Instead of all four, like most of the other creatures.

Reader 2: But best of all, they could talk!

Reader 4: They would be so much fun to play with!



Reader 1: The new creatures had problems, though.

Reader 2: The new creatures didn’t have any fur, so they were cold much of the time.

Reader 3: They didn’t have big teeth or sharp claws, so they had trouble getting food to eat.

Reader 4: So the Mystery gave them some ideas for making fires and growing crops.

Reader 3: And for a while everything went just great.

Reader 2: The new creatures called themselves humans, which means “from the earth.”

Reader 3: And for a long time the humans lived in balance with the other creatures.

Reader 4: The Mystery enjoyed watching the humans and giving them new ideas.

Reader 2: But she was always careful to make sure that the humans never saw her or heard her directly

Reader 4: Because then she wouldn’t be a Mystery any more.



Reader 1: The humans were curious, though, and wanted to know more about the Mystery

Reader 2: Was the Mystery at all human, like they were?

Reader 3: Was the Mystery male, or female, or something else entirely?

Reader 2: Did the Mystery care about them?

Reader 4: Of course, I do!

Reader 1: If they prayed hard enough, would the Mystery make their crops grow?

Reader 4: Perhaps, but only if you take care of the earth.

Reader 3: Or punish their enemies?

Reader 4: I don’t think so! Your enemies want me to punish you, but I won’t do that either!



Reader 1: The humans had lots of other questions too, like,

Reader 2: Where do we come from?

Reader 3: What are we supposed to do with our lives?

Reader 2: Why do people get sick, suffer, and die?

Reader 4: But the Mystery was silent about these things.

Reader 1: She knew that if she spoke to them, the humans would think that she was a god,

Reader 3: A god like they wrote about in their ancient books.

Reader 2: But the mystery was greater than any god, and far beyond anything the humans could imagine.

Reader 3: She didn’t want to terrify the humans.

Reader 4: And besides, it was more interesting this way.



Reader 1: More time passed, and the humans kept evolving.

Reader 2: They gathered themselves together in cities, and built roads to connect the cities.

Reader 3: They planted huge fields of crops, and built machines to harvest the crops.

Reader 2: And they built other machines for traveling on the roads.

Reader 3: And they took the cows and sheep and pigs and penned them up to use for food.

Reader 1: And they argued a lot about what they were supposed to be doing with their lives.

Reader 4: But the Mystery kept quiet, hoping they would figure it out for themselves.



Reader 1: The humans kept building; more cities and roads, more fields, and more machines.

Reader 2: Soon the world was filled with humans.

Reader 3: There was no room for the wild animals.

Reader 2: The cows and sheep and pigs got more and more crowded in their pens.

Reader 1: The humans were running out of room too.

Reader 3: Some thought there was no more room for Mystery, either.



Reader 1: When the Mystery realized that the humans thought they had figured out everything for themselves, she became very sad.

Reader 2: Some of the humans claimed that the Mystery was angry, and if everybody didn’t do what they said, she would destroy them.

Reader 3: Others said that they didn’t need the Mystery anymore; they could do fine on their own.

Reader 2: It seemed that the humans were too busy building and arguing to play anymore.



Reader 1: The Mystery wanted to say something, but she knew her voice would terrify the humans.

Reader 2: She also believed that they would argue about the meaning of her words.

Reader 3: They couldn’t even agree on what “Thou shalt not kill” or “Love your enemies” meant.

Reader 4: And besides, she knew that simply making the humans do what she wanted would take the fun out of playing.



Reader 3: But maybe there was another way.

Reader 2: The Mystery knew that the humans wouldn’t listen to her, no matter how loudly or clearly she spoke.

Reader 1: Maybe instead of telling the humans what to do in a loud voice like thunder, she should use a softer voice, like a whisper.

Reader 2: Maybe instead of speaking to their ears, she should speak to their hearts.

Reader 3: Maybe instead of using words, she should use feelings.

Reader 4: And that is exactly what she did.



Reader 1: If you listen very closely, you will hear what the Mystery is saying to you.

Reader 2: Don’t listen with your ears, listen with your heart.

Reader 3: Think about what you feel when you consider this beautiful planet, our home.

Reader 4: Do you feel joy?

Reader 3: Do you feel a sense of wonder?

Reader 2: Do you feel thankful?

Reader 1: Do you feel love?

Reader 4: Each of these feelings is part of the Mystery.

Reader 3: Because each of us is part of the Mystery.

Reader 2: When we recognize and act on our feelings of joy, wonder, thanksgiving, and love,

Reader 1: Then the Mystery will play with us and through us for a long, long time to come.

Reader 2: Amen.

Reader 3: Shalom.

Reader 4: And Blessed Be

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/184426.shtml
8.35: Return and Remember by Rev. Summer Albayati (366 words)
     Many years ago, I experienced a serious crisis of faith. I felt buried by pain and suffering, and I wasn’t sure if I would ever dig my way out to see the sun rise again. This crisis of faith took me on a journey to find myself, and to come to an understanding: in my suffering, there was a holy and sacred space.

     Since the Prophet Muhammad first received a revelation of the Qur'an in the Cave of Hira—Ramadan is a celebration of this fact—I tried to embrace my crisis as an entrance to a cave that the divine had opened up for me. All I needed to do was enter, to seek refuge, and this I did.

     It’s always a challenge to feel a sense of the holy when I go through difficulties. But it’s at that exact time that I need to find more time for prayer, study, and meditation. When the holy month of Ramadan approaches, it becomes a beautiful reminder to return to myself, and remember who I truly am and what the divine is calling me to become.

     Ramadan is a time of going deeper into a spiritual oasis, like entering a cave for a few hours while I fast from bodily nourishment. It’s an invitation to pause for a whole month while I find spiritual awakening by studying the Qur’an more deeply, and performing embodiment prayers five times a day. It becomes a holy retreat from the mundane, even in the midst of the ordinary.

     For thirty days, I fulfill my spiritual needs as if in great hunger for the divine spirit and, hopefully, I emerge from the cave transformed. This holy experience is the healing. This sacred time is an abundant act of love. And this is what I seek each year during this most blessed of months, so I can answer the call of the divine spirit.

     What if I were to find spiritual nourishment by entering whatever doors opened up to the divine spirit on a daily basis? What if each day I awakened and began it in theological reflection, or praising the name of the divine each morning and evening? Who would I become?

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/return-and-remember 

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: Cherish Your Doubts by Rev. Dr. Michael Schuler (84 words)

Cherish your doubts, for doubt is the servant of truth. Question your convictions, for beliefs too tightly held strangle the mind and its natural wisdom. Suspect all certitudes, for the world whirls on—nothing abides. Yet in our inner rooms full of doubt, inquiry and suspicion, let a corner be reserved for trust. For without trust there is no space for communities to gather or for friendships to be forged. Indeed, this is the small corner where we connect—and reconnect—with each other.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6006.shtml 

10.1: Because of those who came before, we are by Rev. Barbara J. Pescan (48 words)
     Because of those who came before, we are;
in spite of their failings, we believe;
because of, and in spite of, the horizons of their vision,
we, too, dream.

     Let us go remembering to praise,
to live in the moment,
to love mightily,
to bow to the mystery.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/183062.shtml
10.2: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)

     Like the cosmic dust following after a great Perseid meteor, we are the living remnants of time and all that has come to pass in its wake—briefly shining lights on the way to eternity. We are only visible to the naked eye for an instant. Take this moment to shine like the start dust you are. May the light of our time on earth shine to bless the world and each other. Shine. Shine. Shine.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/shine
10.3: In the river, the water continually flows by Rev. John C Morgan (36words)

In the river, the water continually flows on, yet the river is ever there.

“Our lives flow on in endless song,” yet life and joy shall never end.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6013.shtml
10.4: May the Spirit of Love be a living flame before you... by Eric Williams (29words)

My friends, may the Spirit of Love be
A living flame before you,
A guiding star above you,
A firm path below you,
And a gentle presence behind you.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/may-the-spirit-of-love
10.5: Revel in the Mystery by Antonia Bell-Delgado (50 words)

May we find the courage to revel in the experience of the mystery. 
May we approach the unknown with excitement (even if we can only muster a tiny bit).
May we celebrate the curiosity that leads to searching.
May we meet ourselves along the way and love us, unapologetically.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/revel-mystery
11.0: Sermons

11.1: Already Broken: A Buddhist Perspective on Life by Rev. James Ishmael Ford (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/19845.shtml) (877 words)

     …I glanced across the greening grass at my concrete Ho-tei. And, I thought I saw a crack, a really big crack running right through him.

     "Rats!" I exclaimed, walking over to give him a little closer examination. Sure enough, an enormous line ran up from the ground right to his neck. The damp and wild extremes of Midwestern winters had finally proven too much. 

     …Ho-tei, also known as Pu-tai, while frequently called the laughing Buddha, is not a Buddha at all. …I had always found him a little annoying because in popular American imagination he frequently is the Buddha—a fat jolly guy seen either standing with his hands raised above his head, or sitting on the ground with one knee up.

     Ho-tei always has a wide grin and an even wider stomach. Sometimes the sitting version has kids crawling over him. …He was an historic Zen monk who wandered from village to village with a bag of treats he gave to children. Together with the Bodhisattva Jizo, he is a patron, a protector of children in East Asian culture. Altogether an admirable figure. But he isn't a Buddha.

     My Ho-tei is one of the sitting versions, rather finely detailed. At this point I had lived with him for a number of years, and over those years had become very fond of him. I found I liked to sit out in the yard with him and contemplate the bugs and birds. His weight had become a household joke in a family that has moved a great deal over the last few years. I frequently would say we will probably still be hauling him around when I … retire to the Winnebago. At this point I realized this wasn't very likely. Sure, I knew I would try to patch him up. But, I more than suspected his fate had already been written.

     It was a small disappointment. I can't call it a broken heart, but certainly a bruise. I felt the loss of something I'd come to be familiar with and fond of, and with which I associate many memories. Then, …I found myself thinking of something Achaan Chah Subato, the great Theravandan meditation master once said about broken glasses. I have it framed and hanging on a wall in my office: “One day some people came to the master and asked ‘How can you be happy in a world of such impermanence, where you cannot protect your loved ones from harm, illness and death?’ The master held up a glass and said ‘Someone gave me this glass, and I really like this glass. It holds my water admirably and it glistens in the sunlight. I touch it and it rings! One day the wind may blow it off the shelf, or my elbow may knock it from the table. I know this glass is already broken, so I enjoy it incredibly.’”
     This was a season when a number of people I know and care about had lost loved ones. Always it is complicated. In a very few cases the death had been what can be called "good." There was enough time to draw affairs to a close and to communicate messages to those who needed them. And when the time came loved ones were there. Other times this wasn't the case. Totally unexpected loss—accidents or blindingly quick illnesses. Sometimes these deaths were marked with feelings of bitterness and regret that will never be addressed with any satisfaction.

     And so, …I found myself thinking about loss, and how precious and precarious all things are. This is true of glasses, and concrete statues, of pets, of lovers and spouses, of parents and children and friends. It is very hard to just enjoy it incredibly.

     But, as we consider …new beginnings, …I hope we will take one good look at the passingness of things, the precious fragility of everything. A single blade of grass, a much-loved coffee mug, a fading photograph, a quick kiss; all speak of the wonder and transitoriness of life-and-death within the interdependent web. There is beauty and wonder in this existence. And as hard as it can be to face, the simple truth is this very moment is the only place we will find life and love and meaning.

     I think of this and realize it is time to kiss a child, to pack a lunch and take a walk, to have that conversation I've been putting off. Perhaps we all should take the opportunity to do some such thing. …Hope is with us, hope reigns, so long as our blood pounds through our bodies.

     And so, as we go out into the world and the year, with our human hope bursting from deep within us, I also hope we remember the glass really is already broken. This pause is important—it awakens us. Now such a pause should not awaken us to despair or hopelessness; it is an invitation, a call to enjoy it incredibly! Our appreciation of even the smallest things in our lives is the very majesty and magic of our human existence. We must hold everything lightly, for everything passes. But, and I really believe this, such a holding is enough—when we give it our whole hearts, our full attention.

11.2: Unitarian Universalists, Cats and Dogs by Rev. Christopher Buice (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183809.shtml) (1,216 words)
     In the Unitarian Universalism, we find inspiration from many different sources. The inspiration for today’s sermon comes from a joke. You may have heard it:

     Q: What’s the difference between cats and dogs?

     A: Dogs look at people and say, “They feed us. They give us shelter. They take care of our every need. They must be gods.” Cats look at people and say, “They feed us. They give us shelter. They take care of our every need. We must be gods.”

     …The joke does remind me of a comment that Thomas Starr King made about Unitarians and Universalists. Until 1961 Unitarians and Universalists were two different denominations. In that year the American Unitarian Association merged with the Universalist Church of America to form the Unitarian Universalist Association. However, in the 19th century Thomas Starr King [a Unitarian and a Universalist] was asked to describe the differences between these two denominations. He replied, “Universalists believe that God is too good to damn them to hell forever. Unitarians believe they are too good to be damned.” And so, we might say that Unitarians are cats and Universalists are dogs.

     Of course, every metaphor breaks down under close scrutiny. Our family has four cats. One of the best ways to entertain them is to get one of those laser pointers and shine it around the house. The cats will chase it, jump for it, pounce on it and never understand why they don’t seem to be able to catch that sparkling red point of light. I have never seen any Unitarian do this, although Unitarians do show a lively interest in science and technology. Our family has a dog. Like many Universalists, Annie finds inspiration in Nature. She likes to go for long walks in the fields and woods. She thrives on running in the clean open air. However, I have never seen a Universalist sniff some of the things my dog is willing to sniff. So, when I say Unitarians are cats and Universalists are dogs I am not trying to gloss over the real differences. I am simply employing an imperfect metaphor.

     Many of us who came into the movement after 1961 think of ourselves as Unitarian Universalists. We do not identify with one tradition, but both. I am one such person. However, Unitarians and Universalists did bring two distinct theologies into the movement. In Unitarian churches the emphasis was on the worth and dignity of every person and tolerance for differences. Universalists focused on the text “God is love” and placed emphasis on the ways that human personality blossoms in the larger sustaining love of human community and to the divine. I think there is value in both of these traditions.

     My cats seemed to have a strong sense of their own worth and dignity. They are affectionate but often on their own terms, choosing the place and the moment for any contact with the human members of the household. Our cat’s attitude toward our dog is one of tolerance. There is a “live and let live” philosophy but no great warmth or demonstrative affection. My cats are independent, self-sufficient. I do not claim to know their religious beliefs, but it is possible they are Unitarians.

     My dog, on the other hand, is very demonstrative with her affection. She runs to greet me at the door. She wags her tail. She barks. She jumps up and down. Around my dog, I get the feeling that the meaning of life is to love and to be loved, to express our feelings. To let others know that we are glad to see them, that we missed them while they were gone, to be an open book. My cats like to curl up in a corner for some silent solitary retreat. My dog wants to be in the thick of things, surrounded by people and love. I do not claim to know my dog’s religious beliefs, but she might be a Universalist.

     In some ways this creative tension between cats and dogs, Unitarians and Universalists is similar to patterns that can be found in other aspects of life. For instance, in Buddhism there is a tension between the Theravada and the Mahayana schools of thought. In the Theravada school, enlightenment is achieved through silent retreat, self-contained meditation. The goal is enlightenment and no one can achieve this goal for you. You must achieve it for yourself. No God or gods can help you do this; you must do it on your own. Radical self-reliance is the path to the goal of individual salvation. Once you reach enlightenment or nirvana you do not return to help others get there. Everyone must get to enlightenment through his or her own efforts.

     The Mahayana school of Buddhism places special emphasis on compassion. According to the Mahayanists, compassion is more important than wisdom or enlightenment. Or perhaps it is better to say that compassion is the necessary fruit of enlightenment and without it enlightenment has little value. Here, the goal is also to reach enlightenment or nirvana. However, once you achieve it, the idea is to return from that state into the real world in order to guide others to the place you have discovered. The person who returns to serve others is revered as a bodhisattva, or what folks in the West might call a saint.
     …My cats belong to the Theravada school. My dog belongs to the Mahayana school. 

     …You can get a lot of mileage out of the philosophy, “God helps those who help themselves.” But Hurricane Katrina [like other major hurricanes] reminds us that all our efforts can be blown away in a single moment. When the hurricane hits, the flood waters rise, the levees burst and we are stranded on top of a roof we might come to the conclusion that “God helps those who are helped by one another.”

     …For many, there is a strict dichotomy between these ways of looking at the world. It is self-reliance vs. compassion. It is either/or instead of both/and. There is something to be said for self-reliance and individual autonomy. As the Sufi mystics teach, we all need times alone, “for only when a glass of water is taken out of a raging ocean can it be still.” And we all need those moments of stillness and solitude. However, we also need to love and be loved, to express ourselves, to be demonstrative about how we feel. These are human needs and perhaps deeper than human. Perhaps cats, dogs and all creatures of the earth and sky feel these needs too.

     …We need both cats and dogs in the world, Unitarians and Universalists, Theravada and Mahayana Buddhists. In order to be whole and complete persons, we need to cultivate our self-reliance and our ability to give and receive love, our humility and our pride; our times of solitude and our times of companionship. The prophet Isaiah envisioned a day when the lion and the lamb would lie down together…. In my household, the cats and the dog do lie down together; in their own unique ways, they seek to accommodate other creatures that are not exactly like them. So perhaps there is hope for peace in this church, peace in the world, peace between Unitarians and Universalists, cats and dogs.

11.3: How Do We Wake Up? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,475 words)
Awaken

     Thoreau’s conversation with the world could be summarized as just how crucial it is to wake up. And, it is his conversation with us still if we choose to listen and, he would hope, act. The idea that we are asleep may seem incredulous, but being asleep is a metaphor for all of the ways in which we do not live as fully as we might. He is talking about levels of consciousness, depths of experience, and the fruits of contemplation. 

     Thoreau was not the first to make awakening a primary focus of life. One of his students asked Buddha, “Are you the messiah?” “No,” answered Buddha. “Then are you a healer?” “No,” Buddha replied. “Then are you a teacher?” the student persisted. “No, I am not a teacher.” “Then what are you?” asked the student, exasperated. “I am awake,” Buddha replied. The word, Buddha, means “awakened one” or “enlightened one.”

     Of course, as Rick Fields wrote, “One might say that Thoreau was pre-Buddhist in much the same way that the Chinese Taoists were. He forecast an American Buddhism by the nature of his contemplation, in the same way that a certain quality of transparent predawn forecasts a clear morning.” (See Thoreau, The Buddhist by Rick Fields at https://www.krabarchive.com/ralphmag/thoreau-swansJ.html) As Fields quotes Thoreau, “‘I know that some wilI have hard thoughts of me, when they hear their Christ named beside my Buddha,’ he wrote in A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers, ‘yet I am sure that I am willing they should love their Christ more than my Buddha, for the love is the main thing.’”
A Sleep too Deep

     Evolutionarily, there was a time when, given the limited development of our brain eons ago, we did not possess the consciousness that we do now. And when almost every waking moment had to be directed toward the work of survival in a largely inhospitable world where we competed with other species, including the ones that pursued us as their prey, we did not have the ability or the luxury to awake in Thoreau’s sense. Ironically, today when we have the luxury of being awake, there are forces, those imposed by society and those self-imposed that conspire to keep us asleep. I’m not talking about Ambien or any other sleep aid, but of existential conditions that, at times, seem insurmountable. Depression is a powerful reality that can make it impossible to awake to ourselves or the world. Fear is almost as powerful, as is both anxiety and stress. Addiction, whether grounded in a substance or a behavior like overwork, can keep us asleep. The busyness and complexity of life can cause our slumber. To combat busyness and complexity, Thoreau had one maxim: “Simplify, simplify.” 

     We are asleep as well, because we are deceived by appearances. Thoreau wrote, “When we are unhurried and wise, we perceive that only great and worthy things have any permanent and absolute existence, that petty fears and petty pleasures are but the shadow of the reality.” But, as he suggests, too often we close our eyes and slumber. We consent to be deceived and build our life on purely illusory foundations. It may be easier to be asleep than awake, but Thoreau knew that we are only truly alive in those moments in which we are awake. 

Life Out of Balance

     In his journal (1845 entry), Thoreau recalls the fable in which Jupiter sent a plague to the island of Aegina that killed all of the inhabitants except Aeacus, who, in turn, prayed to Jupiter to repopulate the island. Jupiter responded to the prayer by turning ants into people. In Walden, Thoreau wrote, “Still we live meanly, like ants; though the fable tells us that we were long ago changed into men.”

     This “ant-like” reality is captured in a cascade of visual images in the 1982 film Koyaanisqatsi produced and directed by Godfrey Reggio, which took almost six years to make. The first image in the film is an ancient pictogram by the Fremont Indians located in the Great Gallery at Horseshoe Canyon in the Canyonlands National Park in Utah. The film starts slowly, and has a calming effect until a close-up of the Saturn V rocket during the lift-off of the Apollo 12 mission. This fades into a scene of a desert landscape followed by footage of changing ocean waves and cloud formations. And so it goes. There is absolutely no dialogue in this 87-minute film. The soundtrack is a score by Phillip Glass. It accompanies the succession of moving images, many in either slow-motion or time-lapse cinematography. Some of the sequences are of the natural environment, always offering a brief respite, but most focus on human society, and they are jarring. The longest segment of the film at 22 minutes is called The Grid. Its theme is the speed of modern life and the people in this sequence seem little more than ants. Koyaanisqatsi is a word from the Hopi language that means “life out of balance” or “life of moral corruption and turmoil.” Another meaning of the word, which Thoreau would have understood, is “a state of life that calls for another way of living.” 

Wow!

     Many years ago, I managed to get away for a family vacation over a long Labor Day weekend, visiting several state parks and forests in West Virginia. Bookings were easy because public schools were back in session. Our trip took us to Blackwater Falls; Cranberry Glades, with its northern bog and many species native to the Arctic; Seneca State Forest; Organ Cave, which Robert E. Lee’s troops used as a refuge; a ride on the Cass Railroad, an old logging train; a trip into a working coal mine in Beckley that closed in 1910; canoeing on Bluestone Lake; and a hike through the Core Arboretum, which features an old-growth hardwood forest on a hillside that descends more than 200 feet to transition Gallery of Horseshoe Canyon into a floodplain forest. 

     I recount the destinations because, in a curious way, they transported us back to the time of Thoreau. This was most notable when we stayed in an old cabin in the Seneca State Forest that was built in the early 1930’s by the Civilian Conservation Corps. Among its “amenities” were gas lamps, wood burning stove, and no running water or electricity. We quickly cooked dinner as dusk came and then went to bed because the gas lamp’s illumination was marginal at best. With more than enough sleep, I awoke early and saw and heard the dawn arrive as I lay in bed. I associate that dawning with a piece written by Tom Bodett in his book, Small Comforts. He, his wife, and young son were sleeping overnight at a friend’s house where they were spending the weekend. As dawn’s light began to stream in through the window, Bodett heard his son stir, wake-up, and then greet the dawn with a single word, “Wow!” Bodett concluded that he must “awaken,” “if this tiniest of guides can show me from his crib how to open my eyes in the morning, see that I am in Paradise, and say “wow.’”
Morning Work

     Albert Camus also spoke about Paradise, writing, “On certain mornings, as we turn a corner, an exquisite dew falls on our heart and then vanishes. But the freshness lingers, and this, always, is what the heart needs. The earth must have risen in just such a light, the morning the world was born.”

     Thoreau wanted us to discover our “morning work,” a phrase from Walden. This phrase blends two of Thoreau’s key concerns: being awake and living deliberately. Thoreau believed that we prepare ourselves to do this “morning work” by cultivating an “inward morning” through awakening, spiritual practice, and self-culture. In her wonderful book, Dawn Light: Dancing with Cranes and other Ways to Greet the Day, Diane Ackerman writes, “Whatever else it is, dawn is always a rebirth, a fresh start, even if familiar routines and worries charge in clamoring for attention.”

     Before we look into the mirror in the morning to greet our lovely countenance, reborn, but a bit disheveled from sleep, we might cultivate a practice of greeting the day as children’s author Byrd Baylor proposed. She wrote, “The way to start a day is this—Go outside and face the east and greet the sun with some kind of blessing or chant or song that you made yourself and keep for early morning.” 

     We awake, not by rising from bed, but by rising from within our self to greet the world each day, to give thanks for the gift of life, to acknowledge the profound connections that we have with others, and to commit ourselves to awakening the dawn in others. Thoreau’s admonition is simple: seize the day! In the end, it is the only way to wake up.

11.4: Answering the …Right With the Big Heart of Universalism by Rev. Scott Alexander (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/183441.shtml) (1,171 words)
     As must be obvious…, these are times of great tension and conflict in America. Much of this turmoil in our nation is focused on …vocal and visible battles that are occurring on many fronts to determine whose values, principles, beliefs, and perspectives (whose worldview) will determine the shape of American life. In particular, …religious and cultural conservatives are waging a fierce battle against what they perceive to be the evils of liberalism (including the availability of abortion and sex education; the affirmation and protection of LGBTQ+ persons; and the cultural inclusion of minorities and women by means of multiculturalism and feminism—to name a few). Fundamentalist Christians (and others) are passionately convinced that there has been a dangerous erosion of old standards of American life...a dangerous shift away from the assumptions and ideas that they believe built and sustained our nation.

     …The intellectual and spiritual battle lines have been drawn, and a very important struggle is underway between competing ideas and values—between competing visions of what American society is going to look and feel like…. …Unitarian Universalists [must] not sit on the sidelines…. As religious people with a good and decent vision for human persons and society, we must …speak up and stand up for the principles that give our religion its large heart and enduring beauty.

     The cultural and religious struggle we are now in may seem like a brand-new thing to many of you—but nothing could be further from the truth. In fact, [over] 200 years ago, Universalism arose in just such a time of deep societal conflict.

     …Universalism …began as a radical and optimistic Christian heresy in response to the grim doctrines of 18th century Calvinistic Puritanism. 

     …Jonathan Edwards was a Puritan’s puritan, …the most renowned preacher of what was called The Great Awakening, an early version of a Born-Again Christian fundamentalist revival that occurred in the mid-1700s! He …had the power (and predilection) during his preaching to bring whole congregations to fearful wailing as he described the misery and damnation that they deserved, and would receive in hell, at the hands of an angry God. …Listen to a portion of one of his more famous sermons where he tells the listeners that they are Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God. [He wrote,] “The world of misery, the lake of burning brimstone, is extended abroad under you...Hell’s gaping mouth [is] wide open, and you have nothing to stand upon or take hold of... It is only the power and mere pleasure of God that holds you up.... The God that holds you over the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider or some loathsome insect over the fire, abhors you.”

     …Cheerful stuff this 18th Century Puritanism! But this was the substance and soul of the predominant Calvinistic theology of the day: God is a distant, angry, and stern judge...humanity a fallen and sinful beast...and most men, women and children are doomed to a hell of eternal damnation and misery for all their weakness and wickedness.

     …It was over this dark and forbidding spiritual landscape that blew the fresh and warm breezes of Universalism—a theology of love, reconciliation and hope. The early Universalists, in direct spiritual contradiction to Puritanism’s gloomy gospel, simply proclaimed that the essential qualities of God were not wrath, disgust and judgment, but goodness, mercy and love. The heart-felt good news of Universalism was that by God’s grace and power all of God’s children (every man, woman, and child—regardless of station or personality, weakness or wickedness) would ultimately be saved, welcomed back by an embracing and understanding creator. God’s salvation was offered to all, to the end that (as one early Universalist put it) "the last sinner will be dragged kicking and cursing into heaven." Universalist preachers proclaimed every human being to be a child of God—quite naturally possessing their divine parent’s inclination toward goodness and right, and therefore unavoidably drawn toward heaven and health by God’s all-powerful and encompassing love. Universalism’s life blood was the spiritual insistence that the evil and pain we see in our world need not be a permanent and pervasive part of the human condition. The early Universalists dreamed a larger hope than sin-saturated Puritanism, and passionately believed the natural inclination of God, humanity, indeed creation itself is toward the good. The American people (hungry for positive, hopeful, people-orientated religion) flocked to Universalist churches.... 

     …Universalism then and now, is not a naïve and foolish bluebird faith (one that cannot see human wickedness, foible and sin) it is rather a tenacious faith. Universalism is a promise to theologically hang in there with the complexities and cruelties of the human enterprise. It is the promise not to give up on people, but to keep struggling in our broken world for the improvement and inclusion of all—even those one might naturally (or even rightly) despise, reject, condemn, or judge. They simply refused to give up on people…

     …John Murray, the man who is credited with bringing Universalism to America, put it this way, "You possess only a small light, but uncover it, let it shine, use it in order to bring more light and understanding to the hearts and minds of men and women. Give them not hell, but hope and courage."

     We must unashamedly stand up in this culture and (without arrogance or vitriol…and even perhaps with an appreciation for the integrity and thoughtfulness of many evangelical Christians) give voice to our theological beliefs and spiritual perspectives just as our optimistic and unashamed Universalist forebears did. We must be the brave and forthright messengers of their larger hope for the whole of the human family. We must not sit back complacently, in that self-satisfied smugness that is so common in "right-thinking" religious liberals, and let their centuries-old vision for a better, kinder world die because of our sophisticated cowardice or neglect. We must speak and live and share the generous heart of Universalism.

     The "Bottom Line" is that, like it or not, we must be evangelists…that’s right, my good Unitarian Universalist brothers and sisters…evangelists. . .unashamed evangelists willing to speak up for the kind and generous truth that is Universalism. 

     …If we remove ourselves from the religious playing field—by being too nice, polite, or non-confrontational to even say what it is we believe and why it is we believe it and strive to live in accordance with it—then the [Right] will carry the day, and have their way with both us and the world and that neither we nor humanity can afford.

     …So let us be kind, gentle, respectful evangelists for that hopeful, inclusive human vision bequeathed to us by our Universalist forbearers, the stakes are too high for anything less!

     …This is the demanding call of Universalism. . .this is not a casual Sunday walk in the park, it’s a tough and foolish doctrine of inclusion and care that constantly challenges us beyond the narrow confines of our natural selfishness and fear… to ever wider circles of caring and compassion.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Ah, September! You are the doorway to the season that awakens my soul....”   Peggy Toney Horton

“I am not a teacher, but an awakener.”   Robert Frost

“For a seed to achieve its greatest expression, it must come completely undone. The shell cracks, its insides come out and everything changes. To someone who doesn’t understand growth, it would look like complete destruction.”   Cynthia Occelli

“Love is not to be found in someone else, but in ourselves; we simply awaken it.”   Paulo Coelho

“Today, many will awaken with a fresh sense of inspiration. Why not you?”   Steve Maraboli

“If you want to find the trail, if you want to find yourself, you must explore your dreams alone. You must grow at a slow pace in a dark cocoon of loneliness so you can fly like wind, like wings, when you awaken.”   Francesca Lia Block

“No single event can awaken within us a stranger whose existence we had never suspected. To live is to be slowly born.”   Antoine de Saint-Exupéry

“Gratitude therefore takes nothing for granted, is never unresponsive, is constantly awakening to new wonder….”   Thomas Merton

“To awaken from sleep, to rest from awakening, to tame the animal, to let the soul go wild, to shelter in darkness and blaze with light, to cease to speak and be perfectly understood.”   Rebecca Solnit

“…Awakening, or enlightenment is not the property of Buddhism, any more than Truth is the property of Christianity. Neither the Buddha nor the Christ belongs exclusively to the communities that were founded in their names. They belong to all people of goodwill….”   Jean-Yves Leloup

“It’s extraordinary how we go through life with eyes half shut, with dull ears, with dormant thoughts. Nevertheless, …few [have] known one of these rare moments of awakening when we see, hear, understand ever so much—everything—in a flash….”   Joseph Conrad

“When you are so full of sorrow that you can’t walk, can’t cry anymore, think about the green foliage that sparkles after the rain. When the daylight exhausts you, when you hope a final night will cover the world, think about the awakening of a young child.”   Omar Khayyám

“Times are difficult globally; awakening is no longer a luxury or an ideal. It’s becoming critical. We don’t need to add more depression, more discouragement, or more anger to what’s already here.”   Pema Chödrön

“You can use a challenge to awaken you, or you can allow it to pull you into even deeper sleep. The dream of ordinary unconsciousness then turns into a nightmare.”   Eckhart Tolle

“It is often during the worst of times that we see the best of humanity—awakening within the most ordinary of us that which is most sublime. …It is in the darkest skies that stars are best seen.”   Richard Paul Evans

“Awakening is possible only for those who seek it and want it, for those who are ready to struggle with themselves and work on themselves for a very long time and very persistently in order to attain it.”   G.I. Gurdjieff

“Men dislike being awakened from their death in life.”   T.S. Eliot

“All that is necessary to awaken to yourself …is …to turn your attention inward to the awake silence that you are.”   Adyashanti

“If you want to awaken all of humanity, then awaken all of yourself.”   Lao Tzu 

“I believe there’s a calling for all of us. I know that every human being has value and purpose. The real work of our lives is to become aware. And awakened. To answer the call.”   Oprah Winfrey 

“The good qualities in our soul are most successfully and forcefully awakened by the power of art. Just as science is the intellect of the world, art is its soul.”   Maxim Gorky 

“The ghostly winter silence had given way to the great spring murmur of awakening life.”   Jack London

“Each of us should strive to awaken. Awaken! Take heed, do not squander your life.”   Dōgen

“It is time to awaken to the fact that conformity to a sick society is to be sick.”   Richard J. Foster

“Watching the wonder of a dewdrop clinging on a tree leaf in the early morning sunlight can give us an ethereal thrill and at one time awaken the elapsed compass of our inner child.”   Erik Pevernagie

“True happiness comes …when we see our problems as a potential source of awakening, opportunities to practice, and to learn.”   Richard Carlson

“If you awaken from this illusion and you understand that black implies white, self implies other, life implies death…, you …can begin to feel your own existence as absolutely fundamental.”   Alan Watts

“When you read to a child, when you put a book in a child’s hands, you are bringing that child news of the infinitely varied nature of life. You are an awakener.”   Paula Fox

All memorable events, I should say, transpire in morning time and in a morning atmosphere. The Vedas say, “All intelligences awake with the morning.”   Henry David Thoreau

“Only in the reality of the present can we love, can we awaken, can we find peace and understanding and connection with ourselves and the world.”   Jack Kornfield

“Despair is the result of each earnest attempt to go through life with virtue, justice and understanding, and to fulfill their requirements. Children live on one side of despair, the awakened on the other side.”   Hermann Hesse
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