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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 part 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: Honoring Loss by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted (74 words)

1.2: Never Fully Extinguished by Rev. Patricia Shelden, adapted (84 words)

1.3: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted (109 words)

1.4: Come together in praise and thanksgiving by Rev. Mary Harrington (89 words)

1.5: Many Paths by Martha Kirby Capo, adapted (153 words)

1.6: We are people of all ages by Rev. Carol Meyer (147 words)

1.7: When News Has Been Sad by Rev. Sharon Wylie, adapted (119 words)

1.8: Come into this circle of community by Rev. Andrew Pakula, adapted (81 words)

1.9: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen (156 words)

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

      Easter

1.11: Call to Worship on Easter by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (83 words)

1.12: Easter by Rev. Charles Flagg (51 words)

1.13: Alleluia! by Rev. Jeanne Lloyd (149 words)

1.14: Easter Again by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (205 words)

1.15: Hope Is Risen by Elena Westbrook (89 words)

1.16: The Old, Old Story by Rev. Ian Riddell (90 words)

1.17: The Cave Tomb Is Empty by Rev. Lois Van Leer (88 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: All Souls Chalice Lighting by Rev. Florence Caplow (41 words)

2.2: In Memory by S. William Feiss, adapted (115 words)

2.3: In This Time of Loss by Rev. David Breeden (64 words)

2.4: Let There Be Light! by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (43 words)

2.5: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Rev. Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64words)

2.6: To Carry the Light Forward by Rev. Greg Ward, adapted (187 words)

2.7: Community Chalice Lighting by Atticus Palmer (80 words)

2.8: Come, Share, Peace by Rev. Amy Russell, adapted (199 words)

2.9: The Spirit of Water by Katie Gelfand, adapted (55 words)

2.10: …Chalice Lighting by Mira Mickiewicz, adapted (54 words)

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

2.12: All Souls Chalice Lighting by Rev. Viola Abbitt (81 words)

2.13: Life’s Sacred Dance by Rev. Joanne Giannino (54 words)

2.14: SLT #454 In Our Time of Grief by Rev. Christine Robinson

      Easter

2.15: For Holy Days on Which We Recall the Old Stories by Rev. Dillman Baker Sorrells (85 words)

3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath

3.2 SLT #17 Every Night and Every Morn

3.3: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love 
3.4: SLT #39 Bring, O Morn, Thy Music

3.5: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.6: SLT #96 I Cannot Think of Them as Dead

3.7: SLT #97 Sometimes I Fell Like a Motherless Child

3.8: SLT #125 From The Crush of Wealth and Power

3.9: SLT #127 Can I See Another’s Woe?

3.10 SLT #174 O Earth, You Are Surpassing Fair (Climate Grief)

3.11: SLT #192 Nay, Do Not Grieve
3.12: SLT #306 Sing of Living, Sing of Dying

3.13: SLT #336 All My Memories of Love
3.14: SLT #340 Still Though Gathered Here to Celebrate

3.15: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry

3.16: SLT #412 Let Hope and Sorrow Now Unite

   For Easter see #260-#270 & 344

      Singing the Journey 

3.17: SJT #1001 Breaths 

3.18: SJT #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.19: SJT #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.20: SJT #1021 Lean on Me

3.21: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

     Popular Music

3.22: Beloved by Mumford & Sons (4:51)

3.23: Marjorie by Taylor Swift (4:17)

3.24: I Grieve by Peter Gabriel (8:10)

3.25: Who Knew by Pink (3:32)

3.26: Everybody Hurts by R.E.M. (5:44)

3.27: Everybody Hurts by The Coors (5:35)

3.28: Memories by Maroon 5 (3:15)

3.29: See You Again by Wiz Khalifa ft. Charlie Puth (3:57)

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

3.31: I’ll Be Missing You by Puff Daddy [feat. Faith Evans & 112] (4:31)

3.32: Every breath you take / I’ll be missing you (Sting / P. Diddy:) by Oberstufenchor Cusanus Gymnasium (6:24)

3.33: Fire and Rain by James Taylor (3:24)

3.34: Who You’d Be Today by Kenny Chesney (4:06)

3.35: Let It Be by the Beatles (4:03)

3.36: Wake Me Up When September Ends by Green Day (7:12)

3.37: One More Day by Diamond Rio (3:34)

3.38: Supermarket Flowers by Ed Sheeran (3:41)

3.39: If I Die Young by The Band Perry (3:49)

3.40: In Loving Memory by Alter Bridge with lyrics (5:40)

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

3.42: The Greatest Man I Never Knew by Reba McEntire (4:27)

3.43: Gone Away by The Offspring (4:29)

3.44: Last Kiss by Pearl Jam (3:22)

3.45: I Will Follow You Into the Dark by Death Cab for Cutie (4:00)

3.46: Gone Too Soon by Michael Jackson (3:38)

3.47: Don’t Take The Girl by Tim McGraw (4:15)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Wisdom Story: The Mish-Mash Heart, from Love Connects Us, adapted (460 words)

5.0: Meditations

5.1: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)

5.2: Immortality by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (251 words)

5.3: The End by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (98 words)

5.4: How Many More Sundays? by Rev. Eliot Brian Chenowith, adapted (226 words)

5.5: The Cradle is Empty–Again by Rev. Amy Williams Clark (140 words)

5.6: Penitent’s Prayer by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (243 words)

5.7: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (224 words)

5.8: Meditation on Hope and Love in a Time of Struggle by Rev. Alice Anacheka-Nasemann (209 words)

5.9: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (135 words)

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

5.11: Living Brings Us Closer to Dying by Rev. Helen Lutton Cohen (169 words)

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

5.13: Meditation on Eternal Life by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (103 words)

5.14: An Easter Mediation by Rev. Sam Trumbore (272 words)

      Easter

5.15: Easter Week 1982 by Rev. Robert Walsh (231 words)

5.16: An Easter Mediation by Rev. Sam Trumbore (272 words)

5.17: Awed by the Stone Rolled Back by Rev. Paul Sawyer (174 words)

5.18: Being the Resurrection by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (278 words)

5.19: Easter Is Breaking by Rev. Kathleen Rolenz (177 words)

5.20: Easter Morning by Rev. David O. Rankin (92 words)

5.21: Life Calls Us Out of the Tomb by Rev. Lisa Doege (235 words)

5.22: Spirit of life, we come together this Easter by Rev. Ruth Gibson (394 words)

6.0: Prayers

6.1: For All Our Losses by Rev. Patricia Shelden (108 words)
6.2: Prayer of Remembrance by Rev. Lori Walke (296 words)
6.3: Prayer… by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich, adapted (113 words)
6.4: Prayer for the Living by Rev. Tess Baumberger (178 words)

6.5: Memorial Prayer, adapted by Rev. Joel Miller (256 words)
6.6: Prayer by Rev. Laura Horton-Ludwig, adapted (182 words)
6.7: Source of life and death by Rev. Richard Fewkes (178 words)
6.8: What Can We Learn from Spring’s Power? by Rev. Cathy Rion Starr (251 words)
6.9: With Sighs Too Deep for Words by Rev. Lori Walke, adapted (421 words)
6.10: Help us to hold the mystery by Rev. Celie Katovitch (138 words)

6.11: Prayer after Terror by Rev. Jennifer Gracen (98 words)

6.12: God of Many Names and Mystery by Rev. Daniel Chesney Kanter (131 words)

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

6.14: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)

6.15: Let Care Be Our Prayer, O God by Rev. Richard Fewkes (296 words)

6.16: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words)

6.17: Praying for Refuge by Anonymous (289 words)

6.18: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)

6.19: We cannot be saved by anyone, or anything, but each other by Rev. Elizabeth Lerner Maclay (507 words)

6.20: Prayer for Compassion by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (237 words)

6.21: All Is Not Well by Rev. Beth Merrill Neel (127 words)

6.22: Prayer for the Second Half of Life by Rev. Darcey Elizabeth Hegvi Laine and Rev. Mary Grigolia (158 words)

6.23: What Gives Us Life by Rev. Vanessa Rush Southern and Rev. Alyson Jacks (189 words)

6.24: Prayer for Weary Times by Rev. Margaret Weis (289 words)

6.25: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #2 by Rev. Viola Abbitt (197 words)

6.26: Dark tremors sweep across our lives by Rev.George Kimmich Beach (236 words)

6.27: Prayer by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)

6.28: Oh, Divine Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger, adapted from 1st to 3rd person (267 words)

      Easter

6.29: Prayer for Easter Sunday by Rev. Wayne Arnason (232 words)
6.30: Easter Prayer by Rev. Kathleen Rolenz, adapted (220 words)

6.31: Who Are We to Bet Against Glory? by Rev. Julia Hamilton (183 words)

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #468 We Need One Another
7.2: SLT #620 To Jesus on His Birthday (Easter)
7.3: SLT #623 A Easter Morning (Easter)

7.4: SLT #627 Seasons of the Self (Easter)
7.5: SLT #628 Rolling Away the Stone (Easter)
7.6: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry 

7.7: SLT #718 All Souls by May Sarton

7.8: SLT #719 Those Who Live Again by George Eliot
7.9: SLT #720 We Remember Them by Roland Gittelsohn
7.10: SLT #721 They Are With Us Still by Kathleen McTigue
7.11: SLT #722 I Think Continuously of Those by Stephen Spender
8.0: Readings
8.1: Crowned with a Tree by Rev. Greta Crosby (65 words)

8.2: Living on Borrowed Time by Rev. Jack Mendelsohn (228 words)
8.3: Let Me Die Laughing by Rev. Mark Morrison-Reed (170 words)
8.4: Where God Is by Kenny Wiley (514 words)
8.5: When the Bottom Falls Out by Rev. Greta Crosby (129 words)

8.6: If I Should Die (and I will someday) by Ken Nye (308 words)
8.7: A River Runs Through It by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (279 words)

8.8: The Idiocy of Flight by Rev. Jane Rzepka (253 words)
8.9: We Can Never Know by Rev. Jay E Abernathy, Jr (266 words)
8.10: Laughing with the Ancestors by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (348 words)

8.11: Working Against Armageddon by Rev. Greta Crosby (138 words)

8.12: Lux Aeterna, Eternal Light by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (422 words)

8.13: Re-Birth by Betty Jeanne Rueters-Ward, excerpt (252 words)
8.14: Surviving Together by Rev. Kate Landis (254 words)
8.15: The Little Prince and Children’s Grief by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (631 words)

8.16: Comfort Ye My People by Rev. Barbara Rohde (429 words)
8:17: The Rocking Chair by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (695 words)

8.18: The Green After by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (518 words)

8.19: SLT #510 We Have Wintered and Mourned Enough by Rev. Jane Rzepka

8.20: SLT #527 Immortality by Richard Jefferies

      Easter

8.21: Let the Alleluias Rise Up by Rev. Beth Ellen Cooper (553 words)
8.22: SLT #624 Hope Again by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells

8.23: SLT #625 Ane Eye for Miracles by Diego Valeri

8.24: SLT #627 Seasons of the Self by Rev. Max Coots

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: Our Grief Is a Holy Thing, adapted by Rev. Tracie Barrett-Welser (150 words)

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

10.3: Blessing at Departure by Rev. Robin Gray (52 words)

10.4: We walk this earth but a brief moment in time by Rev. Tim Haley (76 words)

10.5: Ripples of Love by Rev. Jay Wolin (109 words)

10.6: Inspired by Our Ancestors by Rev. Leia Durland-Jones (67 words)

10.7: SLT #680 Bow to the Mystery by Rev. Barbara Pescan

10.8: SLT #688 Hold On by Nancy Wood

      Easter

10.9: Closing Words for Easter by Rev. Alex Holt (126 words)

10.10: In the Rising Sun Today by Rev. Joel Miller (34 words)

11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.

      Annotated Sermons with an Excerpt

11.1: The Grief Bible by Bear W. Qolezcua

11.2: Resilient Hearts by Rev. Megan Lloyd Joiner

11.3: Grief Makes Artists of Us All by Holly Tanguay

11.4: Pilgrimage of Love and Loss by Tom Hearne
11.5: Be Not Afraid by Rev. Frank Clarkson

11.6: Care for Self, Care for Others by Rev. Rebecca Bryan

11.7: Grieving as Becoming by Rev. Joseph Boyd 

      Sermons and Sermon Excerpts

11.8: What to Do When Nothing Can Be Done by Rev. Barbara Pescan (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,447 words)

11.9: All My Memories of Love by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (891 words)

11.10: Strong at the Broken Places by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (782 words)

11.11: The Heart Remembers by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (638 words)

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Honoring Loss by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted (74 words)
Open your hearts, my friends, 

And let yourself feel the reality of absence.

Open your hearts, and acknowledge 

That we gather in the presence of …[loss]

Open your hearts. Make room

For the healing balm of connection,

the release of forgiveness.

No matter what pain dwells within your spirit,

Or how fragile the hope that struggles to be born,

There is a place for you here

In Life’s holy circle

Of compassion and love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/honoring-difficult-death 

1.2: Never Fully Extinguished by Rev. Patricia Shelden, adapted (84 words)
     …In this hour of Holy Stillness

we remind ourselves that the flames of life and love

are never fully extinguished.

     In this hour of Holy Stillness

we offer ourselves

for sharing the weight of each other’s grief.

    In this hour of Holy Stillness

we offer the strength of our love

to help others survive their pain and grief.

     In this hour of Holy Stillness

we call forth from each of us

the power we offer out of life, out of loss, out of Love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/never-fully-extinguished 
1.3: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted (109 words)
     We are called today, from the midst of pain and challenge, we are called to praise the world. From a world that appears broken, we are called to praise life’s moments of joy and grace. From time that seems to freeze in ongoing exchanges of platitudes and blame, we are called to reach out to those around us...to connect with those we care about...to try to make amends with those from whom we are estranged. The world is too fragile. There is too much pain [and grief]. Let us bring our hearts together on this day. Let us praise the mutilated world, in all its blessing and its pain.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/praise-world-all-its-pain-and-blessing 

1.4: Come together in praise and thanksgiving by Rev. Mary Harrington (89 words)
     We come together today in praise and thanksgiving

for the gift of life itself.

…Let our time today be one of recognition—

That we arrive from so many places,

Joy and delight,

Wistfulness and longing and worry,

Unmet needs and unfulfilled dreams,

Loss and sorrow, loss and emptiness,

loss and regret.

     …There is a kind of love we cannot live without.

It is never too late, no matter our age or situation.

We sing a song of gratitude for all the moments

of being known, being cherished, being found.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5438.shtml 
1.5: Many Paths by Martha Kirby Capo, adapted (153 words)
     As we enter this sacred, silent space,

Let us renew both our commitment and our covenant:

     There are those among us who have endured a loss in the past week;

May [they] …be uplifted …in this community of faith.

     There are those among us who have struggled with hardship in the past week;

May they find renewed strength in this community of faith.

     There are those among us who have wrestled with questions that seem to have no answer in the past week;

May they find sanctuary during their search in this community of faith.

     There are those among us who have cherished an unexpected joy in the past week;

May their rejoicing be celebrated in this community of faith.

     As we commit to continue our free and responsible search for Truth, may we covenant to honor the many paths that have led us to this community of faith.

     So may it be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/many-paths 

1.6: We are people of all ages by Rev. Carol Meyer (147 words)
     We are people of all ages who enter this space bringing our joys and our concerns.

We come together in hope.

     We greet each other warmly with our voices and our smiles.

We come together in peace.

     We light the chalice to symbolize our interdependence and our unity.

We come together in harmony.

     We share our growth and our aspirations.

We come together in wonder.

     We share our losses and our disappointments.

We come together in sorrow.

     We share our concern and our compassion.

We come together in love.

     We come to this place bringing our doubts and our faith.

We come together as seekers.

     We sing and pray and listen. We speak and read and dream. We think and ponder and reflect. We cry and laugh and center. We mourn and celebrate and meditate. We strive for justice and for mercy.

We come together in worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5432.shtml 

1.7: When News Has Been Sad by Rev. Sharon Wylie, adapted (119 words)
You whose hearts are broken, come in.

You whom pain has touched, and sorrow, and shock.

You who have cried this week, ….

You whom loss has shadowed. You who grieve.

Come in, come in.

You with hearts open to joy and hope, come in.

You whom love has touched, and friendship, and wonder.

You who have laughed this week, and felt gratitude for life’s many blessings.

You to whom gifts are given in abundance. You who rejoice.

Come in, come in.

All our hearts are broken and open.

All of us here grieve and rejoice.

This is our place, and this is our hour

To gather and sing and cry and laugh.

Come in. Let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/when-news-has-been-sad 

1.8: Come into this circle of community by Rev. Andrew Pakula, adapted (81 words)
Come into this circle of community. Come into this sacred space.

Be not tentative. Bring your whole self!

Bring the joy that makes your heart sing.

Bring your kindness and your compassion.

Bring also your sorrow, your pain, [your grief].

Bring your brokenness and your disappointments.

Spirit of love and mystery; help us to recognize the spark of the divine that resides within each of us.

May we know the joy of wholeness.

May we know the joy of being together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5193.shtml 
1.9: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen (156 words)
Come sit by our fire and let us share stories. Let me hear your tales of far-off lands, wanderer, and I will tell you of my travels. Share your experience of the holy with me, worshipper, and I will tell you of that which I find divine. Come and stay, lover of leaving, for ours is no caravan of despair, but of hope. We would hear your stories of grief and sorrow as readily as those of joy and laughter, for there is a time and a place and a hearing for all the stories of this world. Stories are the breath and word of the spirit of life, that power that we name love. Come, for our fire is warm and we have seats for all. Come, again and yet again, come speak to me of what fills your heart, what engages your mind, what resides in your soul. Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-sit-our-fire 
1.10: Invoking the Past, Present and Future by Rev. Katie Romano Griffin (83 words)
Come, let us enter this space of hope and community.

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

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

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

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

Come: come into this space and let us worship.

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

1.11: Call to Worship on Easter by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (83 words)
     Out of the earth

Rises light,

Rises life,

Rises spring.

     May we join with the miracle that is springtime, and enter into life with lightness and joy.

     Out of the spirit

Rises faith,

Rises hope,

Rises love.

     May we join with the miracle that is Easter time, and enter into life with hope and love.

     Let us resurrect with spring, let us resurrect with the spirit and enter into renewed life as we gather into our time of worship together this Easter morning.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5372.shtml 

1.12: Easter by Rev. Charles Flagg (51 words)
We seek life’s meaning in the wonder of morning

In the freshness of springtime,

And in each other’s hearts and minds.

Yet still we hope for something more,

A break in the ordinary,

An infusion of the unexpected,

An explosion of glory,

A miracle,

Revealing more than we hope to understand.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/19850.shtml
1.13: Alleluia! by Rev. Jeanne Lloyd (149 words)
At last, we are here. After a long winter, we can say enthusiastically and without second thought, alleluia! Alleluia, spring is here in all her glory. New life begins, the earth and its creatures are resurrected from their dens of hibernation and dark slumber. Spring is here, long live spring, long live the rebirthing of life into new and creative forms. Long live majestic love that calls us out of our shells, out of our tombs, into new ways of being and sacrifice for others. Let the husks of our shells crack wide open in celebration of our place in humanity, our place in nature, our place in the universe. Awake, awake, rejoice, live life, live life fully, live life together, live life now. Alleluia, we are called to live life with reverence for that which calls us forth in creativity and love. Hallowed be, blessed be, and Amen!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/alleluia 
1.14: Easter Again by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (205 words)
     We live inside paradox. Humans generally don’t like to admit it—we much prefer tidy, stable, comprehensible, logical ways of getting through the day—but paradox is woven into the fabric of this particular universe we inhabit.

     Light is both a particle and a wave

Imaginary numbers describe the math of physical phenomena

Love and grief are inextricably linked

As are rage and sorrow

Suffering and compassion

Life and death

     Time itself is both linear and cyclical

Each person’s life traces a single arc, yet patterns emerge and re-emerge

Fear always seems to return

Goodness knows terror finds its way back into the news

We always seem in need of help to roll back big stones that block our way

     Yet we also come back to the alleluia,

even if its absence has gone on far longer than the forty days of Lent

We raise each other’s spirits when our sacred places seem empty

We anoint each other

We engage in a demanding faith that asks us to love the next world into being today

We are “joyful though we have considered all the facts”
We practice resurrection

     It is Easter again, my friends,

And you are surrounded by a multitude who wish you well.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/easter-again 

1.15: Hope Is Risen by Elena Westbrook (89 words)
Hallelujah!

As the spring sun coaxes lilies and bluebonnets from the soil,

Let us celebrate that even after murderous betrayal,

After days and nights suspended in torture,

When all the world has gone dark and we cried out,

“Why have You forsaken me?”—even then,

there is a sunrise.

Even then, there is a resurrection, if we will climb the hill to look for it.

If we will roll away the stone

And recognize the different shapes that Hope can take

To walk among us in the returning light.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/hope-risen 

1.16: The Old, Old Story by Rev. Ian Riddell (90 words)
     We gather today in the presence of the old, old story of death defeated by emptiness, of hope and newness triumphant over fear and separation.

     We come, hearts heavy with pain and anxiety, spirits flattened by exhaustion and apathy, vision darkened by strife and violence.

     We come seeking connection and love in this place of community. May the old, old Easter story of hope and rebirth lighten our hearts and make us glad in the presence of each other’s love.

     May our spirits be joyful as we worship together today.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/old-old-story 

1.17: The Cave Tomb Is Empty by Rev. Lois Van Leer (88 words)
     today is a story day

of a man who was loved

dying

washed with herbs

wrapped in scented cloths

laid to rest in a cave tomb

a rock marking the place

     a story

of followers weeping

in surprise

when they are told not to be afraid

that the rock is rolled away

and the cave tomb is empty

and somewhere up ahead on the road

the man is present to those who love him

     Hope, life and love winning out

death and fear

but an unoccupied cave tomb.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/easter-invocation 

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: All Souls Chalice Lighting by Rev. Florence Caplow (41 words)
As we kindle this the flame, we honor and remember

Those who have passed into the mystery.

Their brightness lives on in our vision;

their courage lives on in our commitments;

and their love continues to bless the world through us.

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

2.2: In Memory by S. William Feiss, adapted (115 words)
We light this flame

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

We hold this flame

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

We kindle this light

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

We follow this light

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

We light this chalice

Knowing even as the sacred spark of life is extinguished, in the ensuing darkness, …light, will still burn bright with …memory….
We light this flame of life, of love, and truth for the divine promise of healing hearts.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-lighting-memorial-service 
2.3: In This Time of Loss by Rev. David Breeden (64 words)
    In this time of loss

In this time of asking why

We light a flame of sharing

We light a flame of commitment.

     In this time of why

We light this flame

Sign of our searching

Sign of our sharing

Sign that together we remember

Together we ask why

Together in sadness and joy

We share light.

     Together we celebrate

What we are together.

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

2.4: Let There Be Light! by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (43 words)
     “Let there be light!”
Let it shine in dark places,

in moments of pain,

in times of grief,

in the darkness of hatred,

violence,

oppression,

where there is discouragement and despair.

     Wherever darkness is to be put to flight,

“Let there be light!”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/let-there-be-light 

2.5: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Rev. Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64words)
Joy and grief

Health and sickness

Light and Darkness

Peace and anger

Life and death

Wholeness and brokenness
We each bring all of these here to this sanctuary of unity in diversity

For this one hour of this one day

And pour them out

Commingling the oil of our lives

To become the flame of this chalice

The symbol of our shared living faith.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-our-shared-faith 

2.6: To Carry the Light Forward by Rev. Greg Ward, adapted (187 words)
     If we are lucky, we will all get a chance during our life to know someone who becomes for us an exemplar of living. And if we are really lucky, we will recognize how they ended up passing on some of their goodness to us. …
     But one thing is certain. No one—not one of us—entering this world can escape the cost of living. The price we pay is this: To live in this world we must accept that someday we will have to die. To love what is alive, we must accept having to lose what we’ve made precious through our care. To be fully and fiercely human, we must accept having to be breakable and sometimes broken.

     When we stop to notice how …life gave us a path and a little light to see …it helps …us …carry that light forward. Though each of us carries forth in this world a small flame, we know that the ability of that light to brighten the world depends upon the many others who learn to walk with it in their hearts. We light this chalice….
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/carry-light-forward 
2.7: Community Chalice Lighting by Atticus Palmer (80 words)
We call this light before us in hope that we may always remain a strong community,

working together to make the world a better place.

When we are grieving or sad,

When we are challenged,

When we need help,

This flame guides us out of the darkness.

When we are cheerful,

When we celebrate,

When we accomplish a great task,

When we return to a place that makes us happy,

The chalice reminds us to share our happiness with others.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/community-chalice-lighting 

2.8: Come, Share, Peace by Rev. Amy Russell, adapted (199 words)
Reader One: You who feel your heart is breaking, come in.

Reader Two: You who are confused and wondering. Come in.

Reader Three: You who are angry, in pain, or not wanting to be here. Come in.

Reader Four: You who are hopeful and energized. Come in.

     Leader: Come into this community of your heart where you have been held in love and in comfort; where you have shared your joy and your spirit; where you have asked questions because you felt they needed asking; where you have found friendship and companions; where you have sometimes not agreed—and sometimes not felt comforted, and sometimes not felt heard.

Reader one: Bring your broken heart and your grief. Share them.

Reader two: Bring your confusion and your questions. Share them.

Reader three: Bring your anger and your pain. Share them.

Reader four: Bring your hope and your energy. Share them.

     Leader: For here in this place, we can be together. We can gather in all the conflicting emotions tumbling around in our heads and our hearts. We bring them together here, and lay them on the altar of community. For community means that fragile, not-perfect human beings can come together in the name of peace and seek to find peace again.

Reader one: Peace!

Reader two: Hope!

Reader three: Healing!

Reader four: May it be so.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-lighting-times-conflict 
2.9: The Spirit of Water by Katie Gelfand, adapted (55 words)
We light this chalice as…

We …unite in this sanctuary to share the flow of our hearts with one another.

We gather together in ritual

to celebrate our fountains of joy

to hold each other through storms of grief

to guide one another through rapids of transformation

to rest together on ponds of stillness. …

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

2.10: …Chalice Lighting by Mira Mickiewicz, adapted (54 words)
We light this chalice, which transforms wax into pure light and warmth,

to remind us of our own living—transforming the stuff of this world

into the love and activity of our daily lives.

As we remember…, may today bring forth transformation in ourselves—

from grief, healing; from memory, wholeness; and from celebration, love.

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

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

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

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

Guide us to trust in love as we kindle this flame together.

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

2.12: All Souls Chalice Lighting by Rev. Viola Abbitt (81 words)

     As we light the chalice and fully embrace the sacred space created here this morning, please hold in your hearts the Unitarian Universalist principle which calls upon us to respect the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part.

     Today, we remember those who share this earth with us no longer. We bear witness to their lives, and the roles they have played in ours. We pay homage to, and make stronger, that web which connects us all.

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

2.13: Life’s Sacred Dance by Rev. Joanne Giannino (54 words)

A flame rises from the flaming chalice, a symbol of Unitarian Universalist faith.

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

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

May it remind us that we too are participants in the dance.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/lifes-sacred-dance 

2.14: SLT #454 In Our Time of Grief by Rev. Christine Robinson

      Easter

2.15: For Holy Days on Which We Recall the Old Stories by Rev. Dillman Baker Sorrells (85 words)
     For holy days on which we recall the old stories, we light the flame.

     For Passover which reminds us of the courage and strength of those seeking freedom in the past, we light the flame.

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

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

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

3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath

3.2 SLT #17 Every Night and Every Morn

3.3: SLT #18 What Wondrous Love 
3.4: SLT #39 Bring, O Morn, Thy Music

3.5: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.6: SLT #96 I Cannot Think of Them as Dead

3.7: SLT #97 Sometimes I Fell Like a Motherless Child

3.8: SLT #125 From The Crush of Wealth and Power

3.9: SLT #127 Can I See Another’s Woe?

3.10 SLT #174 O Earth, You Are Surpassing Fair (Climate Grief)

3.11: SLT #192 Nay, Do Not Grieve
3.12: SLT #306 Sing of Living, Sing of Dying

3.13: SLT #336 All My Memories of Love
3.14: SLT #340 Still Though Gathered Here to Celebrate

3.15: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry

3.16: SLT #412 Let Hope and Sorrow Now Unite

   For Easter see #260-#270 & 344

      Singing the Journey 

3.17: SJT #1001 Breaths 

3.18: SJT #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.19: SJT #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.20: SJT #1021 Lean on Me

3.21: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

     Popular Music

3.22: Beloved by Mumford & Sons (4:51)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IqFsRt0uYzA 

3.23: Marjorie by Taylor Swift (4:17)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hP6QpMeSG6s 

3.24: I Grieve by Peter Gabriel (8:10)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=K4d_ilHsFjc 

3.25: Who Knew by Pink (3:32)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NJWIbIe0N90 

3.26: Everybody Hurts by R.E.M. (5:44)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5rOiW_xY-kc 

3.27: Everybody Hurts by The Coors (5:35)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_GIT-ee4Pzw 

3.28: Memories by Maroon 5 (3:15)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SlPhMPnQ58k 

3.29: See You Again by Wiz Khalifa ft. Charlie Puth (3:57)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RgKAFK5djSk 

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

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JxPj3GAYYZ0 

3.31: I’ll Be Missing You by Puff Daddy [feat. Faith Evans & 112] (4:31)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NKMtZm2YuBE 

3.32: Every breath you take / I’ll be missing you (Sting / P. Diddy :) by Oberstufenchor Cusanus Gymnasium (6:24)

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

3.33: Fire and Rain by James Taylor (3:24)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EbD7lfrsY2s 

3.34: Who You’d Be Today by Kenny Chesney (4:06)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2Ne3cz9eUsQ 

3.35: Let It Be by the Beatles (4:03)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QDYfEBY9NM4 

3.36: Wake Me Up When September Ends by Green Day (7:12)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NU9JoFKlaZ0 

3.37: One More Day by Diamond Rio (3:34)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xi8O7JdA4Sg 

3.38: Supermarket Flowers by Ed Sheeran (3:41)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3Mk0F6mLKik 

3.39: If I Die Young by The Band Perry (3:49)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7NJqUN9TClM 

3.40: In Loving Memory by Alter Bridge with lyrics (5:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qcQ3iegpZTc 

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

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vTnWFT3DvVA 

3.42: The Greatest Man I Never Knew by Reba McEntire (4:27)

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

3.43: Gone Away by The Offspring (4:29)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=40V9_1PMUGM 

3.44: Last Kiss by Pearl Jam (3:22)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uvjTo-hRD5c 

3.45: I Will Follow You Into the Dark by Death Cab for Cutie (4:00)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3iV_1ESMHaI 

3.46: Gone Too Soon by Michael Jackson (3:38)

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

3.47: Don’t Take The Girl by Tim McGraw (4:15)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-vn6QdqxK3g 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Wisdom Story: The Mish-Mash Heart, from Love Connects Us, adapted (460 words)

     At a multigenerational event at a Unitarian Universalist congregation, everyone was encouraged to create a heart. They were given some construction paper and some glue, and some markers to design their heart. Emily worked diligently to create the most perfect, beautiful heart she could. It even had glitter in the shape of diamonds all around the outside.

     As she was helping to clean up, she noticed the heart of one woman who was around the same age as her grandmother sitting at a nearby table. It was a mish-mash mess of odd colors and had pieces that were ripped and torn glued haphazardly upon it. Parts were wrinkled and crinkled, and there was even a little hole in it!

     Thinking there was something wrong, Emily offered to help the woman fix her heart. But the woman merely smiled and explained that there was nothing wrong with her heart; it merely revealed all the things which had happened to her in her life. She said there were happy times here: the beautiful colors and designs represented when she first met her husband, their wedding, and the birth of each of their three children. There were other beautiful parts, too, which stood for watching her children taking their first steps on their own, riding a bike for the first time, and graduating from college.

     “But what about all the rips and tears and wrinkles?” Emily asked. “Why are they there?”
     These were for the sad times in her life, the woman explained. The time her best friend was stricken with measles, the time someone lied or did something to hurt her feelings, the hole that was left when her husband died, and the grief that overwhelmed her. “In fact, every time a person comes into my life that I care about,” she explained, “they take a piece of my heart with them.”
     This distressed Emily, thinking of the woman having to give part of her heart away to others. “But what happens if you give it all away?” she asked. “You’ll be left with nothing.”
     “No, I won’t,” the woman responded with a smile. “Because you see, they give me a piece of theirs as well.”
     Emily looked down at her beautiful, perfect heart with the glitter and the designs she had worked so hard to make. Then she looked again at the woman’s mish-mashed heart with the jagged colors, rips, and wrinkles. Without hesitation, Emily ripped a piece off of her perfect heart and handed it to the woman.

     “Thank you,” the woman said as she placed it with her mish-mash heart and tore off a piece to hand to Emily. And then Emily glued the new piece onto her heart. She thought that now her heart looked even more beautiful.

Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/loveconnects/session3/161723.shtml 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
I will lift up my voice and sing;

Whatever may befall me,

I will still follow the light which kindles song.

I will listen to the music

Arising out of grief and joy alike,

I will not deny my voice to the song.

For in the depth of winter, song,

Like a bud peeping through the dry crust of earth,

Brings back memory,

And creates anew the hope and anticipation of spring;

Out of a world that seems barren of hope,

Sing decries beauty in the shapes of leafless trees,

Lifts our eyes to distant mountain peaks which,

Even if we see them not,

Remind us that they are there, waiting,

And still calling to us to come up higher.

Out of the destruction of dear hopes,

Out of the agony of heartbreak,

Song rises once more to whisper to us

That even this is but the stage setting for a new beginning,

And that we shall yet take the pieces of our hearts

And put them together in a pattern

Of deeper, truer lights and shades.

I will lift up my voice in song,

For in singing I myself am renewed,

And the darkness of night is touched

By the promise of a new dawn,

For light shall come again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/i-will-lift-my-voice 

5.2: Immortality by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (251 words)
     In the daily weave of our lives, those who have died are still strong, guiding threads. Theirs is the golden glimmer or perhaps the brilliant red or the melancholy blue—still they are part of the whole cloth of our lives. They are the ancestors: the “goers before.”
     Through this, we know immortality.

     A grandmother and granddaughter talk while holding a photo album.

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

     Through this, we know immortality.

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

Through this, we know immortality.

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

Through this, we know immortality.

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

     Through this, we know immortality.

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

5.3: 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 

5.4: How Many More Sundays? by Rev. Eliot Brian Chenowith, adapted (226 words)
     How many more Sundays will the preacher

in black robes and the solemn shuffle of papers

Read the names of those whose light

was extinguished for our right to bear arms?

     How many more Sundays will we try to believe

that our hopes for justice are worth more

than the lobbyists’ tailored suits and paychecks

and charming smiles aimed at senators-of-the-people?

     How many more Sundays will we fight

the growing numbness as each name is enunciated

with familiarity, finality, we’ve been here too often,

just yesterday, today. Tomorrow, too?

     How many more Sundays will broken hearts

be broken again, smashed to a pulp, thrown away

by our lamentation, by our grasping in the dark

by the growing graveyards of hopelessness?

     How many more Sundays can we find ourselves here

shedding tears, again, holding hands, again, looking

to one another, again? This is our holy custom.

Through our tears, can we still wonder anew?

     How many more hearts and hands and candles

kindled, paper lists, slow carefully hopeful hymns.

How many more? We must bear witness

if only to remind us of the world we live in.

     How many more, we do not know. But Sunday

comes and lingers for a moment, this bright day

of remembrance, our job is to never forget,

How could we? And so, this Sunday, we hold vigil.

     Again.

Always.

Again. …
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/how-many-more-sundays 

5.5: The Cradle is Empty–Again by Rev. Amy Williams Clark (140 words)
The cradle is empty—again

So much love, embracing the power to create

Yet the cradle is empty—again

So much hope: the wish, the dream, the hormones coursing through my body and teeming with life’s potential.

Yet the cradle is empty—again

So much excitement:

Carefully counting cycles, attention to my body, peeing on the stick

Yet the cradle is empty—again

So much preparation:

The blanket is started. The stitches made with care now are put away because

The cradle is empty—again

Again

The cradle is empty—again

How can I face this emptiness, the barrenness of hope?

So much invested—emotional, financial, physical resources are taxed

And the cradle is empty—again

The questions crowd: Can I do it again? Do I even dare? Do I have the strength?

Because the cradle might be empty—again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/cradle-empty-again 
5.6: Penitent’s Prayer by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (243 words)
     It is an hour before sunrise. The waves keep coming, but each minute they make less progress than the minute before. As the tide goes out, the beach is exposed—a million pebbles just visible in the lifting of night, a periwinkle clinging to a rock, a horseshoe crab scrambling to catch the receding ocean—and I am exposed in all my hurts and frailties. My composure drains away with the tide, and the disheveled beach mirrors the ragged edges of my soul. The whole bay is my confessional, the breath of dawn my confessor.

     I have been so consumed with my own hurts that I’ve forgotten to call a friend whose hurt is equal to my own. I put off doing those things that might bring healing to someone who is broken, or joy to someone who is sad, or compassion to someone who is at odds with the rhythm of life, because I cared more for my own loneliness. I refused the hand of one who reached out to me, clinging instead to old familiar ways. I chose to remain stuck inside a problem, rather than ask for help to solve it.

     I pray that some benevolent spirit has listened to my heart’s despair and judged me not. At the edge of the clouds a rim of cream appears. Night creeps away with my guilt beneath its cloak. Dawn sprinkles absolution, the earth has kept its promise. Forgiveness is at hand.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/penitents-prayer 

5.7: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (224 words)
     Let us enter into a time of meditation, contemplation, and prayer.

Feel the earth beneath your feet as it supports you.

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

Feel your breath as it flows in and out of your body.

Listen to your heartbeat.

Listen to your heart . . .

     And how is it with your heart?

Does your heart feel whole, shielded by intellect, cocooned by reason, closed to feeling?

Or is it broken, fragile to the touch, brimming with the pain of loss? Or has your heart been broken and healed so many times

that it now lies open to the world,

knowing that true growth comes not without pain,

that tears may wear down barriers,

that we may carry the hearts of others

even when our own is too heavy for us to bear.

     None of us has an unblemished heart, not one.

For such perfection can be found only in death,

and we who are alive still have much to heal.

     So let us give thanks for the broken places in our hearts,

and in our lives.

     For it is only through such brokenness that we may truly touch one another

and only through touching one another that the world may be healed.

     Let us give then thanks for the brokenness that we share.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-broken-hearts 
5.8: Meditation on Hope and Love in a Time of Struggle by Rev. Alice Anacheka-Nasemann (209 words)
In a world so filled with brokenness and sorrow

It would be easy to lose ourselves in never ending grief,

To be choked by our outrage

To be paralyzed by the enormity of suffering,

To feel our hearts squeeze tight with hopelessness.

Instead, this morning, let us simply breathe together as we hold our hearts open.

Breathing in as our hearts fill with compassion

Breathing out as we pray for healing in our world & in our lives.

Breathing in, opening ourselves to the transforming power of love

Breathing out as we pray for peace in our world & in our lives.

Breathing in as we hold hope in our hearts

Breathing out as we pray for justice in our world & in our lives.

May we know our strength

May we be filled with courage

May our love flow from us into this world.

Breathing in, we are the prayer

Breathing out, we are the healing

Breathing in, we are the love

Breathing out, we are the peace

Breathing in, we are the hope

Breathing out, we are the justice

May we know our strength

May we be filled with courage

May our love flow from us into this world.

Amen, blessed be, may it ever be so.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-hope-and-love-time-struggle 
5.9: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (135 words)
     Ministry is all that we do—Together

     Ministry is that quality of being in community that affirms human dignity—

beckons forth hidden possibilities, invites us into deeper, more constant, reverent relationships,

and carries forward our heritage of hope and liberation.

     Ministry is what we do together as we celebrate triumphs of our human spirit,

Miracles of birth and life,

Wonders of devotion and sacrifice.

     Ministry is what we do together—with one another—

in terror and torment—in grief, in misery and pain,

enabling us in the presence of death

to say yes to life.

     We who minister speak and live the best we know with full knowledge

that it is never quite enough…

     And yet are reassured

by lostness found,

fragments reunited,

wounds healed,

and joy shared.

     Ministry is what we all do—together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/ministry-all-we-do 

5.10: Water Makes Its Mark by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (217 words)
     A glass of tea sweats a circle of droplets on an old table

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

Water makes its mark

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

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

Water makes its mark

     On the surface above, a stream burbles and flows

carving out potholes in the granite of its bed

Water makes its mark

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

each penny-thin sheet,

the memory of a torrential rainstorm eons ago

Water makes its mark

     In its network of veins, the blood—

salty like the sea water from which we sprang

flows on in cycles, giving life

Water makes its mark

     The dark clouds pass on, yielding no rain

Crops wither, and drought comes

Famine, migration, violence, and death soon follow

Water makes its mark

     A space probe turns its camera toward whence it came

Imaging one solitary pixel of light

Its color the pale blue of oceans

Water makes its mark

     A solitary tear slides down the cheek

A tear of abiding joy,

a tear of unending grief

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

Water makes its mark

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/water-makes-its-mark 

5.11: Living Brings Us Closer to Dying by Rev. Helen Lutton Cohen (169 words)
     Each moment of our living brings us closer to our dying.

     Young or old, the knowledge of life’s end is with us, growing more real, more familiar through the experiences of time and of loss.

     Yet what is to keep us from frittering away what time is left to us,

Making it almost a matter of indifference that we have passed this way?

     How are we to grasp the urgency of life, to know and seize the moment that will lift us out of mere survival into that realm where someone after us will say “she truly lived.”
     Or is true living a day-by-day thing, the accumulation of many tiny acts that all-together say “he lived”?

     Either path will do.

     Sudden, or almost imperceptible,

     They will lead us beyond self-preoccupation and protection to the safe ground of understanding and acceptance.

     We will come to know within ourselves the satisfaction and peace of having lived with consciousness and purpose.

     We will know the joy of having given ourselves to life. …
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/living-brings-us-closer-dying 
5.12: 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 

5.13: Meditation on Eternal Life by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (103 words)
     Do you seek eternal life?

Would you accept it if you knew it was already yours?

     None of us knows what the future may bring.

None of us knows the hour of our passing.

But this we may know—

Eternal life is ours, here and now.

     Look within this moment.

Its span of time may be the briefest of instants.

But look within, plumb its depths,

And you will know that they are infinite.

     This eternal moment contains all of the history of the world, All of humanity’s joy, sorrow, hope, anger, cruelty, and compassion.

It is a gift, offered for the taking.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/143234.shtml 

5.14: An Easter Mediation by Rev. Sam Trumbore (272 words)
     Eternal spirit, we witness

bringing green growth throwing out tiny tendrils seeking support;

sprouting thin twigs reaching for the bright golden sun;

guiding new tubers seeking water in dark, sandy soil,

Be in and amongst us this Easter morning.

     We gather this morning to celebrate the triumph of life over death.

The body can be killed but the spirit cannot be quenched.

Only yesterday had we given up all hope of the promise of the coming divine realm

and today we are renewed and inspired as we realize it is now already here.

This morning we remember that pain, suffering and death are not ends

but can be scary underground passageways to more abundant life—

If ... we have the courage to face our fear and crawl through

to be pushed and pulled by the mind narrowing forces of lust, hate, and

confusion.

     This morning we renew our dedication to act from our love rather than our fear,

We renew our faith in the inherent dignity and worth of all humanity—

including ourselves—which cannot be removed from anyone

and seek the nerve to face the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune

which may come our way.

In our moments of defeat and surrender,

may we turn away from the paths of revenge, denial, and cynicism.

May we remember the eternal truth spun into the web of life:

our wounds can become sacred incarnational teaching

of the wisdom imbedded in the story of resurrection.

     Let us celebrate together this morning,

the one who never gives up even in the darkest night of winter,

our blue green planet earth, resurrected anew each spring. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5472.shtml 

      Easter

5.15: Easter Week 1982 by Rev. Robert Walsh (231 words)
     The light green shoots of blossoms-to-have-been are out of sight under the drifting snow. Gale force winds are rattling the old house. The temperature is far below freezing. Nature is not cooperating with preparations for Easter.

     The storm evokes the spiritual quality of Good Friday more than Easter. New life will appear, but not without strife, not without some losses to the coldness which returns as inevitably as spring. And who can say that the sun will always climb again on Easter morning? Isn’t it at least possible that the coldness has more staying power than the warmth?

     The seasons are more reliable in these matters than human nature. For we, individually and collectively, can choose between love and indifference, between commitment and self-absorption, between peace and war. And we have often chosen the coldness.

     Maybe the ancients were right. Maybe the spring comes because we bid it to come in our celebrations. Maybe it is the telling and the retelling of the stories that enable us to see that hope still lives and that we can carry it forward.

     The stories make it clear that God does not do it alone. The motions of the spheres will produce a sunrise, but the springtime of the spirit, the springtime of love and justice and peace, depends on our human response to the gift of life.

     Let us tell the stories again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/easter-week-1982 

5.16: An Easter Mediation by Rev. Sam Trumbore (272 words)
     Eternal spirit, we witness

bringing green growth throwing out tiny tendrils seeking support;

sprouting thin twigs reaching for the bright golden sun;

guiding new tubers seeking water in dark, sandy soil,

Be in and amongst us this Easter morning.

     We gather this morning to celebrate the triumph of life over death.

The body can be killed but the spirit cannot be quenched.

Only yesterday had we given up all hope of the promise of the coming divine realm

and today we are renewed and inspired as we realize it is now already here.

This morning we remember that pain, suffering and death are not ends

but can be scary underground passageways to more abundant life—

If ... we have the courage to face our fear and crawl through

to be pushed and pulled by the mind narrowing forces of lust, hate, and

confusion.

     This morning we renew our dedication to act from our love rather than our fear,

We renew our faith in the inherent dignity and worth of all humanity—

including ourselves—which cannot be removed from anyone

and seek the nerve to face the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune

which may come our way.

In our moments of defeat and surrender,

may we turn away from the paths of revenge, denial, and cynicism.

May we remember the eternal truth spun into the web of life:

our wounds can become sacred incarnational teaching

of the wisdom imbedded in the story of resurrection.

     Let us celebrate together this morning,

the one who never gives up even in the darkest night of winter,

our blue green planet earth, resurrected anew each spring.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5472.shtml 

5.17: Awed by the Stone Rolled Back by Rev. Paul Sawyer (174 words)
     Loving God,

     We gather today in humility,

Awed by the stone rolled back;

And the surprise of the empty tomb.

     We gather in defiance

Of the pain and the injustice that came before;

And of the pain and injustice that will likely come again.

     We gather in hope

That life can begin anew;

That our differences can be bridged

That the beloved community can arise at last.

     We gather in faith,

That the light shines in the darkness,

And the darkness does not overcome it.

     We gather in wonder

Of the beauty we can see;

And of the mystery of all we can never know.

     Here amid the lilies,

Amid the warm glow of friends and families come home:

     We pray for faith and strength

To stand for what is good;

To do what we must

To live lives of integrity and peace.

      We pray in gratitude and joy

For this community;

For the beauty of this day;

For the hope and love promised

In this ancient story,

In the stone rolled away.

Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/awed-by-the-stone 
5.18: Being the Resurrection by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (278 words)
     The stone has got to be rolled back from the tomb again and again every year.

Roll up your sleeves.

     He is not coming back, you know.

He is not coming back unless it is we who rise for him

We who lay healing hands on the reviled and rejected like he did

on his behalf --

We who rage for righteousness in his insistent voice

We who love the sinner, even knowing that “the sinner” is no farther off than our own heartbeat

     He will not be back to join us at the table

To share God’s extravagant banquet

God’s love feast, all are invited, come as you are

And so it is you and I who must feast for him

Must say the grace and break the bread and pass it to the left

and dish up the broiled fish (or pour the wine) and pass it to the right.

And treat each one so tenderly

as though just this morning she or he made the personal effort

to make it back from heaven, or from hell

but certainly, from death

to be by our side.

     Because if by some miracle (and why not a miracle?)

He did come back

Wouldn’t he want to see us like this?

Wouldn’t it be a miracle to live for just one day

So that if he did, by some amazing feat

come riding into town

He could take a look around and say

“This is what I meant!”
     And we could say

it took us a long time...

but we finally figured it out.

     Oh, let us live to make it so.

    You are the resurrection and the life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/being-the-resurrection 

5.19: Easter Is Breaking by Rev. Kathleen Rolenz (177 words)
Somewhere across the world,

Easter is breaking

not the Easter we may think of,

with arms upraised and “he is risen” echoing from canyons,

but a much quieter, less dramatic Easter.

Somewhere in the world -perhaps not this day, but someday soon,

a woman and a man rise from their beds,

shaking the sleep from their eyes,

and find their children already awake and

preparing for their morning prayers

There has been no gunfire, no drug wars, no yelling or shouting or screaming,

only the quiet of the night and the peace of silence around them.

And somewhere in the world, perhaps not this morning, but soon, very soon

A soldier is packing his duffle bag,

has emptied out all his bullets,

is changing into civilian clothes,

and is coming home, for peace has long been established,

and there is no need for his presence.

And somewhere in the world, Easter dawn breaks over the earth,

not only on this day, but every day,

and the familiar pulse in our veins throbs of “peace, peace, peace.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5516.shtml 

5.20: Easter Morning by Rev. David O. Rankin (92 words)
     Dear God:

     Good Friday is gone—a dark day on the calendar,

A time of suffering—with more losses than gains,

And more pain than we thought we could bear.

     We are tired of crying,

     We are tired of burying,

     We are tired of mourning.

     But Easter is here—and we who survived are prepared

For the turning of the year—not to escape the past,

But to provide a witness for a brighter future.

      We are ready for joy,

     We are ready for love,

     We are ready for new beginnings.

Amen!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/easter-morning 

5.21: Life Calls Us Out of the Tomb by Rev. Lisa Doege (235 words)
     Rejecting literal readings of what we insist is only a myth, we look to nature and religions close to the earth for alternative stories of the season.

     Explaining away troublesome details—the empty tomb, Jesus’ appearance to the women and the disciples—we tell a story that appeals to reason.

     Surprised nevertheless by the call of the season waking an ancient longing in our heart, we pause from our explanations to ponder the stirring.

     Unwilling to quiet the voice crying for rebirth, fresh starts, new life,

     We remember times we have been as if dead, yet still our hearts beat and we moved upon the earth.

     So we set our disbelief aside, if only for a moment, in a day, in a season.

     Reason tells us life precedes death and death itself is final. But our experience of second chances, cures, recovery, forgiveness and reconciliation tell a different story.

     Even when life as we have known it is destroyed forever and hope has abandoned us, somehow how Life has held us and breathed us into new being;

     Life has called us to rise in fullness: triumphant, humble, grateful.

     Insistent Life who will not let us go, who even at our most broken, most wretched,

Call us out of the tomb,

     Now the stories merge, myth and science, history and experience, and we whisper alleluia. Alleluia that You are. Alleluia that we are. Alleluia life-everlasting. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/life-calls-us-out-tomb 

5.22: Spirit of life, we come together this Easter by Rev. Ruth Gibson (394 words)
     Spirit of life, we come together this Easter morning to rejoice in your ongoing creation around us and within us. We come to rejoice, but we come with burdens of sorrow and pain, of shame and fear, of false obligation and false pride. On this Easter morning may we discover a joyous and courageous faith enabling us to set these burdens down.

     We would remember the teachings of Jesus, whose words and example embodied your outreaching and unconditional love. And we acknowledge that we yearn to be touched by such love, but that we are not always ready to receive it or to give it. Our fears get in the way, we have hardened our hearts, and busied our lives with cares. On this Easter morning, we pray that the heavy stones which burden us and separate us from you may be rolled away, releasing our spirits to love and to new life.

     Spirit of life, we confess that too often we have not taken time to search for the beauty of your creation hidden around us. As we allow such beauty to go unnoticed we have deprived ourselves of occasions for joy and delight. On this Easter morning we pray that our senses may come alive, ready to respond to all the beauty, the harmony, the fragrance, taste and texture of life around us.

     It is the season of renewal and all around us everything is bursting into bloom or song. The hidden beauty of nature is preparing to unfold. On this Easter morning we would be assured that we too have a hidden inner beauty ready to unfold, reflecting the image of your creative power.

     Spirit of life, we pray for the courage to open ourselves to your touch, knowing that as we do, we will be changed. We will grow, but in so doing we must leave behind the outgrown coverings which have hidden our true and most beautiful selves.

      Spirit of life, as we feel you flowing and pulsing within, we pray for a courageous and joyous faith, empowering us to become our finest and truest selves, empowering us to see your image in our brothers and sisters, empowering us to participate with you in the creation of a new time of life, in which love, justice, beauty and peace are abundantly available to all.

    For this we pray. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/easter-together 

6.0: Prayers

6.1: For All Our Losses by Rev. Patricia Shelden (108 words)
     For those we miss.

For things long gone.

For those who or what we last held in our arms,

in our hands and in our hearts —

we pray.

     We pray for memories to stay strong

Memories of words and warmth,

of actions and stillness.

     We pray for Love shared and lived,

Love to remain with us and with them,

for that to become enough.

     We pray for the courage to put our feet

on the floor when we wake.

To move through the day as if we cared.

     Oh, Love, that holds us all:

hold on to me while I hold on to what I have lost.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/all-our-losses 

6.2: Prayer of Remembrance by Rev. Lori Walke (296 words)
     Holy One, on this day of remembrance we say aloud their names again: the names of those who died this year. Died — the word is jarring. So, jarring that we hardly use the word, substituting euphemisms that are a bit more vague.

     Sometimes people say “lost” when what they mean is dead: “We lost so-and-so this year.”
But people who die are not lost. They are not misplaced. We did not just lose sight of them, nor did they wander off. They died, and it is as final as the word sounds.

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

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

     Be with us, Holy One, as we grieve over the empty chairs at the table. We’ll light a candle and say an extra prayer, and we trust with sure and certain hope that You had them before we let them go.

     Amen.

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

6.3: Prayer… by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich, adapted (113 words)
Spirit of Love, hold us in your embrace.

…Help us look upon What Has Been with compassion

and remind us that every minute of life is one more than we’ve been promised.

     Spirit of Hope, you may change form,

but you are always with us, waiting.

Renew our connection with you

that this threshold time may be meaningful and beautiful

even as we say our goodbyes.

     Spirit of Transcendence,

that which moves within, among, and beyond us all,

point us to our part in the broader cycles of life and death.

Keep fresh before us our history as stardust

and our future as saplings.

What is remembered, lives.

May it be so. Amen.

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

6.4: Prayer for the Living by Rev. Tess Baumberger (178 words)
     As my body begins to lose its hold

On this life, this earth, this entirety,

May I lay my past to rest

And face the unknowable

With courage and curiosity.

     May those to whom I am connected gather.

May they recall me as I am and have been.

May they forgive any forgivable harm

I may have caused, every instance of neglect.

May they release their own regrets as well.

     May they remember moments of laughter,

Times of affection and memory.

May they laugh and cry as they tell stories

Of my words and actions, my character.

May they know I am saying farewell, too.

     May they sit quietly, or listen to music.

May they care for themselves and one other

As I would have in my best moments.

May kind people arrive to support them

And to assist me on this starlit path.

     And when I move into that final mystery

May they comfort one another.

May they each find a way to embody

Whatever they have learned from me.

May they rise, stretch, heal, and live.

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

6.5: Memorial Prayer, adapted by Rev. Joel Miller (256 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love: Under the vast spiral of time and space, surrounded by the simple blessings of a community of care and love, we carry these memories of (our beloveds) with us back to the community and life they loved. We pray:

     Grant us strength, wisdom, and thanksgiving.

     Give us strength to speak of our lives, so that each day yet to come we find more compassion, more understanding, more of the loving kindness that fills our world with joy and laughter.

     Give us courage to cherish one another so that we use our lives to heal instead of forget and lead ourselves to the possibility of forgiveness instead of defiance.

     And we give thanks for (our beloveds): their memory lives on in the great Spirit of Life that surrounds us, and their memory, cherished by us, dwells deeply throughout us by the person they were and still is in our hearts.

     We have celebrated the cycles of life in which we find ourselves, celebrating life at its beginning and its end, both always present among us.

     Spirit of Love and Life, remind us to love life as fully as we are able. Remind us to treasure our friends and families as they treasured their friends and family. And even though we must bid them farewell, the gift of their life is a treasure that cannot be ungiven. We celebrate the life (our beloveds) lived among us, and now their soul is at rest with you. And we miss them so very much.

     Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/closing-memorial-prayer 
6.6: Prayer by Rev. Laura Horton-Ludwig, adapted (182 words)
     Spirit of Life, Spirit of Love,

we come today carrying our grief, our memories, and our love.

We gather…,

reaching out with our minds and hearts

to join in this most ancient of human customs:

honoring [those] …whom we loved who [have] …died.

In this moment, let us know that we are connected

to all who have ever loved and mourned,

going back through countless generations,

reaching back into deep time

as time stops

for a moment

and we are one with the eternal mystery

of life

and death.

     Breathing in the stillness,

let us ground down and feel the deep earth supporting us,

the trees overhead sheltering us,

the sky above us all connecting us to the universe itself.

We know so little of where we come from,

or where we will go when this life is done.

     But breathing in the stillness,

may we know that we are one,

that we are held,

that love abides.

     Let us be in silence together,

each adding our own silent prayers and meditations

as our hearts lead us.

     May it be so. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-online-memoral-service 
6.7: Source of life and death by Rev. Richard Fewkes (178 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 

6.8: What Can We Learn from Spring’s Power? by Rev. Cathy Rion Starr (251 words)
Spirit of spring and new life, spirit of decay and death,

We turn to your wisdom and strength as we seek to live lives of meaning and love.

The cycle of life is powerful. Everything that lives, dies. Everything that dies has lived. There is no escaping this cycle. What then, can we learn from its power?

The leaves that we put away in the fall are now compost, fertilizing the soil as we prepare to till the garden for this year’s plantings.

That harbinger of spring, the crocus, brings such delight, and lasts but for a moment. Then it’s gone, making way for the abundance of green and color that spring will bring.

When one who was beloved dies, we cry. We mourn. We lament. And we carry them on in our hearts, seeking to live as they inspired us to live. As a child grows, we marvel at their unfolding into their own unique self.

These lives we live hold so much beauty and so much pain. And we, like each of our ancestors across the millennia, seek to live them fully.

We seek Love.

We seek to appreciate beauty.

We seek solace and healing.

We seek to hold “fast to the core goodness of this world” and to amplify its abundance.

We seek one another – for no one can do this alone.

Now, in the company of many, let us enter a time of silence. May this silence be a time to honor that which your heart seeks.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/what-can-we-learn-springs-power 

6.9: With Sighs Too Deep for Words by Rev. Lori Walke, adapted (421 words)
     Gracious God, the week was filled with moments when words escaped me. They would not come. Forgive me, Holy One —I know it is the preacher’s job, but there were moments when I just did not know how to pray.

     First, at the hospital, labor and delivery, to see the new parents. The overnight bag sat half-unpacked in the corner, three different baby blankets were tossed over the chair, half-eaten lunch lingered on the tray—everything was askew and yet it all was in perfect place. Mama had worked so hard to get that baby Earth-side. Papa had been so steady every minute. They were exhausted, but their little Wonder was here and it was all that mattered. Their joy, filled the room so full there didn’t seem space for anything else. So, we just hugged. And hugged again.

     Then to the hospice house, where the room was dark. She lay there, smaller than she had been just a few days before. I took my place beside the bed and we held hands. The clock ticked so very loudly. Did it bother her as much it bothered me? She reached for her water cup and I moved too quickly to get it for her and bumped the bed. She took a sip. We both settled back into the quiet. The clock kept ticking. Best not to interrupt it. So we just kept holding hands.

     And then back to the church…. But the news was just rolling in about the school shooting. Seventeen. Lord in your mercy. What was there to say? We have already offered our thoughts and prayers over gun violence, and yet here we are again. So I …wondered how offended You are by our thoughts and prayers that are unaccompanied by confession of and repentance from the worship of guns. 

     Holy One, we confess that it seems we have missed the point. We search so hard for the right words when, more often than not, the prayer is in the doing. Cling tightly to one another. Hold each other’s hand. Make meaningful change.

     And as for prayers with words, in the moments when we do not know how to pray we’ll trust that what the Apostle Paul says is true: that the Spirit will intercede with sighs too deep for words.

     …Perhaps if we trust the Spirit to pray, we can get on with the doing. We pray in the name of our teacher Jesus, who never said go and believe likewise, but go and do likewise. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/sighs-too-deep-words 

6.10: Help us to hold the mystery by Rev. Celie Katovitch (138 words)
     Spirit of life and death,

Thou who art as present to us in our suffering

As in our wellbeing,

Abide with us in this permeable time

Between dusk and dark.

Soothe the secret pains we carry.

Bless us with the courage to move toward our grief

And not away.

     When all is hidden—

When we find ourselves moving among the shadows—

When we do not know the way—

Quiet our hearts; still our restlessness.

Help us to embrace the unknown:

To hold the mystery,

And to let ourselves be held by it.

For Thou art the great Hiddenness,

And yet we know that our breath is not so close to us

As thy presence.

     Abide with us, O spirit of compassion,

As the power of healing,

The assurance of peace,

The Love that will not let us go.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/help-us-hold-mystery 

6.11: Prayer after Terror by Rev. Jennifer Gracen (98 words)
Spirit of Life and Love,

Shaken by sorrow

We wonder why

We wonder how

Humans can find it within themselves

To destroy life

That exists also within them.

Together we grieve the injustice

Of lives cut short by hate

Of survivors touched by terror

And we stand firm in life

Knowing that only love can ease our grief

Even as it is our love of one another

That causes us to grieve such loss.

May we mourn as a community

That loves life,

For we know that life and love must continue.

May it be so, Blessed Be.

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

6.12: God of Many Names and Mystery by Rev. Daniel Chesney Kanter (131 words)
     God of many names and mystery beyond all our naming,

Persist in guiding us to a quiet measure of this moment,

That we might link heart to heart in the stillness and calm,

Leaving behind all scurrying and fury, rush and contempt

For the shore of this quiet moment.

     We who gather together today

Coming from many corners of the land

Join in breath over breath

So that we might hold the suffering and care for the mourning

And celebrate with the joyful.

Today we pray over those in our midst who struggle

And appreciate those who have enough spirit to give today

We pray in the names of all those known and unknown, present and absent, remembered and forgotten.

     We pray in the names of all helpers of humankind.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/god-many-names-and-mystery-2
6.13: 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 

6.14: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)
Spirit of Life,

Who draws us together in a web of holy relationships,

Make your presence known with us and in us and among us.

Remind us that we are not alone in history,

Ignite us with the courage of the living tradition.

Remind us that we are not alone in entering the future,

Anchor us with patience and perseverance.

Remind us that we are not alone in our times of grief and pain,

Comfort us with your spirit, manifest in human hands and voices.

Remind us that we are not alone in joy and wonder,

Inspire us to honor and extend the beauty we find in this world.

Divine music of the universe,

Let our hearts beat in diverse and harmonious rhythms,

Cooperating with an everlasting dance of love.

May we move with the rhythms of peace.

May we move with the rhythms of compassion.

May we move with the rhythms of justice.

Source of stars and planets and water and land

Open our hearts to all of our neighbors

Open our souls to a renewal of faith

Open our hands to join together in the work ahead.

So be it, blessed be, amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/web-of-holy-relationships 

6.15: Let Care Be Our Prayer, O God by Rev. Richard Fewkes (296 words)
     Many of us, O God, don’t believe in prayer. We’re more comfortable with meditation, particularly the silent part. And some of us aren’t sure we believe in God, or we scarcely know what the word means. But we do know that we care, that we care about one another and the kind of world we live in.

     We care, dear God, we care, and sometimes the care we feel scares us, because we’re afraid to care too much... too much for those we love... too much for friends and companions along the way... too much for all the poverty, pain and injustice in the world... too much for those who suffer needlessly and without cause... too much for the waving grain and falling leaves, the passing of transient beauty before our eyes... too much for the depth of anguish and grief we might feel if we allowed ourselves to care too much for what can so easily be lost.

     If we could pray out of the deep well of our capacity to care we might say, O God, let this care we feel become the bond of love that unites and heals us within and without, that joins us in body and spirit with the hopes and aspirations of people everywhere. Let our loving concern for those in our midst be the spark that enflames our loving concern for universal humanity. If we can’t pray for lack of words, or for too little belief in the power of prayer, then, dear God, let our care be our prayer, and may we find the answer to all our prayers, spoken and unspoken, in the daily human expression of our loving concern.

     Hear our prayer, O God, as we dare to care, now and here, and everywhere. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5597.shtml 

6.16: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words)
     We gather with a hunger for reconciliation.

     What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

     We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     That there may be more than vision in this room,

These are the wounds we must heal together—

Grief and anger for all that has been lost,

Guilt or fear in the reliving,

Pain that has gone without sufficient comfort,

Mistrust that was earned, that continues burning still,

    Every injury we may have named, and yet still carry,

Those we haven’t, can’t, or dare not speak aloud,

Those we are not ready to make public,

Those still not recognized, accepted, understood.

     These are the wounds that seek replacement—

Not cancellation or denial,

Wounds we will tend cautiously,

Applying the salve of understanding,

Forming scars that mark our history,

Without disfiguring the future we might share.

     This is not a time of quick solutions, fancy talking.

This is a slow precision. This is a prayer for peace.

     We are new at this endeavor. New at listening, new at hearing.

New at taking enough time to honestly receive one another’s stories.

     What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

     We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     May the strength of this time together help us to walk forward.

May the wisdom of this experience help us to know our path.

May we have the courage to return, as often as necessary, until our way is clear.

May we have the perseverance, together, to see it through.

     May we cause it to be so.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-reconciliation 

6.17: Praying for Refuge by Anonymous (289 words)
     The familiar can be delicate for the innocent,

and too often suddenly lost and destroyed:

homes and roads and neighborhoods

or simply the sense of security which makes a place feel like it’s yours

like it’s a place to stay.

     For so many reasons, people depart.

They seek refuge

from a thousand dangers and uncertainties

for themselves and their children

from places they can’t stay

onward to places often unknown.

     Let us hold the refugee, the asylee, and the immigrant in prayer:

 May God be with you.

 May your grief and loss be assuaged.

 May the hard road you travel include spaces of rest and security.

 May you know your inherent worth and dignity every day of the journey.

     Let us pray for the people who are met along the way:

May they remember how they were strangers too.

May they embrace the pathways of compassion.

May they recall the teachings of the prophets.

May they make room in their hearts and their homes.

     And, let us pray for all:

May the news that 70 migrating people were discovered dead in a truck arriving in Austria open our eyes to injustice.

May the image of the body of the 3-year-old Syrian boy Aylan Kurdi make us tremble and wail.

May the plight of refugees in Budapest stir our souls.

May we understand that around the world similar tragedies occur daily, usually beyond our awareness.

May we count our blessings and direct our generous support where there is need.

May we seek partnerships that confront unjust structures and hardened hearts.

May we recommit ourselves to global community beyond all borders.

In human solidarity, and with a firm commitment to the pathways of compassion, may we pray and act unceasingly. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/praying-refuge 

6.18: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)

     The human spirit has enormous resilience.

But it is pushed to the limit by grief following the tragedy we have witnessed:

sudden and unexpected death,

the loss of so many lives.

     These vicious attacks defy our understanding.

It hurts.

We grieve.

We do not understand, nor do we accept the logic of terrorists who go about a path of willful destruction.

     It is an assault on the very soul of our nation, and for some, it is a personal assault as well.

We begin to go through the torturous journey of weeks and months until somehow the scattered pieces of our souls slowly move forward from the painful shadows.

     And so we are here with mixed emotions:

deep sadness

numbness

anger

grief

helplessness

fear.

     We come seeking

answers

comfort

understanding

hope

peace.

     “Our spirit’s healing temple is someone else’s available and understanding heart,” says Howard Thurman.

And so we pray that there will be those who offer

a listening ear, a healing touch.

     We pray that there will be those who will not shrink from our untidy suffering, for it is through the support of these souls that we might find a balm, a salve, and begin to heal our pain.

     We pray for strength, for a few more morsels of faith, a few more nuggets of time when we can empty our minds of it all, and little spaces in our days and nights when we can touch another soul, and be held in someone else’s embrace.

     Help us to find the hope that lies

beneath what our eyes can see and our ears can hear.

Help us to hold fast to the belief

that there is still goodness in this world.

Help us to respond out of love rather than out of fear.

Help us to trust again, knowing that

“the arc of the moral universe is long” and that it does indeed “bend toward justice.”
     Mend once again our brokenness, and guide us toward the path of peace.

     Blessed be. Namaste. A’ Salaam Alakim. Ashe, Shalom, and Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer-meditation/human-spirit 

6.19: We cannot be saved by anyone, or anything, but each other by Rev. Elizabeth Lerner Maclay (507 words)
     Source of all,

This is my third attempt at a prayer.

The first two revealed to me that I am angry,

which I didn’t realize until I just couldn’t bend those prayers into what I thought they should be.

     What is wrong with us, how can we be so depraved and cruel, how is it we do not learn, how can we not have become better than this, how will we ever get better than this, why is it taking so long, why must so many people suffer while we still refuse to value each other, to free each other, to lift each other?

     How is it that we are so beautiful and so ugly, so blessed and so cursed?

     Refugees continue to flee for their lives to nations where they know nothing and no one, not even the language; people within these nations of refuge point fingers and name the refugees as the threat, as the problem, as the illness not the symptom, as the danger and not the victims.

     So let me lay my anger aside, fold it carefully with my rageful hands and I will take it out later, rant and rend it later, give it to you, Source of All, if you are there to receive it, later.

     But now, let us pray our grief for all those who have died in fear and horror.

Let us pray our hope for those whose lives hang in the balance now,

even as we breathe in this moment, may they recover, may they live.

Let us pray for those who have just lost someone they love, may they be held in their grief.

Let us pray for those on a boat that is tossing in an ever colder sea today or tomorrow.

Let us pray for those crossing a ever colder desert today or tomorrow.

     We pray that they all survive, every single one, every person in peril, every child, every youth, every soul, every parent and grandparent, every soul, every desperate soul.

     And may we understand that our prayers are not enough, may our own growing awareness of their courage and desperation become action, action that helps them be met with safety and warmth and respect, recognized as our own, of our own making, of our own family.

     May we not pray for intervention, salvation, completion, redemption, those tired prayers that assume saving is someone else’s work, only God’s work. May we instead understand that we cannot be saved by or for anyone, or anything, but each other.

     Each other is what we are given and all that will save us.

This planet is all we have and all that will save us.

Our own honor is all we have and all that will save us.

Each other’s humanity is all we have and all that will save us.

All that we are, all we will be known for, all we will be judged by, all that will intervene for us, save us, complete us, redeem us is us. Us. 

Us.

Alright.

Alright.

Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/we-cannot-be-saved 

6.20: Prayer for Compassion by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (237 words)

     Spirit of Life, I give thanks for the opportunities to love that present themselves in the turmoil of life.

     Where the light catches the tears in another’s eyes, where hands are held and there are moments without words, let us be present then, and alive to the possibility of changing. Let us seek to make another’s well-being the object of our concern. Let us seek to be present to another’s pain, to bathe another’s wounds, hear another’s sadness, celebrate another’s success, and allow the other’s story to change our own.

     Let us stand in the morning on damp grass, hear the syllables of bird song, and fill up on sweet air that rolls over oceans and continents. Let us look up at the stars and the planets that fill the night sky with majesty. Let us witness the first fresh buds of spring amid the brown sticks of winter. And for all this, let us be grateful.

     Let us not defend ourselves against the discomfort of unruly emotion, nor seek to close down our hearts for fear a new love will come to shake our foundations. Let us instead be open to discovering a new way of seeing an old problem, or appreciating the perfection of a seashell, or the possibility of friendship. For in giving ourselves to what we do not understand, we receive life’s blessings, and in taking care of another, we are cared for.

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

6.21: All Is Not Well by Rev. Beth Merrill Neel (127 words)
     O God who gave us life and death, you hold us in your hands. You cradle us in our need, and you push us into growth. We confess to you that all is not well, that we grieve the loss of many things and people. All is not well, and we hurt in part because we cannot make things better for ourselves, for those we love, or for the world. All is not well, and we find it easy to succumb to despair.

     And so, O God, we pray for healing, and for strength and courage, and for grace to meet this day and this world. We pray to find you in the midst, and to be cradled by you once again. Hear now our silent prayer.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/all-not-well 

6.22: Prayer for the Second Half of Life by Rev. Darcey Elizabeth Hegvi Laine and Rev. Mary Grigolia (158 words)
     Spirit of life, we hold in our hearts all who are in the second half of life, those who aspire to move from age-ing to sage-ing.

     We breathe with those whose hearts have been broken open, that we may continue to grow in love.

     We breathe with all who have been disappointed, that we may continue to dream.

     We breathe with all who no longer find delight in the activities of our youth, that we may find new delights.

     We breathe with those who live with daily pain, that we may find comfort, and strength to greet each day anew.

     We breathe with those experiencing new limits in the body, grieving the loss of what we once could do, held by the body’s possibilities still with us.

     We breathe with those whose fire is running low; may we open to the spark of inspiration and new life.

     May our journeys of aging and awakening together be a blessing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-second-half-life 

6.23: What Gives Us Life by Rev. Vanessa Rush Southern and Rev. Alyson Jacks (189 words)
     Life is complicated and uncertain.

     And gorgeous with some things we can count on.

     It has seasons of struggle and seasons of delight, and sometimes the two blow in and bloom simultaneously.

     Like now. Maybe always.

     And we are here together.

     All of us from different corners of the world and different families, here!

     Breathing together, questing together, holding each other through it all, laughing and singing in the face of it.

If there is a journey to liberation,

If there is a way to live resurrection,

I think it is like this.

     May what holds us in bondage to death or loss or hurt or sadness or literal heartbreaking limits, be released.

     And what gives us life, hope, joy, rebirth, feel invited to claim us—and may we claim it.

     Sinking our roots down into what grounds us, reaching toward the sun.

     Flowering into this season all of whose traditions witness to life more abundant claiming us,

after a season of loss and winter struggles of heart and mind and spirit.

     And may we open our hearts to the abundance of creation that surrounds and sustains us. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/what-gives-us-life 
6.24: Prayer for Weary Times by Rev. Margaret Weis (289 words)
     Holy One, our hearts are weary; are tired; and are breaking. Our hearts are stretching as they are pulled and pushed, bruised and battered by all the suffering and brokenness and pain.

     Our ears are ringing—ringing with harsh words, with yelling, with gunfire that echoes in our streets and takes lives of innocents without cause.

     They’re ringing with the affirmation that black lives matter, again and again, until this idea is manifested in our legislation, our communities, and our hearts.

     We have heard stories of equality and justice, but our eyes burn from the instances of inequality, racism, and injustice that illustrate we are still far from where we hope to be.

     Our mouths speak words of hope, of courage, and of truth, and at times we find that words do no justice … the brokenness feels too big.

     Our bodies, our collective bodies, built for lifting one another up and built for holding each other in love… they’re being used against one another, as weapons and the ammunition is hatred and fear.

     Spirit of Life and Love, in this time of dissonance, in this holy time of urgency to speak for those who cannot speak for themselves, help us to find our voice.

     Help us to see beyond this brokenness to a time of healing and true community.

     Help us to remember that the only journey toward healing is one that is paved through humility, acceptance of responsibility, and counteracting complacency.

     Ours is not a solitary journey, but one taken together; bolstered by deep listening, and deeply rooted in love.

     May we find the strength needed for the journey here, in this place, and in all places where people gather for love, for humanity, and for justice.

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

6.25: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #2 by Rev. Viola Abbitt (197 words)
     Let us open our hearts, still our minds and enter a time of prayer.

     Let us call forth and hold in our hearts the stories of all who have come before us, the memories of those who are with us today, and the hope for tomorrow and for all of those who will come after us.

     Let us be thankful for this opportunity for healing, forgiveness and reconciliation, while knowing that we can never, should never, forget what has brought us here today.

     Let us be glad that voice has not only been given to those whose sorrow and pain were their companions in this faith, but that the stories told by those voices have been received with a goal of redemption and understanding.

     Let us call upon that light which shines in each of us to give us the strength to walk together into the future and do the work that is necessary, and which does not end here today.

     Let us have the wisdom to lovingly have the conversations we need to have with each other, that we must have with each other, in order to grow this faith in radical love and inclusion.

     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/promise-and-practice-pastoral-prayer-2 
6.26: Dark tremors sweep across our lives by Rev.George Kimmich Beach (236 words)
     Some days dark tremors sweep across our lives. Troubling events accost us. We have grown accustomed to such things, and often we have fenced off our natural sympathies with the thought: this belongs to somebody else.

     But now a crisis of life brushes close to us, touches us, befalls us and those we love. We want, now, to know: how, and what, and why? We want an explanation, though we know that all our explanations put together do not finally explain. They but fend off worry, anger, and grief. The mysteries of evil and innocence remain. The darkness of being at a loss remains, and in this abyss of the heart we can but pray for light.

     This is when I pray, and this is my prayer.

     Let me be patient of all these feelings that drive me hither and yon. May I be at peace, more patient with myself. Let me live within the questions that promise no answers but only signal the mystery that gave them birth. Let me turn from every pettiness of the heart, willing to see and accept that the world does not revolve around me. Let the grief, the pain, and the nameless trouble that overcomes me also open me to feel what others have felt.

     Giver of being and freedom, unbind my compassion for all beings about me, and again set free the child of grace within me. Amen.

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

6.27: Prayer by Rev. Bruce Southworth (216 words)
     O Creative Spirit of Life, in which we live and move and have our being:

     We give thanks for all of nature’s bounties.

     We give thanks for caring friends and compassionate neighbors.

     We give thanks for the communion of those who seek to serve others.

     Each of us carries our private griefs and burdens. Sometimes we can share these, and for the open hearts which respond we are grateful.

     Sometimes the world bears heavily upon us; we struggle alone, search the depths and long for healing, for renewed hope, for strength, which give their grace and peace.

     May we be strengthened in efforts to be of service, and may we always be mindful our lives are filled with privilege, success, and joy that are foreclosed to many.

     May our prayer be that we always see clearly and keep before us the commandment to care; and may we try always to be inclusive and open—not exclusive and narrow.

     On this day and every day, may we give thanks, but let us also be dissatisfied with the world as it is for a new world is waiting to be realized.

     May our spirits and bodies be nourished and nurtured as we give thanks in praise of all that sustains, heals and holds—all that is holy.

     Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/183434.shtml 

6.28: Oh, Divine Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger, adapted from 1st to 3rd person (267 words)
     Oh, Divine Spirit,

healer of our hurts,

consoler of our sorrows,

vibrant light of happiness,

birther of all life

and gentle way of death,

hear our prayer.

We raise our hearts to you

as do the ancient redwoods,

rooted in the ground,

swaying in the wind.

     We praise and thank you for our lives,

gifts of body and essence,

strength to bear life’s burdens,

grace to dance life’s joys.

     We praise and thank you for our lives,
gifts of eyes and heart

that fill with beauty smiling,

or with pain and sadness weeping.

     We praise and thank you for our lives,

gifts of ears to hear

words of grace and wisdom,

to listen to and lighten

the burdens of others.

     We praise and thank you for our lives,

our voices to sing out praises,

to speak our truths and visions,

to share ourselves with others.

     We praise and thank you for our lives,

gifts of all my senses,

rhythm of our heartbeats,

rise and fall of our breathing,

the will to live with passion, serenity, joy.

     Spirit, guide us to a deeper knowing

of your presence in the world.

Show us the deeper meanings

of the patterns of us years.

Help us regard ourselves and others

with eyes of calm compassion.

     Teach us to learn patience

with their failings and our own.

Help us accept the mold and fashion

of our lives through marching years.

    In the names of all who perceive

Your transcendent presence

in trees and brooks and mountains,

in work and play and resting,

in all moments and places between,

amen and blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5604.shtml 

      Easter

6.29: Prayer for Easter Sunday by Rev. Wayne Arnason (232 words)
     Spirit of Life,

     How easy it is to speak your name and offer this prayer at this season of re-birth and renewal!!

The spirit of life is everywhere, evident in each new bud and shoot. We pray that our lives may be blessed with that same renewal we see all around us in nature’s annual celebration.

     We ask that our eyes may be opened to gifts and companions that are part of our journey whom we may be taking for granted. It is easy to walk the way of life with our eyes on the road ahead, and to forget to look over into the eyes of those who share the way with us. Whether they are friends, family, or partners, it is good to remember that a holy spirit can be found in familiar and unexpected people and places.

     The last place we expect to find that spirit is in the tomb within ourselves where hopes and possibilities have lain buried, killed by time and circumstance and potential unfulfilled. Maybe that tomb is empty today. Maybe those hopes and possibilities walk beside you. Maybe something unexpected and unheard of awaits you in this season.

     Be with us, Spirit of Life, and help us to be open and awake to the springtime miracle that is in each one of us.

     We pause in silent witness to these hopes and aspirations.

(pause)

     Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5648.shtml 

6.30: Easter Prayer by Rev. Kathleen Rolenz, adapted (220 words)
     Spirit of life,

we come together this Easter morning to rejoice in the ongoing song of life that is within us and around us.

In this season of renewal, of life bursting into bloom or song,

the hidden beauty of nature preparing to unfold,

remind us that we too have a hidden inner beauty,

reflecting the image of your creative power.

     Yet for all the beauty that lives in us and among us-we doubt its realization.

We question our talent, our beauty, our abilities, our value.

We become cynical about love; jaded about peace, less hopeful about the future.

We roll stones across entrances; build fences instead of gates;

close fists instead of open arms.

     Spirit of Resurrection, remind us of the power of hope to triumph over fear,

the power of love to prevail over the horrors of hate,

the potential for peace to be victorious over hostility.

     …Spirit of life, as we feel you flowing and pulsing within,

we pray for a courageous and joyous faith,

empowering us to become our finest and truest selves,

empowering us to see your image in our brothers and sisters,

empowering us to participate with you in the creation

of a new time of life,

in which love, justice, beauty and peace are abundantly available to all.

     For this we pray. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/easter 

6.31: Who Are We to Bet Against Glory? by Rev. Julia Hamilton (183 words)

     Spirit of Hope, settle into our bones on this Easter morning.

Remind us once again that the dawn light is never a gamble;

If there ever was a sure bet, it is the sunrise.

Even stones crumble

even grief changes and shifts

and death is a mystery that is certain but not solid;

But hope is like the sunrise

eternal and bone-bred within us.

We are creatures built by sunshine

and cannot carve this hope out of our bones if we tried.

And yet people have tried,

tried to entomb the light,

tried to seal off the morning.

Emperors and kings, priests and patriarchs

have brought down death, certain but not solid,

on any who point to a new dawn.

In these fearful moments,

we can be forgiven if we stumble

and doubt and deny.

But still the sun rises and calls her children into bloom

Always, she says,

Always I will return.

So don’t despair, all is not lost,

the small ways of the petty tyrants never win.

So place your money on the sunrise.

Who are we to bet against glory?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/who-are-we-bet-against-glory 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #468 We Need One Another
7.2: SLT #620 To Jesus on His Birthday (Easter)
7.3: SLT #623 A Easter Morning (Easter)
7.4: SLT #627 Seasons of the Self (Easter)
7.5: SLT #628 Rolling Away the Stone (Easter)
7.6: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry 

7.7: SLT #718 All Souls by May Sarton
7.8: SLT #719 Those Who Live Again by George Eliot
7.9: SLT #720 We Remember Them by Roland Gittelsohn
7.10: SLT #721 They Are With Us Still by Kathleen McTigue
7.11: SLT #722 I Think Continuously of Those by Stephen Spender
8.0: Readings
8.1: Crowned with a Tree by Rev. Greta Crosby (65 words)

     A friend of many years had died. I gazed through the window at a Texas hillside. Rain fell straight down into the juniper trees. My grief could not touch that natural world; I felt its impartiality as a grace. Suddenly, the empty lines of tree and rain were filled: Deer on the hillside, / standing still, crowned with a tree: / Buddha and the Christ.

Source: Tree and Jubilee by Greta Crosby
8.2: Living on Borrowed Time by Rev. Jack Mendelsohn (228 words)
     The more we try to say precisely what is in our hearts, the more we find that we are speaking for multitudes of strangers the world over. The deeper we get down to our own fundamentals, the more deeply we represent those of other people. Like all human beings, I live on borrowed time. I never know when my time will run out, but I do know that it will run out. I have no way of knowing what tragedies will befall me at the next step, the next ring of the telephone, the next rising of the sun. My notion of spiritual fulfillment is learning how to accept this fate with a ringing affirmation of all that makes life worth living.

     The liberal spirit is my inspiration to be a creative, cooperative human being, in spite of the fact that life may crush me at any moment and death may blot me out. As a skeptic about such matters, I cannot comfort myself with supernatural promises. I know that human existence contains irreducible elements of tragedy and incompleteness. I know that I can never really comprehend the totality of things. I am finite. For me the fundamental question of life is not why but how. How shall I live while I live? This is the bedrock question. In answering it, it matters very much what I believe.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/living-borrowed-time 

8.3: Let Me Die Laughing by Rev. Mark Morrison-Reed (170 words)
     We are all dying,

our lives always moving toward completion.

     We need to learn to live with death,

and to understand that death is not the worst of all events.

     We need to fear not death, but life—empty lives, loveless lives

     lives that do not build

upon the gifts that each of us has been given, lives that are like living deaths,

lives which we never take the time

to savor and appreciate,

lives in which we never pause to breathe deeply.

     What we need to fear is not death,

but squandering the lives we have been miraculously given.

     So let me die laughing, savoring one of life’s crazy moments. Let me die holding the hand of one I love, and recalling that I tried to love and was loved in return. Let me die remembering that life has been good, and that I did what I could.

     But today, just remind me that I am dying so that I can live, savor, and love with all my heart.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/183419.shtml 
8.4: Where God Is by Kenny Wiley (514 words)
     The first time my heart felt broken, I went to church. When my mom died, I went to church. When I failed a class, I went to church. When I failed a friend, I went to church. When I felt like I’d failed at life, I went to church.

     I didn’t go asking for forgiveness. I didn’t go asking for salvation.

     I went to church—a Unitarian Universalist church—to be reminded, through hugs from friends, awkward interactions with strangers, and inspired messages from leaders, that no matter how down I feel, I still matter. I still have worth.

     My God says, “Whoever you are, you are enough. Whomever you love, you are enough. Whatever your race or ethnicity, you are enough. Whatever your abilities, you are enough. Whatever your economic class, you are enough. Whatever your gender identity, you are enough. Whatever you do for a living, you are enough. If you don’t have a job right now, you are enough. You are a human being, and so you are enough!”
     My God says this when we come together, worship together, listen deeply to one another, and love one another. This, I believe, is the God of our faith.

     My minister in college started the prayer with the same words every Sunday. I don’t remember most of it; I do recall that he used the phrase alone together. We experience life through our own lenses, yet we don’t have to go it alone.

     I know too well that grieving the loss of a parent is a long, exhausting road. I also know that walking alongside a mourning friend can feel, somehow, even more taxing. Being there for others is plain hard. It can be tough to work up the courage to talk with a newcomer. Yet I believe that it is in those public spaces that God or the Spirit of Life truly resides.

     It may go against prevailing American individualism to say that we need other ­people. We like to believe that we can do everything on our own. I believe that the human spirit truly comes alive when we are challenged, prodded, and uplifted in community.

     In the days after my mom’s death, I felt like hiding. Doing so would have been perfectly okay. I decided, though, to go to church. My friends went with me, and the community held me up, as well as my ­family. Being in community was harder than being alone—yet it was what I needed. I needed to sit in that sanctuary with my UU friends. I needed to sing those hymns and hear the voices of others.

     We don’t have to go to service every Sunday—yet I do think that we need to show up somewhere, to some community. I believe that living out our faith requires interaction beyond our own selves. I believe it calls for community. I believe that’s where God is. Through covenant with others, we reach God, we know we are enough, and we are made better. We strengthen our souls and increase our capacity for love and understanding.

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

8.5: When the Bottom Falls Out by Rev. Greta Crosby (129 words)

     Sometimes when the bottom falls out of life, we are set free. We attain enlightenment, or an enlightenment of sorts: some perspective, some clarity, some sense of reality, some sense of dealing with things as they are, some relief from anxiety and perplexity because something profound has happened.

     When that profound thing happens, we can expect to go through a process, sometimes a long process, a painful or at least uncomfortable process, in which we slowly let go of something and slowly learn how to live again. This is true no matter what we lose: a loved one, a work, a hope, a vision, an image of ourselves, a part of ourselves. Loss makes artists of us all as we weave new patterns into the fabric of our lives.

Source: Tree and Jubilee by Greta Crosby
8.6: If I Should Die (and I will someday) by Ken Nye (308 words)
     If I should die,

(and I will some day),

I won’t be far away.

You will see me.

     When the big golden retriever ambles in

and lies down under the kitchen table,

he’s lying at my feet.

I’m in the chair.

When Ann throws the covers off

and heads for the warm bathroom,

I’m in the dressing room, up and ready to go.

I’m watching the birds at the feeder.

I’m waiting for the tulips to bloom

and the flowering shrubs to burst in color.

I’m down in the barn, fiddling with the old tractor.

Where ever I used to be, I am still there.

What ever I used to do, I still do it.

You will see me.

     If I should die,

(and I will some day),

I hope, when it happens,

that I’m still in the game.

When I was a boy I would day dream of being

carried out on a stretcher while the cheerleaders wept.

And, of course,

I would return to the conflict

to even greater glory.

I can’t expect to return to play,

but the game has been such fun,

I won’t leave right away.

I’m still here.

You will see me.

     My life has been a joyful banquet;

plenty of frosting and cake,

delectable appetizers and

nourishing and filling main courses.

(Note the order of the servings.)

Many friends at our table to share the feast,

some still on the guest list,

some having moved on.

     Where I sat, I am still sitting.

Where I worked, I am still there.

I am with those I love,

I am with my family.

I am with my dog.

I am with my friends.

     No, I am too much a part of all these things.

If I should die,

(and I will some day)

I won’t be too far away.

You will see me.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/133260.shtml 

8.7: A River Runs Through It by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (279 words)

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

     To know the character and meaning of a person’s life, we need only look at the river that was their life. It becomes the river that runs through their family, the river that runs through their friends. How precious is the water of their life, how precious is the example of their life and the ideals out of which they lived. The river of flows from one generation to the next, flowed into them at their birth, the ancestor’s river, flows through their children and grandchildren.

     This river of memory and love knows the joy that they brought to our lives. To that river we now add the tears of our sorrow and grief. At times, especially early in our grief, that river will runs strong and rage. At other times that river will slow. It will meander as do our memories. Maclean wrote, “Eventually, all things merge into one, and a river runs through it.” May our love for those now lost to death become a cool, refreshing water that quenches our grief. As the riverbanks hold the river, may our hearts hold the memories, aware that the river that ran through them runs through us, and then onward. 

Source: Touchstones
8.8: The Idiocy of Flight by Rev. Jane Rzepka (253 words)
     A well-known poem by Robert Graves speaks of butterflies—their “honest idiocy of flight,” “lurching here and there by guess and God and hope and hopelessness.” Any number of quotations sound this way, and so, I think do we. But privately.

     Publicly we speak the civilized language of human beings who have things under control. No idiocy, no lurching. The world sees that we function well and happily. Other people believe it, and even we begin to believe it. Life moves forward as always.

     Privately, though, we experience long stretches of turbulence and the occasional sudden downdraft. So many in our church feel alone when things go poorly at home, when they feel their age (whatever it is), or when they grieve. So many feel alone in their money worries or career problems. Awful life situations seem to set us apart from one another.

     Normal lives include these awful parts. They don’t always show from the outside; it’s hard to believe any other folks at coffee hour are feeling the same kinds of screaming pain, or emptiness, or entrapment, or panic, or precariousness, or low-grade worry. Lives, even lives well-lived, don’t stay in place for long -- at least that’s how it seems from the peculiar vantage point of the minister’s study.

     It’s a help, I think, to accept “the idiocy of flight,” the butterfly flight-pattern so firmly implanted in the human mind and heart. Let the lurching, then, be no surprise, and know we’re all up there flying every which way, together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5943.shtml 

8.9: We Can Never Know by Rev. Jay E Abernathy, Jr (266 words)
     How can we begin to understand what hope and healing mean in the face of a deadly illness with no known cure? We have many sources of hope and healing in our lives—singing, praying, thinking, communicating, acting, giving, and remembering.

     Dr. Richard Cabot tells the story of a young theological student in Clinical Pastoral Education who was encountering for the first time in his life a patient whose illness was so severe that the doctors told the student that this woman had slim chance of survival.

     The woman asked the young man to pray for her, and in this first encounter with such a request, the student minister was overwhelmed with feelings of inadequacy and despair. He turned away from the bedside and buried his face in his hands. He fought back the tears and tried to regain control of his emotions. Finally, he got himself together and stood up. Embarrassed and ashamed, he took the woman’s hand, offered a simple blessing and goodbye, and fled from the room.

     Much to the surprise of the clinicians, the woman underwent an unexpected recovery. When Dr. Cabot was talking with her later about how she was able to rally and respond so well, she replied:

     “I think it all began with that young theological student who was so intense in his prayers for me.”
     We can never be sure how our companionship and service in the company of those living with serious illness will be an agent of hope and healing. Sometimes the things that we least expect to be helpful will be the things most remembered.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/183463.shtml 

8.10: Laughing with the Ancestors by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (348 words)

     Native American writer and member of the Laguna Pueblo tribe, Leslie Marmon Silko

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

     While the term “ancestor” refers formally to those from whom one is descended, the term also refers to the many, many people who have touched one’s life in deep and abiding ways. When we call them to heart and mind, their memories bring a smile—so great a cloud of witnesses. 

     Having wept for them all, at one time or another, let us also take the time to laugh with those ancestors. Native American writer Sherman Alexie a member of the Spokane and Coeur d’ Alene tribes, reminds us that, “When it comes to death, we know that laughter and tears are pretty much the same thing.” More telling in the choosing of our ancestors beyond those to whom we are tied genetically is an observation by W.H. Auden. He wrote, “Among those whom I like or admire, I can find no common denominator, but among those whom I love, I can; all of them make me laugh.” And, as Jessamyn West once wrote, “A good time to laugh is when you can.”

     The process of grief is the dance between tears and laughter. We remember and are moved to tears. We share stories and we are moved to laughter. Yin and Yang. Ironically, both will help heal our heart, but we have no idea of how or when that will happen. Andrea Levy writes, “Laugh as much as you breathe and love as long as you live.” Through our tears, loving, and laughing that we honor all of our ancestors long after their brief earth-years are ended.

Source: Touchstones
8.11: Working Against Armageddon by Rev. Greta Crosby (138 words)

     Once we faced the threat of a personal death and of purposeful apocalypse. Now the dark of the moon between death and rebirth embraces the threat of the death of life itself. In moments of truth, we are aware of that all life and all human meaning may suddenly vanish. Yet e must follow the daily path, playing out our part, that life and meaning may last, time out of mind. 

     How can we live this double life? Some cling to faith is a divine plan or an inexorable law that justifies what is and what will be. Some take refuge in a savior; some in absurdity. 

     I cannot. I grieve. I ask what part I can play with others to vert everlasting death. I live and savor, work and love. I imagine into further being. I hope.

Source: Tree and Jubilee by Greta Crosby
8.12: Lux Aeterna, Eternal Light by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (422 words)

     Geoffrey Latham writes, “Music is the vernacular of the human soul.” And music can speak to the soul. Music can comfort the soul. Music can bring comfort to places that words can never reach. 

     Morten Lauridsen composed Lux Aeterna in response to his mother’s final illness. Lux Aeterna. Lux from the Latin means “light.” Lauridsen writes, “It is my hope that this meditation on Light will enrich and enlighten….” Aeterna means “eternal.” Lux Aeterna. Eternal Light. Inspired by the sacred music of the Renaissance, Lauridsen sought to create a quiet, direct and introspective meditation on Light. He drew on Latin texts about Light as a universal symbol of illumination at all levels—spiritual, artistic, and intellectual. 

     “Music is the vernacular of the human soul.” 

     Unitarian Universalist minister Jacob Trapp wrote, “I go to the bilingual services at Cristo Rey because I like singing... the very singable Spanish hymns. It helps that I can’t translate them completely; the words do not get in the way; there is more numinosity, [more mystery.] …Sometimes one should sing or pray only in an unknown tongue, let the mystery within us reach out to the mystery beyond…” The text for Lux Aeterna is in Latin, so, unless a person is fluent in Latin, the literal meaning of the words is not relevant in listening. In fact, the words become compelling instruments, one for each vocal part, that add to the orchestration. “…Sometimes one should sing or pray only in an unknown tongue, let the mystery within us reach out to the mystery beyond…”

     But there is more. Unitarian Universalist minister Forrest Church wrote, “If religion is our response to the dual reality of being alive and having to die, the purpose of life is to live in such a way that our lives will prove worth dying for.” Lux Aeterna. Eternal Light. This is the foundation of the Universalist theology that Church developed over a lifetime. His metaphor was the Cathedral of the World, with its countless chapels, each with stained-glass windows beyond number that illustrated different symbols and wisdom stories and timeless truths to the faithful who worshiped in a particular chapel. As Church knew, however, there was only one light that shown through all of the windows 

in the Cathedral of the World. 

     May that light illumine our understanding as we remember those who we love and have lost to death. May the light of their lives continue to shine in us and through us for the light that shines brightest is love. Lux Aeterna. (Listen at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u4wFjxGHcBU (27.24)

Source: Touchstones
8.13: Re-Birth by Betty Jeanne Rueters-Ward, excerpt (252 words)
     At age twenty, I had the fortune of traveling the world. Through a study abroad program, I journeyed to awe-inspiring destinations like India, Cuba, and South Africa. In the process, I witnessed extreme poverty, global wealth, power disparity, and the effects of war and militarism—all while assured of my safety and physical comfort.

     …When I returned to the United States, I struggled with what felt like more than reverse culture shock. All around me—in my suburban home, in my congregation, and at my liberal arts college—I saw now that my “normal life” was buffered from much of the world’s suffering. Everything seemed the same, yet forever different. In the first few weeks, I went through the motions: mechanically carrying out administrative tasks by day, numbing my mind with television by night. That lifestyle kept me functioning through my grief and fear. Grief for the life I’d led, but—could no longer reconcile with what I now knew about the world. Fear that I would not, in fact, be changed but would instead resume my previous, ignorant patterns and assumptions. I felt a great sense of urgency, a frantic need to reconfigure my life in accordance with my values.

     …Throughout the following decade, I devoted myself personally and professionally to social justice. …More than once, my quest for justice left me weary, jaded, frustrated, and lost. Yet in the cradle of religious community, knowing that I am one among many building a better world, I have been birthed and re-birthed.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/re-birth 
8.14: Surviving Together by Rev. Kate Landis (254 words)
     We live in a strange age. Certainly, different tribes have warred, like the Israelis and Palestinians, since the beginning of time. The world has always been a violent place. My own country was founded on the genocide of native people. But now the whole world is our village. Now, with my smartphone, I can see the agony of our human siblings across the world—watch the children fleeing from airstrikes in Syria, old women dying of hunger in Yemen, teenage gunshot victims being carried from a US high school—in real time. How can our minds conceive of this level of sorrow? How can our hearts not break every moment? Terrible things have always happened, but now we witness nearly every loss.

     The only way we survive this modern agony is together. We need a community of kind people we can grasp hold of when the grief of being alive right now threatens to sweep us away. People we can mourn with when being human is almost unbearably painful. I turn to my church family when I feel this deep sorrow and I am embraced. We light candles and sing our mourning songs and sometimes God herself shows up to remind us that while life is often very difficult, it can also be beautiful. Especially when we see holiness in each other’s faces. We practice our faith together, trying to be kind, trying to forgive, trying to be awake in the midst of suffering. We lean into our faith tradition and into each other.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/surviving-together 

8.15: The Little Prince and Children’s Grief by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (631 words)

     The French writer Antoine de Saint Exupéry wrote a lovely book years ago entitled, The Little Prince. It is a story about a little prince (or princess) who goes on a great journey to try to find a way of protecting a rose that grows on the small planet on which he lives. The journey takes the prince into worlds inhabited by adults as all journeys eventually take children. St. Exupéry makes fun of the adults that the prince meets for they seem to have so little understanding of matters of consequence. This charming book ends in a way that is unexpected: the little prince, bitten by a snake, dies. The message to children is not that children die, although they do, but that they will experience great losses throughout their lives, including the death of those they love.

     I don’t know the circumstances that led St. Exupéry to write this story. It may have been his grief over his own lost childhood as he became more disillusioned with the world of adults. He writes in the first person, telling the story as he takes the part of an aviator, whose plane went down in the desert, which is where he meets the little prince. More important than the source of the story is some of the ways that he models for children how to grieve.

     Another character in the book is the fox, who befriends the little prince and tells him an important truth: “What is essential is invisible to the eye, it is only with the heart that one sees rightly.” This is certainly true of grief, especially for children. When someone special dies, it is not uncommon for a child to have difficulty over time remembering the face of the person. This is why photographs can be so important. The ability, however, to see the person with one’s heart is essential. This vision does not fade over time. In fact, it becomes stronger. So, part of grief is trusting the heart, learning to see with the heart.,

     St. Exupéry models how to grieve by telling a story about what he has lost, a story about the little prince. We need to share stories with our children about loved ones who have died and to invite our children to share their own stories as they are willing. This is true even with the death of a pet. Telling such stories is a way of talking about our grief without having to speak directly about it.

     The aviator in the story conveys simply, but eloquently his sadness about the death of the little prince. It is okay to be sad and sometimes we will be sad for a long time because someone has died.

     Finally, the aviator externalizes his affection and memory for the little prince by assuming that the little prince has become like a star in the sky. This is to say, that even though the little prince has died, he will always be with St. Exupéry, as both his heart and the star tell him.

     Elsewhere St. Exupéry wrote, “It is such a secret place, the land of tears.” It is a reminder that we will not also know how children are grieving. They will do it in their own way and in their own time. In the context of a death that touches a family deeply, let us be mindful, in the midst of our own grief, that our children also grieve. We can seek to model ways of grieving and we can encourage them to share whenever and however they choose about their own grief. There is no right way to help our children through such a difficult time, but it helps if we look at them with our hearts, that we might see rightly.

Source: Touchstones
8.16: Comfort Ye My People by Rev. Barbara Rohde (429 words)
     I wasn’t flattered when one of my daughters confided that she had thought of me as “The Big There-There” when she was three years old. If I remember correctly, I was in the middle of a phase where I was hoping to reassure myself that I still had a fertile mind as well as a welcoming bosom.

     Now, years later, I can admit that the role of Big There-There is a necessary part of parenthood not to be disparaged. At times even the most mature of us want someone to dry our eyes, encircle us with welcoming arms, and offer us a cup of hot cocoa. I shall be forever grateful to my friend Ruth, who interrupted her political campaign to ride to the hospital, make her way past the folks in intensive care with convincing stories that I was her little sister, and reach bravely through the thicket of I.V.s, heart monitors, and breathing tubes to embrace me.

     Still, the origin of the word “comfort” means “to make strong.” As comforters, we often believe we have to take away the pain, only to discover that we are only able to help those in pain find the sources of their own strength. At times it is our mere presence. “I am here. I see your suffering. I care for you.” At times it is a helping hand. “I’ll vacuum. I’ll wash up these dishes. I’ll drive you.” At times, it is a few words that put things in perspective.

      We’re never quite sure what will truly comfort another, or what special act will comfort us. We go looking for a “Big There-There” and find instead that the excitement of a new idea lifts us from despair. I expected little solace from my frail ninety-year-old father when he called me in the hospital to see how I was, but when he called me “Punky” for the first time in fifty-four years, I felt the fidelity of that relationship. My narrow room was filled with memory and hope.

      Perhaps those of us who would be comforters could learn from the medieval scholastic who wrote so long ago, “Work, therefore, in what you do, from love and not from fear.”
     If we can put aside our fear that we might say or do something to add inadvertently to the suffering of those we would comfort, if we can put aside our fear of our own loss or the pain of our own pity, then love might find its way of bringing strength to the weak and light to those in the shadows.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5933.shtml 
8:17: The Rocking Chair by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (695 words)

     My great-grandmother died when I was nine years old and she was eighty-two. It was my first experience with death, the death of this women who I so dearly loved. The best memories of my childhood are of times spent with her. My sister and I loved to go to her home. It was such an adventure. And the stories that she told from her childhood were magical. She died while asleep in her rocking chair. I still have that rocking chair and it is my most treasured possession.

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

     As I learned from my great-grandmother, we are left with both our loved one’s death and the legacy that endures in the memories and stories of our lives with them. We are left with the example of their life as both inspiration and caution, that we might strive to become the best that was in them while avoiding whatever was troubling or painful or hurtful.  

     For me her rocking chair has much to teach about death and grief. Richard Gilbert writes,

“There is something about an empty chair

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

No longer will they occupy that chair,

However much their image is etched in our memory.

Chairs know the comings and goings of people, ...

They know the passing of years;

They absorb all in well-worn wood.

There is something in us

That doesn’t like an empty chair,

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

Its presence reminds us of memories that fade

But do not die.

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

Our fingers caress the well-known cracks and grooves,

As familiar to us as the body that filled them.

Our eyes create the image of a former time

When loved ones brought a chair to life

And endeared it to us.”

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

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

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

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

Source: Touchstones
8.18: The Green After by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (518 words)
     Today I have too many friends who are dying. Sometimes at a memorial service I feel dissatisfied, and I’m the preacher in charge. I realize I can’t figure out how to preach my view of resurrection. I know that people would want to hear it, I’m not worried about offending or confusing anyone. I treasure the ability to speak the plain truth as I see it. The plain truth is no one knows for sure what happens when we die. That’s not a very stirring thing to proclaim at a funeral, though, honest as it is. We all have some kind of belief about it, even if that belief is that there is nothing after we die. The reason I haven’t preached it yet is because when I call to mind my belief about the afterlife, it comes to me as a color.

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

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

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

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

     The green of a new leaf, lit from behind with the spring sun, stays inside me, a glowing place of peace, the certainty that I will always be part of life. During a memorial service I see that green, I feel that peace. It’s hard to preach a color, but I’m going to think of a way.

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

8.19: SLT #510 We Have Wintered and Mourned Enough by Rev. Jane Rzepka
8.20: SLT #527 Immortality by Richard Jefferies
      Easter
8.21: Let the Alleluias Rise Up by Rev. Beth Ellen Cooper (553 words)
     Every year, the same conundrum: How do we find our way into Easter when, for us, the most important part about Jesus of Nazareth is his teachings, rather than his death? Like many traditional holidays, it must have some meaning to us beyond its commercial trappings. But what is that meaning, exactly?

     What are we to make of the death of one Jewish teacher two millennia ago in a world where we hear daily of violence, death and injustice?

     When I left my Christian upbringing, the first thing I wholeheartedly threw out the window was the cross. I kept the bunny, the eggs, the chocolate, but the whole death and resurrection thing was right out. Many years later, I reluctantly let little bits of it back in, particularly around resurrection and rebirth. It was an easy metaphor to embrace for a holiday that, in many places, ushers in Springtime. But it is only in very recent years that the whole story has again found a place in my spirituality—that Easter takes on a deeper meaning than it ever did when I was a child.

     “No Alleluias until Easter,” my daughter told me solemnly. “Shhhh. The alleluias are sleeping.” She pointed to the small raised garden bed being warmed by the spring sun, where I could see the sprouts of trumpet lilies pushing up through the soft dirt.” Before Easter,” she summed up, “no alleluias. After Easter...alleluias again.” …

     Of course. Perhaps the simplest, most elegant explanation of Easter I have ever heard,
without all of the complicated and problematic substitutionary atonement theology, without the irrationalism of missing bodies or visitations from the dead.

     This is Easter stripped down to its most central, heart-of-hearts message. We have alleluias in our lives--moments of triumph and wonder, of insight and rebirth. These are moments of transformation, when our way of being in the world is fundamentally changed. Strengthened. Deepened. When we feel more whole; more connected. The exuberant and joyful Alleluia is a good way to think of these moments. But as my Christian colleagues are fond of saying, you can’t get to Easter without Good Friday.

     The story of the resurrection cannot go forward without a death. Sometimes, the most profound transformations are the ones that emerge out the deaths that we face in our lives. It may be a literal death, the hole left in your life when a beloved has gone, and you feel unmade by the loss. It may be any one of a thousand lesser losses -the loss of a job or a friendship; the death of a marriage or partnership; a change in physical or mental ability; even the death of a long-held dream. These places of grief are barren places in our lives, God-forsaken places that teach us sorrow and suffering and lamentation.

     …But feeling forsaken is not the same as being forsaken. The story of Easter tells us that death doesn’t win...Love wins. Like the saplings that sprout among the ruins of a forest fire, like the phoenix who is born from its own ashes, like the crocus that pokes through the snow each spring, like the banana tree...which dies, but lives on in its children, hope rises. Hope rises up even in the face of death. Even in our wilderness, we are never completely lost.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/let-alleluias-rise-up 

8.22: SLT #624 Hope Again by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells

8.23: SLT #625 Ane Eye for Miracles by Diego Valeri

8.24: SLT #627 Seasons of the Self by Rev. Max Coots

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: Our Grief Is a Holy Thing, adapted by Rev. Tracie Barrett-Welser (150 words)
     Our grief is a holy thing. It is that proof that another life touched ours in a profound way. It is the mark of love, the mark of connection, and the mark of a life well lived.

     We will mourn, we will cry, we will miss [our loved ones] …. Time will move on and we may not hurt like we hurt now, but then a thought or a bit of music or a smell, will remind us …and it will all come back. Those moments, too, are holy: they’re reminders of that connection that will never fully go away. It’s important to hold on to that connection, because it is through those memories that [our loved ones] …stay with us. …

     …Hold on to those memories, tell the stories that make you smile, the stories that make you laugh, share the memories…. …And may they …bring you peace… Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/our-grief-holy-thing 
10.2: What I Know by Rev. Kenneth Collier (55 words)
     I do not know where we go when we die;

And I do not know what the soul is

Or what death is or when or why.

     What I know is that

The song once sung cannot be unsung,

And the life once lived cannot be unlived,

And the love once loved cannot be unloved.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/what-i-know 
10.3: Blessing at Departure by Rev. Robin Gray (52 words)
We call for this blessing on all sheltered here whether in body or in spirit...

May the flame of our community

ignite a love

bold enough to share.

And, in return

May we all be embraced by a love

that remains constant

in times of sorrow

and in days of great gladness.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/blessing-departure 
10.4: We walk this earth but a brief moment in time by Rev. Tim Haley (76 words)
     We walk this earth but a brief moment in time.

Amid our suffering and pain, however great or small, let us continue to learn how to celebrate life. Let us continue to grow in our capacity to love ourselves and each other. And let us continue to move toward the goal of a just world community.

     Go this day in a renewed spirit of peace and hope and with the wisdom to greet the new week.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5388.shtml 

10.5: Ripples of Love by Rev. Jay Wolin (109 words)
I know not where you are,

Whether your soul is traveling the universal highway

Or as I imagine, sitting at the left hand of God

Being consulted about matters of consequence.

Or maybe reincarnated as the 1%, or as a dog

But even if it has been dissipated with the

End of your body,

You live, You live in me, and in others

Through our memories of you

Through your actions in the world

Through the love you shared during your life

Love that created ripples whose impact

Will be felt for eternity,

By those near and far

Let us all live a life

That creates ripples of love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/ancestry 

10.6: Inspired by Our Ancestors by Rev. Leia Durland-Jones (67 words)
For those who came before us, we offer gratitude and thanks.

May their memories be a blessing.

May we feel surrounded by their love.

As we go forth from this time and place,

let us be inspired by their courage, their wisdom, and their dreams.

Let us honor them by doing the work

of living boldly, loving mightily,

and creating heaven on earth.

Amen and blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/inspired-our-ancestors 

10.7: SLT #680 Bow to the Mystery by Rev. Barbara Pescan

10.8: SLT #688 Hold On by Nancy Wood

      Easter

10.9: Closing Words for Easter by Rev. Alex Holt (126 words)
     For all those who celebrate the resurrection of Jesus, may this day be another affirmation of divine love and promise;

     For all those who see the eternal story of new spring and life beginning anew, may you breathe deeply of a season of promise and hope.

     For all who are experiencing despair or hopelessness this Easter, may you find in the darkness or depression a doorway to light and warmth that offers you freedom.

     For all of us: together we can do what no one isolated person can do; rolling the heavy stone aside reminds us we are far more powerful than we ever could be on our own.

     Our offering of strong hands to help are prayers made real;

Let us begin again to love.

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

10.10: In the Rising Sun Today by Rev. Joel Miller (34 words)
We all know loss and pain.

Let none of it divide us.

In the rising sun today

Let us do together what we cannot do alone:

Roll away the stones that close our hearts.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/rising-sun-today 

11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
The following involves a summary of sermons as well as the text of Worship Web and Touchstones’ sermons. They are ranked by the ease by which they can be used in part or whole. The synopsis gives you a brief outline of the sermon, while the excerpt represents a compelling passage from the sermon. If you use any of the following excerpts in a sermon (or meditations or readings above), please be sure to credit the author. 

11.1: The Grief Bible by Bear W. Qolezcua

Source: https://austinuu.org/wp2013/the-grief-bible/ 

Length: 2,414 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Bear Qolezcua suggests that since there is no “Perfect Grief Guide,” we must create our own Grief Bible to assemble the stories of our losses and what we have learned. He then begins writing, “My grief bible begins with ‘In grace, in heartache, in joy, in sorrow… I am not alone.’” He continues, “These bibles of our own making are filled with a few short books, with only a passage or two, and others that span hundreds of pages with sayings and life experiences. Some are not yet written and others are in the infancy of them being penned.” He shares several of his books beginning with, as he writes, “Book 19. Kevin. My first love. This book taught me that the heart never heals completely… not with time, not with distance, not with age or wisdom or any other method or measure.” Then, “27: Trella, my last grandmother. This book taught me that sometimes we must rescue ourselves by whatever means necessary long enough to carry on until we can fall apart safely.” Oolezcua continues with “Book 31. Mom. This book taught me my most valuable lesson so far. I learned that I am not the person that so many other people told me I was, that I wasn’t just a steady rock and I didn’t have to be.” He concludes, “A year and a half ago I added book 35. Blair Monie,” a surrogate father.” Oolezcua models good grief by sharing brief stories of loved ones, along with the wisdom that his grief has taught him.

Excerpt: A lesson from my long book of proverbs comes with a warning to remember that in ways, our society often shares the lesson that grief should be peripheral, that it is almost rude to grieve. People ask how you are but some really only want to hear “I’m doing well/alright/ok, thank you” not… I am still shattered, I haven’t showered in four days, I can’t remember if I ate or not, and I can’t find the willpower to pay my electric bill. They want absolution from the responsibility to care for another human being in a moment of pain because, for many, they’ve no idea how to help or what to do.

     In conversation, the complications that come from grieving tend to be avoided. People feel embarrassed for you when you talk about your grief; you let them off the hook so that the awkwardness surrounding our fear of this part of life can be moved past. However… Here’s the deal.

     Sometimes you must talk about it because talking about it is like opening the pressure valve, letting out all the steam and perhaps being able to take a breath once more.

     When I talk about my grief, in times that are very heavy and loud in my head, I feel like I become more visible again. It feels like I am more able to live and move along in my life because I no longer bear it all. Just because I was told I was strong enough to do it on my own doesn’t mean that I have to be.
11.2: Resilient Hearts by Rev. Megan Lloyd Joiner

Source: https://www.usnh.org/sermon-resilient-hearts/ 

Length: 2,478 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Megan Joiner begins with gun violence because of recent events as a way of then focusing on grief. Joiner writes, “The poet Rumi encourages us to look at being human as a ‘guest house’ with every morning, a new arrival. ‘Welcome and entertain them all,’ he says. ‘Even if they are a crowd of sorrows….’” Joiner grounds her exploration of grief in our first source writing, “Direct experience of pain and loss holds as much mystery and wonder, I think, as that of joy and love. In fact, the two, as so many of us know, are inextricably linked.” Joiner quotes Caty Kalanithi, whose husband Paul had a terminal disease when they jointly decide to have a child. Kalanithi writes that she will eventually tell her daughter by way of explanation, “Engaging in the full range of experience, living and dying, love and loss, is what we get to do. Being human doesn’t happen despite suffering. It happens within it.” Joiner shares a story of close friends who asked her and her husband to serve as next of kin for their daughter in the event of a tragedy. Then a tragedy happened, and led to the death of Sam, the father of daughter, Sylvia. His death, four years ago, knocked Joiner over. She writes, “Sam’s loss has changed the shape of my life—of all of our lives.” Joiner adds that we don’t always get over some things, quoting a poet, she writes, “We don’t get over things.” She then shares the perspectives of The Rev. Ruth MacKensie, Joan Didion, author of the book, The Year of Magical Thinking, and New Zealander, Lucy Hone, author of What Abi Taught Us. MacKensie and Hone are featured in the excerpt.

Excerpt: The Rev. Ruth MacKensie, one of the ministers at First Universalist Church in Minneapolis writes: “We live in a grief adverse culture. A culture that cannot seem to tolerate the real dynamics of what it is to be alive and human. If we’ve experienced a death, we aren’t supposed to be sad too long. If we are mourning the loss of an opportunity or a dream, we are told to get over it and move on. If we feel horror and agony at one more death caused by gun violence or the murder of a black or brown person at a traffic stop, we are told we are overreacting. If we fall to our knees as another great ice shelf falls into the sea, we are handed some new technology to anesthetize us against the Earth’s lament and our own.” Our consumer culture, MacKensie says, tells us that we can either “get out of feeling loss,” or “at least compress it into something nice and neat and manageable.”
     …In her book, What Abi Taught Us, New Zealander, Lucy Hone, offers us a different perspective on grief. After losing her 12-year-old daughter, her daughter’s best friend and her own friend all in a tragic car accident, Hone turned to her academic research in resilience psychology for tools to help in her and her family’s grief process.

     …Hone’s book is a guide for resilient grief. She offers coping strategies and tactics for nearly every aspect of grief, above all sharing the mantra she has used in the weeks, months and years following her daughter’s death: “Choose life, not death. Don’t lose what you have to what you have lost.”
11.3: Grief Makes Artists of Us All by Holly Tanguay

Source: https://www.gloucesteruu.org/services/self-compassion-grief/ 

Length: 2,397 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Holly Tanguay reflects on her grief in the aftermath of the death of her husband Bob who died of T cell lymphoma. She beings by quoting UU minister Greta Crosby who wrote, “Grief makes artists of us all as we weave new patterns in the fabric of our lives,” and then reflects on the metaphor of weaving. Her sermon is a thoughtful blend of her own wisdom and poems and prose that also offer insight into grief. She recounts attending several months after the death a five-day intensive retreat on Mindful Self-Compassion taught by Christopher Germer and Kristin Neff. A break-through in her grief was connecting her present experience that had occurred as a child that she had never processed since. She connects the dots in her poem, Sixty Years, written at the retreat. It is quite moving. She then shares some of what she learned at the retreat. Tanguay then recounts her experience in a program called, “Writing Through the Heart of Grief,” that met once a week for 12 weeks. This additional grief-work was very helpful. As she writes, “In the company of others we found that our own journeys were sacred not shameful, and that grief is not only loss, it is love.” 

Excerpt: I do not say that the death of a loved one is a gift. Far from it. Even when death comes at the end of a long and rewarding life, even when we see it coming, even when we know it is not a tragedy, the loss is stark.

     …Loss connects us to our deepest needs: the need for shared pleasures, for touch, for love and for meaning in our lives. Even as we yearn backwards for the treasures we once had, grief reminds us to treasure life now and drink of it deeply.

     Any new grief also connects us to every other loss we carry. Some of those losses may have been well mourned and stand ready to welcome a new loved one into the company of cherished memories. Others may have left wounds not fully healed by time. The pain of those can be newly intensified.  Still others may have been sealed up without healing at all, leaving us unaware of buried suffering that was never comforted.

     As we struggle to cope with a new tear in the fabric of our accustomed lives there are perils and opportunities.  Some of the time we must just “soldier on,” cope with settling the estate, paying the bills, mowing the lawn and caring for others and ourselves as best we can.  But, if we only soldier on, only stay positive because that is what our loved one would want, only keep chin up and eyes on horizon, we will miss the chance to hold and comfort ourselves, the chance to grow through our grief, developing deeper compassion for ourselves and others, renewing our awareness of how sacred each life is, including our own.

11.4: Pilgrimage of Love and Loss by Tom Hearne
Source: https://uuwestport.org/pilgrimage-of-love-and-loss-tom-hearne-summer-service-august-15-2021-video-and-pdf-available/ 

Length: 1,920 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively Easy
Synopsis: Thomas Hearne begins with by quoting Francis Weller’s image of a well, “What do we find there in the well of grief? Darkness, moistness that turns our eyes wet and our faces into streams of tears. We find the bodies of forgotten ancestors, abandoned dreams, ancient remnants of trees and animals—Things that have come before and that have the power to lead us to the place to which each of us will return one day when we, too, leave this life. This descent is a passage into what we are, creatures of earth.” He then outlines Weller’s five gates or grief which are,

Gate One—The loss of someone or something that we love.

Gate Two—The places within us that have never known acceptance, let alone love.

Gate Three—The Sorrows of the Earth

Gate Four—What we expected and did not receive

Gate Five—Ancestral Grief

Hearne then offers five suggestions in how to process grief. He follows this with comments about the powerful poem Kindness by Naomi Shihab Nye, which was a reading in the service. (See https://poets.org/poem/kindness.) He then reflects on his own grief, explaining how he reframed it with help from a lake of tears behind a dam to a sacred lake holding both tears of sorrow and tears of joy. He concludes with what is contained below in the excerpt.

Excerpt: How to conclude?

· •At the core of our being, at the core of our attempts to create or find meaning, is kindness and sorrow, compassion and grief, love and loss.

· The starting point for responding to loss is naming it, sharing it, accepting it, and being present to it – just as we must do with love: declare it (I love you!), share it, embrace it and be fully present to it.

· We recognize that we are bigger than the emotion of the moment when we remember our metaphors. We are: The welcoming presence in Rumi’s Guest House. We are: Pilgrims taking each day as it comes – and walking in community.

· In deep grief there is a thread of joy – we must seek and hold onto that thread as we mourn.

· In great love and joy, there is the thread and threat of loss – we must hold onto that thread, as well, so that our love is grounded.

· Francis Weller says it this way “The work of the mature person is to carry grief in one hand and gratitude in the other and to be stretched large by them. How much sorrow can I hold? That’s how much gratitude I can give. If I carry only grief, I’ll bend toward cynicism and despair. If I have only gratitude, I’ll become saccharine and won’t develop much compassion for other people’s suffering. Grief keeps the heart fluid and soft, which helps make compassion possible.”
11.5: Be Not Afraid by Rev. Frank Clarkson

Source: https://www.uuhaverhill.org/sermons/2017/10/25/be-not-afraid 

Length: 1,750 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Somewhat Difficult
Synopsis: Rev. Frank Clarkson begins with comments about the reality of death that is made challenging because we exist in a death-denying culture. While dealing with death can be fearful, he praises the congregation for their willingness to show up and support people in times of loss. This is important in the horizontal dimension of life, but he is also concerned with the vertical dimension of life, asking “What about the world beyond this one? What about God?” He notes that people have wondered whether or not God exists since the Enlightenment. Addressing death and questions like these is for Clarkson “on the ground theology, done in the midst and the mess of your lives, working out beliefs and practices that will sustain you through the hard times, that will help you find hope and even joy.” As a minister, being around death has helped form and try his faith. His belief in God is in the context “part of a great Love that will never let us go.” And so, he concludes, “Jane Kenyon and her husband Donald Hall were both living with cancer when Jane wrote the poem Let Evening Come, ‘Let it come, as it will, and don’t / be afraid. God does not leave us / comfortless, so let evening come.’”
Excerpt: There will come a day when we will be gone from this life. Each of us is going to die. This is a fact. The question is, what are we going to do with this knowledge? How are we going to live, in the face of our own mortality?

     …I remember words a young friend of ours once said to her mother. Struck by autumn’s beauty, this child asked, “Why are things so beautiful before they die?”
     Sometimes death can be beautiful and peaceful and a blessing. And sometimes it’s not. It’s always an ending and a loss. …UU minister Forrest Church, who died of cancer at 61, said, “Death is central to my definition of religion: religion is our human response to the dual reality of being alive and having to die.” 

     …Standing at grave, death seems so final. But that’s not the whole story. Death can offer unexpected gifts. Facing your own mortality can make you more aware of the beauty and blessing and gift that is this life. Death puts things in perspective; it clarifies what is important and what is trivial. Death can open us up to one another, and to the Love which holds us when it seems all else has fallen away. 

     You know the power of people showing up in times of trouble, don’t you? You know how important these human connections are.  Julia Kasdorf wrote a poem about this, about showing up when someone dies, called What I Learned from My Mother. The lines that always get me are these two: “I learned that whatever we say means nothing, what anyone will remember is that we came.”
11.6: Care for Self, Care for Others by Rev. Rebecca Bryan

Source: https://uucharlottesville.org/sermons/march-1-the-only-way-over-is-through-rev-karen-lewis-foley/
Length: 843 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Moderately Difficult
Synopsis: Rev. Rebecca Bryan begins by quoting Rev. Barbara Cornell who notes that grief “really messes with your identity.” She offers five things to keep in mind when grieving, as quoted in the excerpt. Because this is a homily, which is shorter, those five points capture the essence of her message.

Excerpt: (1) Make no assumptions. You will not know how you will grieve nor whether another person will grieve as you do. …You will not know what you or another person will want or need or whether grief will be the same one day to the next.

(2) …The second skill of grief is to be selfish and allow others to do the same. …The veil is thinner when we are grieving. We know what matters to us and what we want to say. Go for it. 

(3) Be open to surprises. Allow the unexpected in. …You will be more sentimental, emotional, and easily touched. You’ll also be more easily angered, more often grouchy and frequently unkind in your thoughts if not your actions. You can expect all of that.

(4) Please know you are not crazy. …You will forget things. …You’ll think you’re all over things, and then the cycle will start again. …Your mood may change like the tides one hour and then feel like stagnate clay. …There is no right way to grieve.

(5) Lastly, give up planning. …Grief plays havoc with time. …You make a plan to meet friends, then change your mind at the last minute. Or you decide you need time to organize the house then go to the grocery store instead.

     …The time of grieving losses is liminal space. The past is behind and gone and the future ahead and unknown. Grief changes us. A time of grief is a time for loving yourself, a time for surrender, a time for trust.

11.7: Grieving as Becoming by Rev. Joseph Boyd 

Source: https://uuyo.org/sermon-april-25-2021-grieving-as-becoming/ 

Length: 2,223 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Difficult
Synopsis: Rev. Joseph Boyd weaves reflections on George Floyd and the scourge of racism with reflections on racism. He grief, “There is no one right way to grieve any loss we have. But I have experienced and I have witnessed ways that grief can open and affirm our life, and ways that grief can close us off from life. This is based in part on his own loss of his father along with the loss of his childhood religion. For Boyd, loss and grief are universal, and thus can create connections among people because of this. 

Excerpt: I knew someone who bought a house near Santa Fe, New Mexico with his wife. It was an old stucco house in an attractive part of the desert away from civilization. Both of them were incredibly busy people who traveled nationally and internationally most of the year, and she always wanted a place where she could come recharge, rest, and be. Six days after they signed the closing papers, seemingly out of nowhere, she died of a heart attack in her early fifties, and this man was shocked completely to the core. He later said that his wife was always much more compassionate and feelings oriented, taking the time to be and listen to people. He was always on the go, and never made as much time for people, busy with some project. He said: I have the desire to become more like her, now that she can’t. I will dedicate myself to being more compassionate, to take more time to really listen to people, to slow down. He was fully aware of what he was doing. He said: It wasn’t just my wife that died. It was part of me too. She took who I was with her, and now another person is emerging. Maybe part of her is becoming me.

Sermons and Sermon Excerpts

11.8: What to Do When Nothing Can Be Done by Rev. Barbara Pescan (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,447 words)

     …I …had to keep learning that there were limits to how much I could help my sister as she was approaching death. We had a little book hospice provided that describes the signs. We kept track of Mel’s temperature and looked at her skin and her weight loss—but for weeks the hospice staff found that her vital signs were holding fairly steady, so we were not alarmed about the few indicators that suggested she was closer to dying than her vitals indicated. Other than the cancer, she had been a pretty healthy fifty-four-year-old woman.

     …About the big thing we could do nothing. But, about the small daily, hourly things we could do much. I reminded myself repeatedly to not be irritated with myself for doing something wrong, or for forgetting something, or for some ache of my own. Not just because my small irritations were comparatively beside the point, but also because Mel was very sensitive to changes in our emotional climate.

     Our rage at cancer, or at some sub-standard treatment from the oncologist—anger at those things was simply beside the point. I had to figure out more than once that irritability with small things, with things I could not control, were standing in for the Great Thing about which none of us could do anything. Mel had good days and less good days, and some awful days; and we had some beautiful moments together.

     …I remembered …that on the outside of his office door my minister had a poster that read: Nearly everyone is dealing with something difficult.

     …Not all the hard truths are about death. Between an ordinary day and that finality there are other hard truths we encounter that fray the fabric of our lives. Things happen to us that transform what seems like the strong and dependable tapestry of our life into the thinnest, most fragile gauze scrim. We try to see through that veil to the other side, but all we can really discern there are shapes in the mist, moving and uncertain.

     …So, what can we do when nothing can be done? When nothing can be done to alter the trajectory of events we did not create. When nothing can be done about outcomes that no amount of expertise or caring can avert?

     …The essential truth of the conundrum—what to do when nothing can be done—seems to lie somewhere between anxiety and faith. Our anxiety seems to be less about the world, about life and its vicissitudes and the groundlessness of life, than it is about us and how we experience uncertainty.

     …Life is a mix—always changing, some good, some hard; some scary; much joy, much beauty. But, essentially groundless—the joy comes and goes…. Even the sadness comes and goes. …And …if fortune has it that you live through the thing, and you make it through, you go on living: no drama, no manipulation. Or if fortune has it that family and friends are able to support you, even in extremis, you may go well. Hard, perhaps; dislocating, almost certainly; sad, often; but, absolutely ordinary.

      The last evening of my sister’s life a friend came over and she and my nephew sat with Mel in her room and they laughed a lot. …They laughed, I don’t know what …they laughed about, and it doesn’t matter. Ben and Patty and Mel laughed.

     The next morning, she was gone. Her spirit was still in the room, that laughter from the night before—but she was gone.

    So, what do you do when nothing can be done? I’ve got a list. You probably have your list, too; but this is mine. When nothing can be done, slow down, that is, pause, if only for a few seconds. Breathe. …Call a friend. Cry. Walk; exercise. Drink less caffeine and alcohol, and drink more water. Watch television less and daydream more. Do something for someone else. Go visit someone you like. Get quiet. Meditate or pray to whatever God or good you trust receives you. I know some of you do this already. When you do pray, give your praying the weight it deserves. Let it be life giving.

     Now, all these suggestions could seem to be only distractions from your anxiety, your grief. It could seem that when you rise from meditation or prayer, all that trouble will be waiting for you, still unresolved, with its motor running, waiting for you to throw it in gear and get it going again.

     But it is a fact that quiet meditation, reflection on the good, emptying your mind, watching your breath - over time changes your brain. Facing your fears—what one teacher calls “riding the dragon” rather than fleeing from it—over time actually changes the way your brain works. And, you don’t need to spend a long time doing any of this, either. At Plum Village, Thich Nhat Hanh’s meditation center …when the mindfulness bell rings, everyone knows to pause in what they are doing and breathe mindfully three times before returning to whatever they were doing. Just three conscious breaths.

     Some teachers suggest that two minutes of meditation is enough—several times a day. Whenever you are tempted to slide into worry or to grip a problem hard, touch the pause button. You don’t even need the bell; just the tension of your own grip can be enough to remind you to pause, let your shoulders drop, and take those three breaths.

      …[O]ver time, these practices work their changes in you. They don’t solve anything, don’t change the world, but they work their changes in you.

     …It is possible to have faith that you are enough; to know that Life is what it is, and it is enough. Our leaning toward faith and faithfulness is a life posture that may be the conscious aspect of all the tropisms of the living world—birds don’t live very long, but each day they sing at the first light of morning; the flower lasts only a few days, but each day flowers lean toward the sun; the taproot reaches for the water far below the surface of dry ground; the profligacy of nature makes far more squirrels and insects than seems reasonable so that some of them will survive to make more.

     Faith just may be the aware, human aspect of Life’s wanting more life, in all its joy and tragedy, in all its sadness, disappointment and grief, in all its finality. All its brevity and beauty.

At last, none of these suggestions—prayer, meditation, watching your breath, exercise—none of these will or can stop us from worrying. But, that’s why they call it practice. Because practice does not lead to perfection, nor an end to anxiety, nor to perfect peace. Practices like these lead us to inhabit our lives, to be present to whatever is our experience, even if nothing can be done to change it, make it better, make hurt be less or make it stop.

     So, how can I answer my question—what to do when nothing can be done? Nothing more than: Keep your faith banked and ready to use. That faith is a posture you know. Faithfulness is a gesture familiar to you, as familiar as saying hello to an old friend

     …Your faith, your tender faithfulness in the presence of so much in your life that is difficult, sad, unexpected—is what the world depends upon to keep being world. “Sink into the love of those around you for a time.”

     The poet, Mary Oliver, writes in her book, Red Bird, the poem When I Cried for Help:

“Where are you, Angel of Mercy?
Outside in the dusk, among the flowers?
Leaning against the window or the door?
Or waiting, half asleep, in the spare room?

I’m here, said the Angel of Mercy.
I’m everywhere—in the garden, in the house,
and everywhere else on earth—so much
asking, so much to do. Hurry! I need you.”

     The penultimate answer I can give you…, an answer incomplete as it is, and only partly satisfactory, is that when nothing can be done, we can simply be with each other. In the midst of all that troubles us, that assails us, all that asks for answers when none can be found, we can be with each other in our solitude, we can look upon each other with quiet eyes. For nearly everyone is dealing with something difficult. Nearly everyone. You. I. Each one of us an Angel of Mercy to someone else. So much asking, so many to be with in faithful ways of compassion.

     When nothing can be done, Hurry! Sweetly, tenderly—you are needed.

11.9: All My Memories of Love by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (891 words)

     The text for this sermon comes from a poem by Anna Akhmatova who, at the time of her death in 1966, was considered to be the greatest woman poet in Russian literature. Unitarian Universalist minister Marco Belletini did the translation of the poem. It forms the verse for hymn #336, All My Memories of Love in Singing the Living Tradition. 

     She was born Anna Gorenko in 1889. Her father made her adopt a pen name because he did not want her to shame the family name by becoming a “decadent poetess.”  Akhmatova was the last name of her maternal great-grandmother. She married Nikolai Gumilev in 1910 and her son, Lev, was born in 1912. She and her husband, a poet and a critic, divorced in 1918. The Bolsheviks executed him in 1921 for anti-revolutionary activities. She married twice more. Her third husband, Nikolai Punin, died in a Siberian labor camp in 1953. Her son Lev was arrested in 1949 and held in jail until 1956. Akhmatova was well acquainted with the harshness of life in Russia. There was an unofficial ban on her poetry from 1925 until 1940. Following World War II an official ban was decreed, which continued until 1958. During the latter part of the 1930s Akhmatova wrote, Requiem, her longest poem, which was dedicated to the memory of Stalin’s victims. It was not published in its entirety in Russia until 1987.

     In September 1941, following the German invasion, Akhmatova was permitted to deliver an inspiring radio address to the woman of Leningrad. In the spring of 1942, she was evacuated to Tashkent in Central Asia. She did not return to Leningrad until 1944 and she went to visit the estate at Tsarskoye Selo, where she had been educated as a young girl. This poem was written there. Entitled, The Return, it captured both her desolation and her grief for all those who had been killed during the siege of Leningrad. She was horrified, as she said, by this specter pretending to be my city. It is a memorial lament.

     Akhmatova wrote, 

All my memories of love

hang upon high stars.

All the souls I’ve lost to tears

now the autumn jars.

and the air around me thickens

with their song;

sing again their nameless tunes,

sing again, and strong.

As we remember loved ones who have died, may we be filled to overflowing with memories of love, memories that do not die, but comfort. 

     Akhmatova recalls the songs of those who have died, inviting us to sing those nameless tunes. What comes to mind for me are the old Methodist hymns that my great-grandmother sang. I remember the songs that my grandmother would sing in the car to pass the time when we were going on a trip. Nothing could be finer, than to be in Carolina, in the morning! I recall my brother-in-law’s love of jazz as I listen to a recording by Chuck Mangione. But there is more to this. Unitarian Universalist minister David Blanchard writes, “On sabbatical in East Africa, I heard a story of a people who believe we are each created with our own song. Their tradition as a community is to honor that song by singing it as welcome when a child is born, as comfort when a child is ill, in celebration when the child marries, and in affirmation and love when death comes.” Each of our loved ones has a song fashioned out of their lives. May we sing their nameless tunes, sing again, and strong.

     Akhmatova continued,

Willows in September 

touch the water clear

set among the rushes tall 

of the flowing year.

Rising up from sunlit past 

comes the shadowed sigh

running toward me silently, 

love to fortify.

I remember the willows from my childhood. They were huge weeping willows with branches almost touching the ground. My friends and I would grab a handful of branches and swing into the air and back down to the ground. The willows forgave us this abuse and the branches never broke. 

     This verse by Akhmatova recalls Psalm 137 and the desolation of the Hebrews in captivity: “By the rivers of Babylon—there we sat down and wept when we remembered Zion. On the willows there we hung up our harps. For there our captors asked of us songs…saying. ‘Sing us one of the songs of Zion.’ How could we sing, sing the Lord’s song in a foreign land?” 

     Grief is indeed a foreign country. All our memories of love recall a sunlit past. There is a nostalgia for what once was and is now gone. That is the shadowed sigh. And yet if we are fortified by love, then our grief is somewhat easier to bear.

Akhmatova’s final verse as translated by Belletini was,

Many are the graceful hearts

hung upon this tree.

And it seems there’s room for mine 

on these branches free;

and the sky above the tree, 

whether wet or bright,

is my ease and comforting, 

my good news and light.

The tree of life is an enduring symbol in mythology and religion. As we turn toward springtime, the trees that gave up their leaves in autumn, a recurring symbol of death, to reveal the lovely architecture of trunk, limb, and twig are now reborn as bud, blossom, and leaf offer an alleluia: our good news and light. 

11.10: Strong at the Broken Places by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (782 words)

     In recalling a childhood bedtime prayer, Rev. Forrest Church wrote, "What would it mean, if I should die before I wake? This,” he continues, “is a religious question. Religion is our human response to the dual reality of being alive and having to die. We are not [only] the animal with tools or the animal with language, we are [also] the religious animal. We know that we must die, and therefore we question what life means.”

     Dying, death, and grieving are crucibles in which some of the questions of life are answered. The death of a loved one shatters our world as we behold again just how fragile and precious life truly is. Ernest Hemingway wrote, “The world breaks everyone, and afterward many are strong at the broken places.” But he also observed, not everyone is stronger. The death of a loved one is one of the ways in which we are broken. Another is a serious illness that threatens our own life. We grieve both, with the hope that we will find ways to continue, never completely whole, but whole enough.

     Unitarian Universalist minister Jane Rzepka writes, "But who can understand death? In its immensity, power, and mystery, it holds us in a non-negotiable sacred grip. The mortal imagination lacks sufficient stretch even to comprehend the notion." 

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

     Betsy Sholl wrote, "coming to the end of spring / my grandmother kicks off her shoes / steps out of her faltering body." I like this poem fragment. That is the way my great-grandmother died at the age of eighty‑two. Sitting in her rocking chair, she just slept away. I have that rocking chair and treasure it as I treasure her memory. Still, Dylan Thomas wrote, "Do not go gentle into that good night, / Old age should burn and rave at close of day; / Rage, rage against the dying light." That's how my grandmother died at the age of ninety‑one. It was neither a good death, nor a gentle death. 

     With these two women in mind, I occasionally ponder my eventual dying. My great-grandmother died in her sleep the way she wanted to die, seemingly effortless, accepting, and peaceful. My grandmother did not die the death she wanted, but she died the death she could, filled with rage and fear. Both were understandable, and quite human. And me? Impossible to know. As Katherine Mansfield reminded us, "It is hard—it is hard to make a good death.”

     Rev. Jane Rzepka writes, “Death and immortality make us wonder. We have to respond. We may be inclined toward philosophical questions, attracted by the mystical, swept away by gentle poetic forms of curiosity, or lean toward the scientific. We rail, deny, weep with despair, calmly anticipate the peace to come, or bravely face ‘facts.’”

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

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

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

     We need to fear not death, but life--

empty lives,

loveless lives,

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

lives that are like living deaths,

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

lives in which we never pause to breathe deeply.

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

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

11.11: The Heart Remembers by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (638 words)

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

     A Korean quote reminds us, “Though memories are gone, the heart remembers.” In like manner Patience Strong wrote, “The heart remembers everything; the buried past is there. The rapture of loves first delight; the joy and the despair. The faces and the friendships and the names of long ago – Lie beneath a drift of years like leaves beneath the snow. …The music fades, the roses perish…. But the heart remembers.”
     If we look at another with our eyes, we see the outward individual, but if we begin to look with our hearts as well, we slowly become aware of the significant experiences of that person’s life, including those they have loved and lost, for they, too, are forever a part of each person. And, if we begin to share stories of our lives, the ability of our heart to see each other rightly will grow exponentially.

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

     The trajectory of these words arose in response to a poem entitled The Exegesis by Elder Olson. He wrote, “Nothing is lost; the universe is honest, / Time, like the sea, gives all back in the end, / But only in its own way, on its own conditions: / Empires as grains of sand, forests as coal, / Mountains as pebbles. Be still, be still, I say; / You were never the water, only a wave; / Not substance, but a form substance assumed.”
     Never the water, only a wave. Consider the wave pool, a staple of the AP Physics in high school. The wave is the kinetic energy moving through the water. Ripple after ripple. Never the water, only a wave. You see, the water is life itself, and we, like countless others—before—now—and—to come—are ripples flowing through life. 

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

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

     When all that is left of you is memory, may you bring a tear to the eye and a smile to the lips of every heart that remembers.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“What I need is the dandelion in the spring. The bright yellow that means rebirth instead of destruction. The promise that life can go on, no matter how bad our losses. That it can be good again.”   Suzanne Collin

“Absence is a house so vast that inside you will pass through its walls and hang pictures on the air.”   Pablo Neruda

“Grief lasts longer than sympathy, which is one of the tragedies of the grieving.”   Elizabeth McCracken

“Grief does not change you…. It reveals you.”   John Green

“We must know the pain of loss; because if we never knew it, we would have no compassion for others, and we would become monsters of …self-interest. The terrible pain of loss teaches humility…, has the power to soften uncaring hearts….”   Dean Koontz

“You will lose someone you can’t live without, and your heart will be badly broken, and the bad news is that you never completely get over the loss of your beloved. But this is also the good news. They live forever in your broken heart that doesn’t seal back up. And you come through.”   Anne Lamott

“A …facet of our aversion to grief is fear. … If we are to return to the richly textured life of soul and to participation with the soul of the world, we must pass through the intense region of grief and sorrow.”   Francis Weller

“Life is full of grief, to exactly the degree we allow ourselves to love other people.”   Orson Scott Card

“The work …is to carry grief in one hand and gratitude in the other and to be stretched large by them. How much sorrow can I hold? That’s how much gratitude I can give. …Grief keeps the heart fluid and soft, which helps make compassion possible.”   Francis Weller

 “Grief, I’ve learned, is really just love. It’s all the love you want to give, but cannot. All that unspent love gathers up in the corners of your eyes, the lump in your throat, and in that hollow part of your chest. Grief is …love with no place to go.”   Jamie Anderson

“I still miss those I loved who are no longer with me but I find I am grateful for having loved them. The gratitude has finally conquered the loss.”   Rita Mae Brown

“Life Lesson 3: You can’t rush grief. It has its own timetable. All you can do is make sure there are lots of soft places around—beds, pillows, arms, laps.”    Patti Davis

“Grief is like a swallow…. One day you wake up and you think it’s gone, but it’s only migrated to some other place, warming its feathers. Sooner or later, it will return and perch in your heart again.”   Elif Shafak

“The highest tribute to the dead is not grief but gratitude.”   Thornton Wilder

“To love means to open ourselves to the negative as well as the positive—to grief, sorrow, and disappointment as well as to joy, fulfillment, and an intensity of consciousness we did not know was possible before.”   Rollo May

“Grief turns out to be a place none of us know until we reach it.”   Joan Didion

“When someone dies, the initial stages of grief seem to be the worst. But in some ways, it’s sadder as time goes by and you consider how much they’ve missed in your life. In the world.”   Emily Giffin

“It is a sad truth in life that when someone has lost a loved one, friends sometimes avoid the person, just when the presence of friends is most needed.”   Lemony Snicket

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

“If you’ve got to my age, you’ve probably had your heart broken many times. So, it’s not that difficult to unpack a bit of grief from some little corner of your heart and cry over it.”   Emma Thompson

“It’s so curious: one can resist tears and ‘behave’ very well in the hardest hours of grief. But then …one notices that a flower that was in bud only yesterday has suddenly blossomed …and everything collapses.”   Colette

“Your memory feels like home to me. So, whenever my mind wanders, it always finds its way back to you.”   Ranata Suzuki

“What we can do is work …to meet our life with compassion and to receive our suffering without judgments. This is a core piece in our apprenticeship with sorrow.”   Francis Weller

“Never. We never lose our loved ones. They accompany us; they don’t disappear from our lives. We are merely in different rooms.”   Paulo Coelho

“When a child dies, you bury the child in your heart.”   Korean Proverb

“When you are sorrowful look again in your heart, and you shall see that in truth you are weeping for that which has been your delight.”   Kahlil Gibran

“The more your identity was wrapped up with the deceased, the more difficult the loss.”    Meghan O’Rourke

“For someone grieving, moving forward is the challenge. Because after extreme loss, you want to go back.”   Holly Goldberg Sloan

“I don’t know why they call it heartbreak. It feels like every part of my body is broken too.”   Chloe Woodward

“Life seems sometimes like nothing more than a series of losses, from beginning to end. That’s the given. How you respond to those losses, what you make of what’s left, that’s the part you have to make up as you go.”   Katharine Weber

“A home is not a place. It’s not a country or a town or a building or possession. Home is with the other half of your soul, the person who shares in your grief and helps you carry the burden of loss.”   Tillie Cole
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