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Please attribute the authors of these resources in the Order of Service and in the service itself.
Part 1: Sample Order of Service
Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service
This sample order of service illustrates one way to break the sermon (aka talk, lecture, etc.) into two or three parts. One part would use one of the sermon excerpts provided below, while the other one or two parts would be based on the theme and written and delivered by members of your congregation. An alternative using two parts would be to use two of the sermon excerpts in this packet.

Announcements
Gathering Music
Opening Words
Hymn
Chalice Lighting (either spoken by worship leader or in unison by congregation)

Sung Response #123 Spirit of Life by Carolyn McDade (remain seated)
Spirit of Life, come unto me. Sing in my heart all the stirrings of compassion.
Blow in the wind, rise in the sea; move in the hand giving life the shape of justice.
Roots hold me close; wings set me free; Spirit of Life, come to me, come to me.

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

Meeting and Greeting (invite people to greet each other)

Music 

Exploration I 	Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the
congregation on the theme or use pat of one of the sermons in section 11. 
(If you are just doing two explorations, eliminate this one.)

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

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

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

Offering

Reading or Responsive Reading

Exploration III	Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the
congregation on the theme.
Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)
We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again.

Closing Words

Postlude

[bookmark: _heading=h.gjdgxs]Part 2: List of Resources
1.0: Opening Words
1.1: Let Your Body Tell the Truth by Rev. Gretchen Haley (201 words)
1.2: You Are Never Alone by Rev. Sharon Wylie (102 words)
1.3: Invocation in Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)
1.4: Love Is Our Greatest Purpose by Rev. Jay Abernathy, Jr. (74 words)
1.5: All That We Share Is Sacred by Rev. Andrée Mol (157 words)
1.6: Witnesses of the World / Testigos del mundo by Rev. Tania Márquez (79 words)
1.7: Thresholds by Rev. Arlen Goff (128 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: We Light This Chalice from the Oberlin UU Fellowship (43 words)
2.2: Chalice Lighting in Times of Conflict by Rev. Amy Russell (195)
2.3: We Come Together Without Creed by Rev. Maureen Killoran (252 words)
2.4: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara LaWall (93 words)
2.5: To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light by Rev. Lindsay Bates (47 words)
2.6: Why We're Here by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.2: SLT #12 O Life That Maketh All Things New
3.3: SLT #17 Every Night and Every Morn
3.4: SLT #34 Though I May Speak with Bravest Fire
3.5: SLT #83 Winds Be Still
3.6: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.7: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.8: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power
3.9: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.10: SLT #131 Love Will Guide Us
3.11: SLT #168 One More Step
3.12: SLT #169 We Shall Overcome
3.13: SLT #184 Be Ye Lamps Unto Yourselves
3.14: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.15: SLT #288 All Are Architects of Faith
3.16: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey
3.17: SLT #315 This Old World
3.18: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me
3.19: SLT #352 Find a Stillness
3.20: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry 
3.21: SLT #360 Here We Have Gathered 
     Singing the Journey 
3.22: STJ #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow
3.23: STJ #1012 When I am Frightened
3.24: STJ #1021 Lean on Me
     Popular Music
3.25: Resilient by Katy Perry (The Smile Video Series) (3:35)
3.26: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56)
3.27: Human by Rag'n'Bone Man (3:17)
3.28: You're Gonna Be Okay (Lyric Video) by Brian & Jenn Johnson (3:45)
3.29: Skyscraper by Demi Lovato (4:05)
3.30: Fighter by Christina Aguilera (4:04)
3.31: Stand by Rascal Flatts (3:28)
3.32: Stronger by Kelly Clarkson (4:00)
3.33: Roar by Katy Perry (4:29)
3.34: Under Pressure by Queen ft. David Bowie (4:13)
3.35: Brave by Sara Bareilles (3:57)
3.36: Hero by Mariah Carey (4:17)
3.37: Firework by Katy Perry (3:54)
3.38: Lean On Me by Playing For Change (4:33)
3.39: Stand By Me by Playing For Change (5:27)
3.40: Smile by Nat King Cole, 1954 (2:56)
3.41: Stuck in a Moment by U2 (4:31)
3.42: I Will Survive by Gloria Gaynor (6:07)
3.43: Stronger by Sugababes (4:04)
3.44: Don’t Stop by Fleetwood Mac (3:13)
4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Circus School (598 words)
5.0: Meditations
5.1: The Holy Work of Showing Up by Rev. Ashley Horan (273 words)
5.2: Give Voice to Mourning by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (337 words)
5.3: Theology of Love by Rev. Dawn Fortune (72 words)
5.4: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)
5.5: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)
5.6: My Commitments to Myself by Rev. Laura Mancuso (328 words)
5.7: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
5.8: The Edge by Rev. David O. Rankin (adapted from the first person to the third person) (171 words)
5.9: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)
5.10: Our Roots of Resilience by Rev. Kimberlee Anne Tomczak Carlson (132 words)
5.11: The Inescapable Divine by Rev. Dr. Howard Thurman (276 words)
6.0: Prayers
6.1: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #1 by Rev. Connie Simon (280 words)
6.2: A Prayer of Risk by Rev. Tamara Lebak (123 words)
6.3: Loving in Fear by Rev. Stephen Shick (108 words)
6.4: Prayer for Moving Forward by Rev. Jennifer “Jo” VonRue (213 words)
6.5: Crossing Borders by Rev. Stephen Shick (126 words)
6.6: Seeking That Which Unites Us by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (excerpt) (138 words)
6.7: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)
6.8: Prayer for Compassion by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (237 words)
6.9: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (216 words)
6.10: The Deepest Prayers of Our Heart by Rev. Krista Taves (338 words)
6.11: For all that is our lives by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (165 words)
6.12: The Heart of Both-And by Rev. Lyn Cox
7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #490 Wild Geese by Mary Oliver
7.2: SLT #519 No Shelter from Dangers by Rabindranath Tagore
7.3: SLT #576 A Litany of Restoration by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley 
7.4: SLT #658 To Risk by Anonymous
7.5: Sabbath Rest by Rev. Dan Lambert (141 words)
7.6: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
7.7: Courage by Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. (84 words)
7.8: Litany for Becoming by enfleshed (400 words)
8.0: Readings
8.1: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
8.2: No Longer Strangers by Anonymous (217 words)
8.3: Crushing Systems by Rebekah Taussig (168 words)
8.4: To Be Resilient by Tim Atkins (362 words)
8.5: Ground Control by Rev. Erika Hewitt (446 words)
8.6: Resistance is Futile by Rev. Doug Kraft (429 words)
8.7: Healing the We by Laura Conkle (626 words)
8.8: Telling by Laura Hershey (155 words)
8.9: Wild Emancipation for All of Us by Rebekah Taussig (146 words)
8.10: Bearable Together by Rev. Elizabeth Stevens (358 words)
8.11: Humans' Core Function Is Love by Adrienne Maree Brown (226 words)
8.12: The Journey by Mary Oliver (154 words)
8.13: Transcending Boundaries by Rev. Yvonne Seon (338 words)
8.14: We Are Not Done by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (157 words)
8.15: Pitted Against One Another by Ram Dass and Paul Gorman (228 words)
8.16: How to Defeat Fear by Pema Chödrön (215 words)
8.17: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)
8.18: Courage Requires Vulnerability by Rev. Marisol Caballero (589 words)
8.19: Sabr wa Iman (Patience and Faith) by Rev. Summer Albayati (162 words)
8.20: Waiting For Now by Mandie McGlynn (123 words)
8.21: The Deep Well of Black Lives by Rev. Kristen L. Harper (303 words)
8.22: A Recipe for Resilience by Rev. Margaret Weis (212 words)
8.23: Resilience by Rev. Joseph Boyd (105 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice
9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)
9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)
9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)
9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)
9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)
9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)
9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
9.9: Shape a New World by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)
9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
10.0: Closing Words
10.1: Each of us ministers to a weary world by Rev. Darcy Roake (80 words)
10.2: When all is quiet by Rev. Jane Ranney Rzepka (42 words)
10.3: Go Boldly by Jean Olson (104 words)
10.4: Only one thing required of us by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (87words)
10.5: Enough by Rev. Barbara Wells ten Hove (121 words)
11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
11.1: Cultivating Resilience by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd
11.2: Resilience, Rest, and Resistance by Rev. Susanne Intriligator
11.3: Resilience by Rev Jill Cowie and Patti Ruze
11.4: Faith-based Resilience by Rita Schiano
11.5: The Resilient Spirit by Rev. Barbara F. Meyers
11.6: Family Stories by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/20136.shtml) (1,352 words)
11.7: Surrender as a Path to Transformation by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,424 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

[bookmark: _heading=h.30j0zll]Part 3: Worship Resources
1.0: Opening Words
[bookmark: _heading=h.1fob9te]1.1: Let Your Body Tell the Truth by Rev. Gretchen Haley (201 words)
To declare with joy our resilience
To proclaim on purpose:
we have survived
the pandemics of our time.
We have survived,
We are surviving.
We have pivoted,
And we have planned,
and then re-planned,
And then thrown all plans
To the wind.
In this circle we will say
without shame:
Some days
we lost our way,
and our passwords,
And we have not always been our best selves
We are learning
and not always quickly,
To regroup and remember perfection
Was never the point.
We are here
because we long to try again.
To promise with people to be partners
In this long-haul work of loving
and becoming
Even while we grieve also the cost
Which is not small and lingers in our hearts
And turns only sometimes
to rage.
Here let your body
tell the truth.
Shake free the stories that
Live in your skin,
breathe in your
Beauty, and breathe out your burdens
Breathe in our beauty, breathe out
Our burdens.
Be here with it all, with all of us
In the freedom of this new day
The storm is passing over,
the sun is breaking through
This new day dawns for us all.
Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/let-your-body-tell-truth 

1.2: You Are Never Alone by Rev. Sharon Wylie (102 words)
It is okay to be tired of change
It is okay to be tired of everything different
Okay to feel weary of resiliency and wholeness and learning and growth
And okay to yearn simply for rest
It’s okay to be grouchy and unsatisfied
And all the ordinary human ways of being that we are
Let this morning be a reminder that you are loved
Let our time together soothe what is restless in you
May you be comforted in knowing that whatever you are feeling today and other days
You are not alone. You are never alone.
Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/you-are-never-alone 

1.3: Invocation in Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)
Welcome, you who come in need of healing,
you who are confused, or have been betrayed.
Welcome, with your problems and your pain.
Welcome, too, your joys and your wonderings,
welcome your need to hope, your longing for assurance.
Instead of answers, here may you find safety for your questions.
Instead of promises, may you find community for your struggles,
people with hands and hearts to join you
in engaging the challenges and changes of our day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/invocation-hard-times 

1.4: Love Is Our Greatest Purpose by Rev. Jay Abernathy, Jr. (74 words)
We affirm that love is our greatest purpose.
Accepting one another is the truest form of faithful living.
The search for truth is our constant star.
We pledge our hearts, minds, and hands:
To challenge injustice with courage;
To find hope in times of fear;
And to live out our Unitarian Universalist values every day as a beloved community.
Thus do we covenant with each other and with all that is sacred in life.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/love-is-our-greatest-purpose 

1.5: All That We Share Is Sacred by Rev. Andrée Mol (157 words)
This blessing was written in honor of two Unitarians, Martha and Waitstill Sharp, who during WWII dared to risk their own comfort in order to help save the lives of those in desperate need.
As we gather together,
May we remember
When you share with me what is most important to you,
That is where listening begins.
When I show you that I hear you,
When I say your life matters,
That is where compassion begins.
When I open the door to greet you,
That is where hospitality begins.
When I venture out to bring you to shelter,
That is where love begins.
When I risk my comfort to ease your suffering,
When I act against hatred, violence, and injustice,
That is where courage begins.
When we experience the full presence of each other,
Because of our shared humanity,
Because of our differences,
That is where holy gratitude begins.
     May this space be a table
that is not complete
until all are welcome.
May this table be a space of beauty
where, together
we create a series of miracles, and
where all that we share is sacred.
     May it be so.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/all-we-share-sacred 

1.6: Witnesses of the World / Testigos del mundo by Rev. Tania Márquez (79 words)
     It is now, when we are called as witnesses of the world.
To mend it, to change its course, to restore it.
It is now, when we are called to act on our values,
     Not to hide, not to fear, but to be bold and loud.
It is now that we are called to continue our fight for justice,
To organize, to speak up.
It is now.
Let us gather, let us give each other courage,
Let us worship.

Es ahora que estamos llamados a ser testigos del mundo:
a enmendarlo, a cambiar su curso, a restaurarlo.
Es ahora que somos llamados a vivir nuestros valores,
a no escondernos, a no temer sino a ser audaces y a hacer ruido.
Es ahora que somos llamados a continuar nuestra lucha por la justicia:
a organizarnos, a levantar las voces
Es ahora, reunámonos, démonos valor unos a otros. Celebremos.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/witnesses-world 

1.7: Thresholds by Rev. Arlen Goff (128 words)
     Thresholds.
We cross them every day.
From room to room,
from outside to inside,
and back again,
from here to there,
from anywhere to everywhere,
from age to age.
     Each threshold offers an opportunity
for change, for renewal, for transformation,
from what we were and what we are
to what we can be.
     In this hour and in this place,
we cross a threshold from
our day-to-day everydayness into
space and time attuned to the other,
to the sacred, to the holy,
into an awareness of new life
pregnant with possibilities.
     How will we be renewed in this moment?
How will we be changed by this hour?
How will we be transformed through this
gathering of beloved community?
     Come, you longing, thirsty souls!
Come, let us worship together!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/thresholds 

2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: We Light This Chalice from the Oberlin UU Fellowship (43 words)
We light this chalice to find inner peace,
love for each other, and faith in ourselves.
Also, to be welcoming to whomever we meet
and kind to all living creatures. So, gather around
this light of hope as we share this time together. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-lighting

2.2: Chalice Lighting in Times of Conflict by Rev. Amy Russell (195)
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

2.3: We Come Together Without Creed by Rev. Maureen Killoran (252 words)
     In this free church, we come together without creed, focusing instead on the core values of justice, equity and compassion...
     Of mutual acceptance of our diverse ways of being, as we seek to connect ourselves more fully with the unfolding truths of life and of our world.
     We come together in shared conviction that all people deserve a voice in matters that concern them, and that it is up to each of us to protect the rights of all—particularly those who, for whatever reason, have long been held in silence.
     We come together in the stubborn belief that community is possible and that peace is more than a dream.
     We commit together to affirm in our actions as well as our words, the inherent worth and dignity of every human being.
     We come together in awareness of our interdependence with all humanity, and with the wider web of existence, for that too is part of what is meant by "we."
     In this free church, we come together without creed, believing that the way we live in the world bears testament to the value of our beliefs.
     We light this chalice as a beacon of hope for who have gathered here this day. For all who have ever walked through our doors, for those who may yet find this spiritual home, and for those whose paths will never come our way.
     For all this, and for all those things we dare to hope and dream, we kindle our chalice flame this day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-come-together-without-creed

2.4: Out of the Flames by Rev. Sara LaWall (93 words)
     Out of the flames of fear
We rise with courage of our deepest convictions
to stand for justice, inclusion and peace
     Out of the flames of scrutiny
We rise to proclaim our faith
With hope to heal a fractured and hurting world
     Out of the flames of doubt
We rise to embrace the mystery, wonder and awe
of all there is and all that is yet to be
     Out of the flames of hate
We rise with the force of love
Love that celebrates our shared humanity
     Out of the flames we rise.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/out-flames 

2.5: To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light by Rev. Lindsay Bates (47 words)
To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light. 
To face the world’s coldness, a chalice of warmth, 
To face the world’s terrors, a chalice of courage. 
To face the world’s turmoil, a chalice of peace. 
May its glow fill our spirits, our hearts, and our lives. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/face-worlds-shadows 

2.6: Why We're Here by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom
Here, today, in this place and with these people,
May we listen so that we can hear;
May we hear so that we can feel;
May we feel so that we can know; and
May we know so that we can change ourselves and this world.
May this chalice we light,
Light our Way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/why-were-here 
[bookmark: _heading=h.3znysh7]
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.2: SLT #12 O Life That Maketh All Things New
3.3: SLT #17 Every Night and Every Morn
3.4: SLT #34 Though I May Speak with Bravest Fire
3.5: SLT #83 Winds Be Still
3.6: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.7: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.8: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power
3.9: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.10: SLT #131 Love Will Guide Us
3.11: SLT #168 One More Step
3.12: SLT #169 We Shall Overcome
3.13: SLT #184 Be Ye Lamps Unto Yourselves
3.14: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.15: SLT #288 All Are Architects of Faith
3.16: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey
3.17: SLT #315 This Old World
3.18: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me
3.19: SLT #352 Find a Stillness
3.20: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry 
3.21: SLT #360 Here We Have Gathered 
     Singing the Journey 
3.22: STJ #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow
3.23: STJ #1012 When I am Frightened
3.24: STJ #1021 Lean on Me
     Popular Music
3.25: Resilient by Katy Perry (The Smile Video Series) (3:35)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LNHM5CcvMm0 
3.26: Rise Up by Andra Day (4:56)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lwgr_IMeEgA 
3.27: Human by Rag'n'Bone Man (3:17)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L3wKzyIN1yk 
3.28: You're Gonna Be Okay (Lyric Video) by Brian & Jenn Johnson (3:45)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LjF9IqvXDjY 
3.29: Skyscraper by Demi Lovato (4:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=r_8ydghbGSg 
3.30: Fighter by Christina Aguilera (4:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PstrAfoMKlc 
3.31: Stand by Rascal Flatts (3:28)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=G_Vzpjv_kR4 
3.32: Stronger by Kelly Clarkson (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PkLFKuCJ9xM 
3.33: Roar by Katy Perry (4:29)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CevxZvSJLk8 
3.34: Under Pressure by Queen ft. David Bowie (4:13)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a01QQZyl-_I 
3.35: Brave by Sara Bareilles (3:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QUQsqBqxoR4 
3.36: Hero by Mariah Carey (4:17)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0IA3ZvCkRkQ 
3.37: Firework by Katy Perry (3:54)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QGJuMBdaqIw 
3.38: Lean On Me by Playing For Change (4:33)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LiouJsnYytI 
3.39: Stand By Me by Playing For Change (5:27)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Us-TVg40ExM 
3.40: Smile by Nat King Cole, 1954 (2:56)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xyHoohNyYkw 
3.41: Stuck in a Moment by U2 (4:31)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R-BT2yzXP8w 
3.42: I Will Survive by Gloria Gaynor (6:07)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_OaEnA4diCI 
3.43: Stronger by Sugababes (4:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SQ7iZ-cxyA0 
3.44: Don’t Stop by Fleetwood Mac (3:13)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0hGhl7ki3HM 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Circus School (598 words)
     Imagine leaving your home forever because there is a war in your country. 
     We lived in Aleppo. It was the largest city in Syria. I loved it. I played soccer with my friends. Spring was my favorite season. The city garden smelled of lemon and orange blossoms. I especially liked going to the covered souks (/so͞oks/). That’s what we called the covered marketplace There were so many stalls, and one souk was connected to the next. You could walk for miles among the stalls. I loved the colors and smells, as well as the noise of the crowds. There were fruits and vegetables, spices, candy, clothes, Aleppo’s famous soap, and more. I loved the smell of freshly baked bread. 
     But then the war came to us. It started with the Arab Spring, where people in some countries in the Middle East began demonstrating against their governments. Demonstrations started in Syria in March 2011. I remember because my birthday is March 9th. In July, rebels began fighting in our city. By the end of the year, they captured a lot of the city. That’s when the government started dropping bombs on Aleppo. We were so afraid. My father decided that we must leave. He found a man who agreed to drive us to Damascus in his servis, a small white van. We went with another family, and it was so crowded. It took all night, and I couldn’t sleep. He dropped us off in the desert south of Damascus. Then we had to walk. It took a week, and it was hard, especially for my little brother and sister. We finally reached the city of Mafraq in Jordan. From there, we were taken to the Za’atari refugee camp. That’s where we live. My father said that 80,000 people live here. It’s crowded.
     When we first arrived, we lived in a tent, but then we moved to a small metal house where we still live. They call it a caravan, but it doesn’t move. We go to school, and they have activities at a nearby community center, but I was bored most of the time until they started the Circus School. I joined right away, and I loved it. It is after school, which means I have something to look forward to. 
     We begin Circus School with warmup exercises. Then we learn about circus “laws,” like respecting others, practicing safety, and obeying the rules. We then practice skills like acrobatics, juggling, and lots more. We only have one unicycle, so we have to share. Sometimes, we get special visitors like Clowns Without Borders who teach us about clowning, and people from Circus Magenta, who come all the way from Finland. 
     Once a woman came to write an article about our Circus School. We put on a show, and I did my tumbling routine. I showed off a little and ended with five backflips in a row. After the show, the woman asked if she could talk with me. She asked me a lot of questions, about my life in Syria, our escape, and my life as a refugee. Then she asked about the Circus School. When she closed her notebook, she said, “You are very resilient.” I didn’t know what she meant. Maybe she really liked my backflips. Anyway, I asked, “What does resilient mean?” She said, “It means that you are strong. It means that you are able to recover quickly from difficult experiences. And here, at the Circus School, it means that you don’t let failure stop you when learning new skills.” What she said made me smile.
Source: Touchstones

5.0: Meditations
5.1: The Holy Work of Showing Up by Rev. Ashley Horan (273 words)
     How is it with your soul?
     This is the question that John Wesley, Anglican priest and the founder of Methodism, was known to ask of participants in small reflection groups. I ask you because, for me, this has been a hard week. So, beloveds, how is it with your souls?
     If your response to that question is anything like mine, I want to invite you to pause as you read this. Take a deep breath, say a prayer, sing a song, light your chalice, feel the force of gravity pulling us all toward the same center—whatever helps you feel more rooted and less alone.
     Now do it again. And again, and again.
     And, once you feel that rootedness and connection, hear this: You are loved beyond belief. You are enough, you are precious, your work and your life matter, and you are not alone. You are part of a "we," a great cloud of witnesses living and dead who have insisted that this beautiful, broken world of ours is a blessing worthy of both deep gratitude and fierce protection. Our ancestors and our descendants are beckoning us, compelling us onward toward greater connection, greater compassion, greater commitment to one another and to the earth. Together, we are resilient and resourceful enough to say "yes" to that call, to make it our life's work in a thousand different ways, knowing that we can do no other than bind ourselves more tightly together, and throw ourselves into the holy work of showing up, again and again, to be part of building that world of which we dream but which we have not yet seen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holy-work-showing 

5.2: Give Voice to Mourning by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (337 words)
     Give voice to sorrow and fear —
the wracking sobs at family betraying family
the shock at the chasm separating neighbors
“What will you do in the days ahead?” one asked.
“Hide in an attic,” another replied,
her eyes as wide and dark as Anne Frank’s.
Already the assaults on bodies have launched
Already hatred has been emboldened
Already graffiti has defaced stone walls
Already harassment of the “Other” has begun
When someone announces they’re coming for you,
your worry doesn’t spring from paranoia.
It’s based on the evidence of history.
     Give voice to denial and bargaining —
the claustrophobic panic, desperate for a way out,
clinging to any path that might alter the outcome
“Where we live we’ll be okay,” one says.
“Who do you mean by ‘we’?” another asks.
You suppress the disorienting sense that you’ve fallen into
the opening of a dystopian novel,
calming yourself that everything must turn out okay
because the narrator is alive to recount the tale,
ignoring the blankness of the next page.
     Give voice to anger and rage —
that truth and kindness mattered so little
that vitriol poisoned the community well
“They will try to use your goodness against you,” one said.
“And rely on your reasonableness
to accept the unacceptable,” another added.
Retain your goodness and your reason
but always keep sight of the larger picture
and the deeper values calling to you.
Let your passion for justice burn but not consume.
     Give voice to acceptance and hope —
this is where we are
this is our new reality
“For some,” said one, “the world we awoke to on November 9th
was not much different than the one we’d been living in.”
“Except,” said another, “that more people were woke to it.”
Already organizing is taking place
Already creativity and solidarity are sending out tendrils
Already resistance and resilience are storing themselves up
Already signs of love are picking up speed
When someone announces they’re coming for you,
you find your people
you find your fearlessness
and you
don’t
let
go.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/give-voice-mourning

5.3: Theology of Love by Rev. Dawn Fortune (72 words)
     My theology understands humanity as simultaneously fragile and resilient, weak and strong, greedy and generous, mean and compassionate. I see the divine spark in the tension between those opposites. I see the divine in the generosity of those who often have the least to give, in kindness offered by those who would arguably have the most reason to be bitter. The divine is like love in this regard: irrational, unexpected, and beautiful.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/theology-love 

5.4: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)
     Blessed is this ground on which we stand. Holy is this place.
     Holy are the places of memory,
the places which have formed us,
where we store the icons of success and shattered dreams
and gather threads and pieces of what we would become. . .
Holy are the places of memory.
     Holy are the places of the dream,
the places over the rainbow,
where all children are wanted and all people are fed,
where colors are the source of celebration
and youth and age come to the table as one. . .
Holy are the places of the dream.
     Holy are the places of change and pain,
the places of our struggle,
where the rivers of our lives run white and fast,
and we hold on, hold on and grow. . .
Holy are the places of change and pain.
     Holy are the places of connection,
the places where we risk ourselves,
where hands touch hands, touch souls, touch minds,
and in awareness still, we change our lives. . .
     Holy are the places of connection.
     Holy are the places of becoming,
the places of clear vision,
where life and world are intertwined
and we can see forever in this moment
and give thanks. . .
Holy are the places of becoming.
     Blessed is the ground on which we stand. Holy — and whole-making— is this place.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holy-place 

5.5: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)
     For the setting sun from an airplane window;
for the rising sun from a train window after riding all night;
for the rising sun and setting sun in directions that feel foreign;
for the sunlight even when we are lost.
     For the times the heart has longed to be alone.
For the times the heart has ached for another.
For leaving in fear.
For leaving in hope.
     For the way home
and the way away.
     For the windows and the suns we have seen.
For the windows and the suns we will see.
For memory and forgetting.
For the change that is our lives.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/change

5.6: My Commitments to Myself by Rev. Laura Mancuso (328 words)
     I take care of myself first, because I am deserving of exquisite care.
     I take care of myself to maintain the capacity to help others.
     I move and stretch my body every day.
     I spend time in nature, attuning my senses to the earth's wisdom.
     I ration my daily exposure to the news. I identify and access credible sources of information. I protect myself from becoming overwhelmed by information about the pandemic.
     I pace myself.
     I sit with the reality of uncertainty and impermanence, and allow it to temper my desire for control.
     I listen without judgment to others' reactions, which may be different from mine.
     I forgive myself and others when stress brings out our shadow selves.
     I feel fear fully when I am fearful.
     I experience sadness fully when I am sad.
     I allow anger fully when I am angry.
     I relish joy fully when I am joyful.
     I seek out healthy pleasures and indulge in them without guilt.
     I remind myself that feelings are transient states that move through me. They do not last. And they do not define me. Nor do my thoughts.
     I balance my drive for self-improvement with compassionate acceptance of myself as I am right now.
     I initiate contact with loved ones to let them know I hold them in my heart.
     I seek out, with increased sensitivity, those who are the most vulnerable.
     If possible, I share my resources with those who need help to survive.
     When possible, I move away from people, situations, and experiences that do not serve my highest good.
     I strengthen my connection to my sources of spiritual strength so that I continue to be replenished.
     I acknowledge the nearness of death as a key motivator for living a full life.
     I pray for the suffering of all beings to cease.
     I grieve my losses and celebrate my successes.
     I remain open to new ways of being, surprising sources of joy, and unanticipated discoveries every day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/my-commitments-myself

5.7: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
     Here is where I found my voice and chose to be brave.
     Here’s a place where I forgave someone, against my better judgment, and I survived that, and unexpectedly, amazingly, I became wiser.
     Here’s where I was once forgiven, was ready for once in my life to receive forgiveness and to be transformed. And I survived that also. I lived to tell the tale.
     This is the place where I said no, more loudly than I’d thought I ever could, and everybody stared, but I said no loudly anyway, because I knew it must be said, and those staring settled down into harmless, ineffective grumbling, and over me they had no power anymore.
     Here’s a time, and here’s another, when I laid down my fear and walked right on into it, right up to my neck into that roiling water.
     Here’s where cruelty taught me something. And here’s where I was first astonished by gratuitous compassion and knew it for the miracle it was, the requirement it is. It was a trembling time.
     And here, much later, is where I returned the blessing, clumsily. It wasn’t hard, but I was unaccustomed. It cycled round, and as best I could I sent it back on out, passed the gift along. This circular motion, around and around, has no apparent end.
     Here’s a place, a murky puddle, where I have stumbled more than once and fallen. I don’t know yet what to learn there.
     On this site I was outraged and the rage sustains me still; it clarifies my seeing.
     And here’s where something caught me—a warm breeze in late winter, birdsong in late summer.
     Here’s where I was told that something was wrong with my eyes, that I see the world strangely, and here’s where I said, “Yes, I know, I walk in beauty.”
     Here is where I began to look with my own eyes and listen with my ears and sing my own song, shaky as it is.
     Here is where, if by surgeon’s knife, my heart was opened up—and here, and here, and here, and here. These are the landmarks of conversion.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/map-journey-progress 

5.8: The Edge by Rev. David O. Rankin (adapted from the first person to the third person) (171 words)
     A religion that promises a life without tension, a life without conflict, a life without suffering, is a religion of passivity, a religion of mediocrity, a religion of insignificance. Everything worth doing in the world is a desperate gamble, a game of chance, where nothing is certain. 
What is love? Is it not a wild and sublime speculation that can end in ecstasy or despair? 
What is courage? Is it not a hazardous risk of fortune that can end in victory or defeat? 
What is adventure? Is it not a blind leap in the dark that can end in joy or disaster? 
What is faith? Is it not a prayerful flip of the coin that can end in heaven or hell? 
     If we refuse to play the game, if we refuse to risk ourselves, if we refuse to throw the dice, we are never really alive. We are then only flesh, baking in the sun on a middling plateau, with no view of the valley and no road to the peak. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/edge 

5.9: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)
     When Jesus was baptized the spirit descended upon him like a dove and God said, “This is my son, in whom I am well pleased.”  It must have been a great feeling, but it didn’t last long. The next thing Jesus knew, the nice spirit that had descended like a dove became aggressive and drove him into the wilderness. There he spent forty days of deprivation, self-examination, and confrontation with the devil. He suffered; he struggled; he was tested.  Jesus’ solitary struggles to remain true to his covenant and calling echo those of his ancestors, who spent forty years in the wilderness establishing a religious community.
     Wilderness is a part of every person’s soul-journey, and part of our journey together as human beings who seek to live in community. Time in the wilderness is always a time of struggle. It is also a time of transformation and renewal.  In traditional terms, it is a time of purification. The journey into wilderness reminds us that we are alone and not alone. We are neither where we have been nor where we are going. There is danger and possibility, risk and promise. In the wilderness, the spirit may descend like a dove and lift us on its wings of hope, then drive us into the depths of despair; it may affirm us with a gift of grace, then challenge us to change. In the stories and rituals of Eastern as well as Western religions, a journey into the wilderness represents a time when we both pursue and resist the Holy.
     We may choose to enter the wilderness like the people of Yahweh, to escape bondage, or, like Henry David Thoreau, to “live deliberately.” Or we may, like Jesus, be driven there without much choice. Once there, even our markers of time and space collapse, for this wilderness is not in space or time, but is the boundless territory of the soul.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/22277.shtml 

5.10: Our Roots of Resilience by Rev. Kimberlee Anne Tomczak Carlson (132 words)
Feel the gravity of the earth holding you in place.
Wiggle your toes as if they were roots.
Roots connect you to the earth lending you strength.
Gently sway in the wind, turning your body like a trunk of a tree,
Leaning this way and that, bending as the air pushes and pulls.
What surrounds you, may sway you,
Make you bend and feel unbalanced
Wiggle your toes.
Know that your roots can hold you as you grow and learn.
A tree is nourished by the soil and water.
You are nourished by food the earth grows and the water it provides.
You are cared for and loved by many people.
Breathe deeply (repeat or pause)
Still yourself (wait till everyone is still)
Know that your roots are strong.
Wiggle your roots.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/our-roots-resilience 

5.11: The Inescapable Divine by Rev. Dr. Howard Thurman (276 words)
     Waiting is a window opening on many landscapes. For some, waiting means the cessation of all activity when energy is gone and exhaustion is all that the heart can manage. It is the long, slow panting of the spirit.
     For some, waiting is a time of intense preparation for the next leg of the journey. Here, at last, comes a moment when forces can be realigned and a new attack upon an old problem set in order. Or it may be a time (for) reassessment of all plans and of checking past failures against present insight.
     Waiting may be the long moment ahead when the landscape stretches far in many directions and the chance to select one’s way among many choices cannot be denied.
     …For many, waiting is something more than all of this. It is the experience of recovering balance when catapulted from one’s place. It is the quiet forming of a pattern of recollection in which there is called into focus the fragmentary values from many encounters of many kinds in a lifetime of living. It is to watch a gathering darkness until all light is swallowed up completely without the power to interfere or bring a halt. Then in that darkness, to continue one’s journey with one’s footsteps guided by the illumination of remembered radiance. This is to know courage of a peculiar kind, the courage to demand the light to continue to be light even in the surrounding darkness. To walk in the light while darkness invades, envelopes, and surrounds. This is to wait on the Lord. This is to know the renewal of strength. This is to walk and faint not.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation-reading/inescapable-divine

6.0: Prayers
6.1: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #1 by Rev. Connie Simon (280 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love, God of Many Names, we gather in awareness of the opportunity before us as Unitarian Universalists. We have been given many chances before today to heal the wounds of the racism and oppression that have beset our denomination for many years, and held us back from realizing the inherent worth and dignity of all Unitarian Universalists.
     We have made some progress but we still have a long way to go. We have an opportunity today to renew our commitment to this work and we embrace it fully and thankfully. We come together to listen to the voices of those whose contributions to our faith have been neglected for far too long. We welcome them home into a new Unitarian Universalism – into a faith that embraces and includes all of us…. and brings us closer to the Beloved Community of which we dream.
     We know we have much work to do; that everyone has a role to play if we are to live fully into our principles and achieve our highest aspirations. We pray for healing of the wounds of the past and present. We pray for open hearts and minds that we may envision what is possible. We pray for the courage not only to speak up, but also to listen, even when the words are hard to hear. We pray for compassion and understanding. We pray for resilience and determination and for the fearlessness to take risks, to make mistakes and to keep trying.
     In gratitude, for the opportunities we have been given and the promise of what we can achieve together… and in the name of all that is holy, we say amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/promise-and-practice-pastoral-prayer-1 

6.2: A Prayer of Risk by Rev. Tamara Lebak (123 words)
Holy One
Who has given us the breath of life
Today we remember to
Breathe deeply
To rest
To take in
To pause
Before we act…
And then to take in another deep breath poised on the edge
And risk jumping in
Risk taking action
Risk speaking up
Risk using the gifts we have been given
So that at the end of our life we can say with absolute clarity that
No part of our existence was wasted in fear of failure
Or fear of success.
Hold us,
Prepare us the way to begin to offer the gift of our
Awakened presence
Full of love and light today.
These and the prayers of our hearts we lift up now
In the silence…
Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-risk 

6.3: Loving in Fear by Rev. Stephen Shick (108 words)
     Spirit of Life, God of Love, grant me the courage to love boldly in the face of my greatest fears. Grow me in your wisdom and let my actions speak when silence threatens justice and indifference disturbs peace. When gossip, hate, and cruelty arise among friends or in public places, help me bravely walk forward with love. When I defensively assert certainty in the presence of the unknown, grant me the courage to live comfortably in the unanswerable questions of life. Bless me with the eternal gift of not knowing and let it take root in me until it pushes forth shoots of understanding and branches of humility.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/loving-fear 

6.4: Prayer for Moving Forward by Rev. Jennifer “Jo” VonRue (213 words)
     Spirit of Life and love, God of many names and yet none at all
Our hearts are stretched thin. We see and hear the devaluing of people of color, of those with disabilities, of women, of immigrants; this list, incomplete as it is, is exhausting.
     And yet, we hold fast because we carry hope in our hearts: hope that together we can dismantle systems of oppression; hope that …humanity will look at one another and say “this has got to change.”
     However thin our resilience may be wearing; we do not give up or give in. 
We look around and see our friends and neighbors carrying signs,
moving and marching together, because we must not give up.
     We join thousands of people in the streets.
We move for justice
We live for peace
We will not rest until we are heard.
We will not rest until equity is made more real, all around us.
     And spirit of life, we look within our own hearts, to the burning coal that is at the center of our being, the place where our hope for the world lives, the place where our faith in humanity resides and there, we find the strength and courage to continue moving forward however muddy and rough the path may be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-moving-forward 

6.5: Crossing Borders by Rev. Stephen Shick (126 words)
Spirit of my longing and lonely heart, help me travel through the barren borderlands that separate me from others. Teach me to willingly explore relationships with those who frighten or threaten me, grant me the courage to risk confidently my own comforts, that I might make others more comfortable. And when I am burdened by the isolating choices I have made, grant me the wisdom to invite a stranger to travel with me. Open my heart to my new companion’s needs and desires until I relax my defensiveness and become a calming presence. As we travel, grant me the vision to notice how each step we take together moves us closer to the promised land, where all souls grow in hope and the resilience of love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/crossing-borders 

6.6: Seeking That Which Unites Us by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (excerpt) (138 words)
     …May we remember we are a people of resilience
We have faced uncertainty before
We have weathered storms
We have been consumed by flames
We have risen like the phoenix from the ashes
And we will again…
     May we remember our shared humanity
Our universal kinship; our interdependence
As we unclench our fists and breathe together
Breathing in love and breathing out peace
May we recognize the spark of the divine inside all of us
Even those we are not quite sure about
     In this time of uncertainty
We remember the good will go on
As we work to move forward together
We the people
Seeking that which unites us
With our arms reaching out wide
For life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness
May love prevail.
     In the name of all that is holy we pray, Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/seeking-which-unites-us 

6.7: 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 

6.8: 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

6.9: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (216 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love, known by many names and yet fully known by none, we give thanks for this time and this place of renewal. We give thanks for the ability to begin again: after the disaster, after the tragedy, after the loss, after meeting the challenge set before us. Grant us the courage to continue on the journey, the courage to speak up for the well-being of others and ourselves and the planet. May we forgive each other when our courage falls short, and may we try again. Grant us hearts to love boldly, to embody our faith and our values in living words and deeds. May our hearts open to embrace humility, grace, and reconciliation. Grant us the ability to learn and grow, to let the Spirit of Love and Truth work its transformation upon us and within us. Grant us the spirit of hospitality, the willingness to sustain a fit dwelling place for the holy that resides in all being. Grant us a sense of being at peace in the world, even as we are in motion. Let us cultivate together the strength to welcome every kind of gift and all manner of ways to be on the journey together. To this we add the silent prayers of our hearts.
     (Pause) Blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/courage-continue-journey 

6.10: The Deepest Prayers of Our Heart by Rev. Krista Taves (338 words)
     Universal Spirit of Life, God of many names, Source of all being in which we live and breathe and have our being,
     We come together in prayer even though many us struggle with what that means. We come together to stand before that which is greater than us, although we struggle to say what that is.
     And so, on this day we pray for those things we struggle with. For the conflicts we feel within ourselves and between us and those we love. We pray for guidance, compassion, for the opening of a path.
     We pray for those things that give us joy and hope. For those things that we trust in, believe in, will sacrifice for. These are gifts of grace, and perhaps we need not define them in order to savor them, rejoice in them, be thankful for them.
     What we do know is that we gather this morning with all kinds of needs. Some are facing serious physical problems and are in need of healing. Others need healing of a different kind – emotional and spiritual. Some are facing family problems. Some are weary with the struggles of life and seek assurance that this will someday pass. Others face financial difficulties and the specter of making difficult decisions for themselves and their families.
     For each of us, we speak the deepest prayers of our hearts in different ways, knowing that what it means for them to be answered will look and feel different for each of us. May we, somehow, this morning be met at the point of our differences and also in the places that we are one, of the same breath of life that courses through all living things.
     May we always hold in our hearts gratitude for those things that bless us with their presence, forgiveness for the ways we have turned from those blessings, and the willingness to open ourselves anew to this beautiful and hurting world.
     In the name of truth, compassion and justice, this we pray. Amen and blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/deepest-prayers

6.11: For all that is our lives by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (165 words)
     Spirit of Life, known by many names yet by no name fully known—we gather today with hopes and dreams and also with fears and wounds. May we be reminded that all things come and go; that today’s joys and today’s sorrows will in time give way to those of tomorrow and that those of us who have strength to share today ought do so while we can, and that those who are in need ought allow ourselves to receive for tomorrow those roles might well be reversed. Spirit of Life, mother and father of us all, help us to remember those who are not here with us today, those who need what we have found here and those who have what we here need. May we always be open to growth and change, to movement, to grace. In the name of all that is holy, and in all the holy names that have ever been uttered, let us say Blessed be, Shalom, and Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/for-all-that-is-our-lives

6.12: The Heart of Both-And by Rev. Lyn Cox
     Spirit of Life, ever adapting and renewing, we come together this morning with yearnings that do not match: We yearn for stability, for even one moment of feeling like we know what is going on, for the ability to predict and prepare for what is coming next. Yet we also yearn for change. We ache for a world that turns aside from racism, violence, dehumanization, and disregard for suffering. We pray for a change in the illness, grief, isolation, incarceration, and vulnerability of our loved ones. We reach for connections that will remind us that we are worthy as we are, and we reach for connections that will help us to become our best selves.
     Hold us in the heart of Both-And. Cradle us in the mystery.
     Cherish us in the eternal presence of love, and encourage us on the path of growth and development. As individuals and as a people, help us to become who we are called to be. Lead us to open pathways to deeper wisdom through reconciliation, self-respect and mutual respect, compassion, owning and making amends for our mistakes.
     Source of Wonder, move us to express and live in gratitude for the beauty of this world, the loving people in our lives, and this day of possibility. To this we add the meditations of our hearts, as we enter into a time of silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/heart-both-and

[bookmark: _heading=h.2et92p0]7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #490 Wild Geese by Mary Oliver
7.2: SLT #519 No Shelter from Dangers by Rabindranath Tagore
7.3: SLT #576 A Litany of Restoration by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley 
7.4: SLT #658 To Risk by Anonymous
7.5: Sabbath Rest by Rev. Dan Lambert (141 words)
Leader: Because the daily pressure of life weighs heavy on our minds, on our bodies, and on our spirits.
All: We need a time of sabbath rest.
Leader: Because the stresses of our culture often leave us feeling burdened and looking for hope.
All: We need a time of sabbath rest.
Leader: Because rest, fun, leisure, and naps help us cope and feel refreshed.
All: We need a time of sabbath rest.
Leader: Because we think more clearly, love more freely, and share more joyfully when we are well rested.
All: We need a time of sabbath rest.
All: Giver of Life, help us recognize when we need to stop and care for ourselves. Allow us to enjoy a sabbath as often as we need one. Allow us to rest without guilt so that we may work with more joy. We are thankful for the gift of sabbath rest. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/sabbath-rest 

7.6: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
When we are overwhelmed with the world and cannot see our way clear
When life seems a struggle between tedium and apathy or frenzy and exhaustion.
When today seems a punishment and tomorrow a torment
May we find the courage of patience.
May we recognize courage in ourselves and our companions, which is not dramatic, that elicits no fanfare
That commands little notice by the world, that is forgotten and taken for granted. 
May we learn how to cope, like those who live one day of pain at a time
Who see the long path of suffering and do not despair.
Who inspire us with their patient courage when we are impatient or afraid.
May we know such courage and quietly celebrate its presence among us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/courage-patience 

7.7: Courage by Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. (84 words)
Courage is an inner resolution to go forward despite obstacles; Cowardice is submissive surrender to circumstances. 
Courage breeds creativity; Cowardice represses fear and is mastered by it. 
Cowardice asks the question, is it safe? 
Expediency asks the question, is it politic? 
Vanity asks the question, is it popular? 
But conscience asks the question, is it right? 
And there comes a time when we must take a position that is neither safe, nor politic, nor popular, but one must take it because it is right. 
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/186960-courage-is-an-inner-resolution-to-go-forward-despite-obstacles 

7.8: Litany for Becoming by enfleshed (400 words)
One: To become is a life-long process.
Nothing is constant,
not even the self.
We evolve in the midst of narratives meant only for some
and ways of being made narrow by fear and power.
We must, then, have the courage to listen to the truth of our own lives,
to the wisdom that comes from within—
responding without resistance or need to control,
but with welcome and curiosity.
This is what ensures our becoming is an unfolding
of our truest self.
This lifelong labor cannot be carried out alone. It requires help
from friends, and lovers, family, and creaturely companions
who bear witness to what makes us come alive.
And say to us, “Listen. Look. Feel. Pay attention to that.”
Many: This is loving and being loved.
One: Telling the stories.
Sharing in the memories.
Giving thanks for the relationships, understandings, and experiences past
that have shaped us to this day.
Many: This is loving and being loved.
One: Celebrating new beginnings that excite.
Holding risks together.
Leaning into unknowns with the promises of support and companionship.
Many: This is loving and being loved.
One: Listening to the future calling uniquely to each of us in the midst of all of life’s noise.
Helping one another find our place in the shared labor of collective life.
Supporting each other in what it is the world’s ache is asking from us.
Many: This is loving and being loved.
One: To say, for the first time,
“This is who I am.
This is the truth of my body.
This is what I know about myself.
This is my name and this is where my path is leading me.”
And to have it heard. Have it received. Have it affirmed.
And then,
to say it again,
and again,
as we change
and as the world changes,
and to have each proclamation greeted with an open-armed embrace:
Many: This is loving and being loved.
One: There is no me without you.
We shape one another.
The Sacred that birthed us
weaves our lives together
so that we can only find ourselves through shared becoming.
For my journey and all its winding ways.
For yours.
For all the saints who labored for what is,
all the kin whose lives made ours possible.
For all those yet to come for whom
living our truths today will mean breaking possibilities open for them tomorrow:
We pause. We give thanks. We acknowledge.
Many: This is loving and being loved.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/litany/litany-becoming 

8.0: Readings
8.1: The Courage of Patience by Rev. Richard Gilbert (126 words)
When we are overwhelmed with the world
And cannot see our way clear,
When life seems a struggle between tedium and apathy
Or frenzy and exhaustion;
When today seems a punishment and tomorrow a torment,
May we find the courage of patience.
May we recognize courage in ourselves and our companions;
That is not dramatic, that elicits no fanfare;
That commands little notice by the world,
That is forgotten and taken for granted.
May we learn how to cope
Like those who live one day of pain at a time,
Who see the long path of suffering and do not despair,
Who inspire us by their patient courage,
When we are impatient and afraid.
May we know such courage
And quietly celebrate its presence among us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/courage-patience 

8.2: No Longer Strangers by Anonymous (217 words)
     The process of recovery has been one of slowly allowing strangers to become friends to become trusted confidantes.
     When I first entered the rooms of recovery, I thought I had nothing in common with the people around me. Turns out that is a very common story. So many of us come in with preconceived notions of who seeks recovery. These prejudgments sometimes keep us from getting the help that we need.
     As I kept listening, I kept hearing my truth and my story being told by others. I realized so many of us have common experiences. And how couldn’t we? None of us in that room was terminally unique. We all struggled either with loving others who lived with an addiction or with the symptoms and effects of our own addiction.
     These strangers who I sat with slowly became friends. People I could call on when I needed help. Folks I could be honest with because they knew where I was coming from. As my recovery progressed, they became people who I would call in the midst of my struggles: people to be honest with, to pray with, and to ask for guidance in how to cope with what I was telling them about. These strangers are no longer strangers. They are me and I am them.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/no-longer-strangers 

8.3: Crushing Systems by Rebekah Taussig (168 words)
     So many of us grew up (and continue to exist) under crushing systems—racism, sexism, ageism, classism, homophobia, size discrimination. These structures are like factories pumping out blueprints, designs, infrastructures, tools, and stories that shape our world. They have been running for so long, shaping our cultural history and current landscape, that a lot of us don’t even notice the billows of smoke jetting out of their industrial-sized stacks. They are fueled by the worth and power stolen from whole communities. They distort our sense of self, keep us quiet, and make us feel both small and like we are an enormous problem, both invisible and put on display, both a spectacle and swept under the rug.
     This act of thievery can be loud and violent, or quiet and sneaky. There are ways these oppressive systems overlap, feed off of each other, mirror one another, and there are also ways they remain uniquely distinct.... Shame seems to be a bestselling product pumped out of all these crushing systems.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/crushing-systems 

8.4: To Be Resilient by Tim Atkins (362 words)
     When I was a child, in Georgia, we took a field trip to a nature center called Oxbow Meadows. At the time, I didn’t know what an “oxbow” was; I just knew I totally loved the name.
     Later on in life I learned that as a river flows, it will erode its banks over time. What might start off as a little divot erodes and erodes until it forms a classic river bend. “Oxbow” refers to this kind of U-shaped bend in the river, and an oxbow lake is when the river has eroded the bank of the bend to the point where it cuts off from the main stream—think of it like cutting a line across the top of a “U.” Well, what happens to the bottom of the U that is no longer getting access to the running waters of the river? It becomes an oxbow lake.
     There are so many spiritual lessons from the natural world and …this is one for me: oxbow lakes as a beautiful combination of resiliency, strength, and flexibility.
     It takes a long time for an oxbow to fully form into an oxbow lake. The water doesn’t care; it just keeps going. If there’s something in the way, water will bump up against it and then go around it. If water was too rigid, it wouldn’t be able to flow down the banks of a river.
     But we all know about the strength of water too. Water can do incredible things—incredibly beautiful things and incredibly destructive things. Running water can be the strongest force in our natural world: breaking down rocks, digging out grand canyons, swallowing an entire island. It’s this strength that helps water erode the walls of the river, eventually forming the oxbow.
     We often think that strength and flexibility are opposite sides of the same coin. But when they are united with resiliency, you can literally move the earth. Resiliency united with strength and flexibility creates beauty in the world, and creates new spaces for life to flourish. In this time in my life, at this time in our history, I need this kind of oxbow resiliency more than ever.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/be-resilient 

8.5: Ground Control by Rev. Erika Hewitt (446 words)
     “We are all falling. This hand’s falling too— / all have this falling-sickness none withstands. / And yet there’s One whose gently-holding hands / this universal falling can’t fall through.” Rainer Maria Rilke, (trans. J.B. Leishman)
     I hate flying. I get scared by turbulence; understanding the physics doesn’t help my head communicate with my fear centers. I realized long ago that it wasn’t sustainable to blitz the fear away with pharmaceuticals, which means I’ve spent my adult life developing strategies for staying… calm? No, let’s call it less anxious… in the air.
     A few years ago, a pilot friend threw me a lifeline by introducing me to live air traffic: the staccato transmission of static-popping chatter between pilots and air traffic control professionals. If you’re in the air, you can listen to your own pilot exchanging information with air traffic control: an audible reminder, or even a revelation, that a host of trained human beings watches over every move, making sure pilots know what they need to know in any given moment.
     It doesn’t matter that I can barely decipher the rush of code and engineering that comprise this language of the sky. I’m soothed by the occasional bursts of human kindness (“Roger that, delta-two-niner. Thank you very much for your patience and have a great day”), and I now know that as planes travel through a patchwork of designated zones, air traffic control professionals hand off the plane at the border of one zone to those in the next. We, the passengers, are a baton being passed, hand over invisible hand, zone by zone, to safety.
     During these confusing, turbulent pandemic times, I sometimes feel my stomach lurching from uncertainty and loss. On any given day, I feel as out of control as I do at thirty-four thousand feet. (I am, however, just as determined not to rely on chemical substances as a coping mechanism.)
     This great and fearful loneliness is made lonelier by the muddling of my connection to Spirit, to Mystery. I find myself trying to make decisions, asking for help, and straining to find it. It used to be that if I held still long enough, I’d feel gentle guidance bloom inside of that silence. Today, there’s so much noise—anxiety, brittleness, disappointment in my fellow human beings—that it’s harder to discern wise, steady instructions amid the static.
     I did not ask for, or want, a months-long lesson that I am not in control. What I do know is that the most faithful, life-giving coping strategy—for me—is to attune to a voice calmer and wiser than mine, and to allow that seeking to be its own expression of faith.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/ground-control 

8.6: Resistance is Futile by Rev. Doug Kraft (429 words)
     “We want to give you an update on our progress,” the captain said over the PA. A silent groan went through the passengers: the word “update” meant the problem wasn’t fixed.
     I was on a plane sitting on the tarmac trying to get to the East coast where I was officiating at my nephew’s wedding. We took off nearly an hour behind schedule. My itinerary gave me an hour in Houston before a connecting flight left. I’d hoped to get something to eat. Instead I barely made the plane.
     I like to look out airplane windows. The woman by the window closed the shade so she could watch a movie. The woman right next to me had three martinis and laughed constantly as she watched the movie.
     I wasn’t interested in the movie. I read a little, slept a little, worked on my computer a little. Nothing was satisfying. There was nothing left for me to do but meditate. I didn’t want to meditate because there was so much aversion inside me about all the things that hadn’t gone the way I wanted.
     When I closed my eyes, I was too worn to fight the aversion. So I didn’t try. I just felt the cranky thoughts and relaxed.
     The aversion wasn’t that pack of grubby monsters I’d feared. It was like a four-year-old complaining that dad had cut the crust off the bread of his sandwich: it was sad but kind of sweet and endearing.
     I remembered that crucial meditation lesson: resistance is futile. Fighting reality—wanting things to be different than they are—is what Jean Houston calls “schlock suffering.” Life has its unavoidable discomforts. But it doesn’t turn into anguish unless we have the hubris to think it should be different just because we want it to be different.
     Aversion is like an ocean wave rolling toward us: We can try to run from it, but it’s likely to catch us from behind, sweep us away, or knock us flat. The Buddha recommended turning toward discomfort and getting to know it even if that means diving into the wave. Then we experience its true nature: water that passes by in a rush—not so bad after all.
     Sitting on the plane I learned this again for the one-thousandth time. Old habits of turning away are deeply conditioned; I have to learn it over and over until relaxing into the wave becomes a deeper habit.
     It was almost midnight when my sister picked me up at the airport. I was worn, tired, hungry, and unexpectedly light in spirit.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/resistance-futile

8.7: Healing the We by Laura Conkle (626 words)
     I’m glad you are here with me and my trans and nonbinary, queer, disabled, surviving poverty, first generation with access to college self. Welcome, dear ones. Welcome. Welcome. Welcome.
     We are here. Yes. And: there is so much that fractures our we. In Unitarian Universalism our assumptions about each other so often fracture our sense of we. I wish for us to love on and heal our “we.”
     And so, I want to talk to all of my disabled UU siblings, my trans and nonbinary UU siblings, and my UU siblings who are surviving poverty.
     My world makes so much more sense when I’m with y’all. The gaslighting and rejection and weirdness of the great wide world—and yes, of many Unitarian Universalist gatherings—can lessen and become background noise to our vibrant, honest, and passionate conversations. When we’re together, I can slow down and relax. I can work with y’all to make sure more folx are included, and that means me too.
     I want you to know how I love your ways of being. I love your being.
     I love how you use your imagination to discover and create ways to survive,
and I wish with all my heart and soul you didn’t have to.
     We are trans and nonbinary and disabled and surviving poverty, and we know we need to navigate a dominant culture that is more toxic to us than anything else. We know we must build community and culture that values our lived experiences and nurtures our survival. We know we are practicing the rejection of ableism and transphobia and elitism and ageism and homophobia and racism and all exclusion. Oh—and I love how we already know that inclusion means all of all of us, and hospitality means honoring folx as their full selves.
     We know we need disability justice, queer theology, funding of expenses, access accommodations, inclusive language, scholarships, plain language explanations, gender neutral bathrooms, child care, and all the things that can make it possible for us to be safe and well, loved and held sacred within Unitarian Universalism writ large.
     I wish that every event that is planned moving forward is planned with us in mind and considering what we need.
     I wish that more and more reflections, sermons and sacred texts include us and our wisdom.
     And in all the ways that you engage Unitarian Universalism, I wish that you will find folx who understand that you are worthy and you matter and who choose to include you.
     Our collective spiritual growth and resilience are important—not just to us, but to all Unitarian Universalists. So, now I want to talk to all Unitarian Universalists.
     I want us, all together, to build our resistance to the many assumptions folx make about who is in the room, who is at the table, and who is in Unitarian Universalist spaces, online and otherwise.
     I pray that each of us decides to begin to heal our “we.” I pray that we cast off assumptions and choose to build a Unitarian Universalism that holds each and every person sacred and worthy of hospitality and inclusion.
     May we know our potential for love and beauty.
     We are love and beauty.
     REAL love that stretches to encompass our human fallibility we all have.
     RESILIENT love that unfurls to create and support our vulnerability we need to thrive.
     ACTUAL beauty that honors all seasons, phases and aspects of life.
     FIERCE LOVE AND FIERCE BEAUTY
     Fierce enuf to stay in touch with and reflect reality.
     We are beautiful, smart and strong.
     We are fallible, whole and vulnerable.
     We are right here, right now.
     We matter.
     So may it be for you. So may it be for me. So may it be for all of us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/healing-we 

8.8: Telling by Laura Hershey (155 words)
    What you risk telling your story:
     You will bore them.
Your voice will break, your ink
spill and stain your coat.
No one will understand, their eyes
become fences.
You will park yourself forever
on the outside, your differentness once
and for all revealed, dangerous.
The names you give to yourself
will become epithets.
     Your happiness will be called
bravery, denial.
Your sadness will justify their pity.
Your fear will magnify their fears.
Everything you say will prove something about
their god, or their economic system.
Your feelings, that change day
to day, kaleidoscopic,
will freeze in place,
brand you forever,
justify anything they decide to do with you.
     Those with power can afford
to tell their story
or not.
Those without power
risk everything to tell their story and must.
     Someone, somewhere
will hear your story and decide to fight,
to live and refuse compromise.
Someone else will tell
her own story, risking everything.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/telling

8.9: Wild Emancipation for All of Us by Rebekah Taussig (146 words)
When I was small and just learning how to do life in my body, I didn’t hesitate, didn’t hold back, didn’t worry how it would look, didn’t look for cues or ask for a line. My imagination ruled... I was entirely free to be, driven by the innovation my body inspired. This is the wild emancipation I wish for all of us—a world where we are all free to be, to move, to exist in our bodies without shame; a world that isn’t interested in making all of its humans operate in the exact same way; a world that instead strives to invite more, include more, imagine more. That world sees the humans existing on the margins and says, You have what we want! What barriers can we remove so we can have you around? What do you need? How can we make that happen?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/wild-emancipation-all-us 

8.10: Bearable Together by Rev. Elizabeth Stevens (358 words)
     “Are you sitting down?” These were not words I wanted to hear at the end of a day spent sheltering in place due to an active shooter situation in my small town—the second in ten years. But I sat down, took a deep breath, and began my journey alongside the friends and family of one of the victims, alongside a congregation and a community that had experienced a terrifying, confusing, inexplicable loss. I also began a journey through my own trauma and grief.
     Traumatic experiences, by definition, make us feel overwhelmed, out of control, disconnected, and uncomprehending. Pain and grief are not pleasant feelings, either. I’m often tempted to travel as fast as I can through these uncomfortable places, but trauma defies my attempts to rush.
     In the weeks and months following the shooting, I stayed in the midst of the pain by letting go of my need for control and tolerating the feelings of powerlessness. Healing wasn’t an intellectual process, but an embodied unfolding. I gave myself the space to be baffled and broken-hearted; to lament. I held space for other confused and grieving people, bearing witness to one another in love and celebrating the miraculous ways that together, we discovered a deeper resilience and a greater wisdom.
     The paradox is this: the only way I’ve been able to move through trauma—my own or those of the ones I love—is to sit and stay. When I create space for what is real (however incomprehensible and heartbreaking and unbearably painful), my spirit heals. When I do this in community, I discover a deeper wisdom and a greater resilience. Somehow, the things that are too much to bear alone are bearable together.
     Five years later, I got another “are you sitting down?” call. This one came when I was a continent away, supporting my mother after my stepfather’s death. “Do you need me to come home?” I asked.
     “No,” said the voice on the other end of the line, a member of our lay pastoral ministry team. “You taught us how to do this. We’ll sit and stay and hold the space until you get back.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/bearable-together 

8.11: Humans' Core Function Is Love by Adrienne Maree Brown (226 words)
     When we are engaged in acts of love, we humans are at our best and most resilient. The love in romance that makes us want to be better people, the love of children that makes us change our whole lives to meet their needs, the love of family that makes us drop everything to take care of them, the love of community that makes us work tirelessly with broken hearts.
     Perhaps humans’ core function is love. Love leads us to observe in a much deeper way than any other emotion....
      If love were the central practice of a new generation of organizers and spiritual leaders, it would have a massive impact… If the goal was to increase the love, rather than winning or dominating a constant opponent, I think we could actually imagine liberation from constant oppression. We would suddenly be seeing everything we do, everyone we meet, not through the tactical eyes of war, but through eyes of love.
     We would see that there’s no such thing as a blank canvas, an empty land or a new idea — but everywhere there is complex, ancient, fertile ground full of potential....
     We would understand that the strength of our movement is in the strength of our relationships, which could only be measured by their depth. Scaling up would mean going deeper, being more vulnerable and more empathetic....
     (The following addition from the Rev. Sarah Gibbs Millspaugh is a way to turn this reading into a chalice lighting:) 
     "Each of us, by our work here, contributes to a movement of love. May love hold and heal those who need to be held and healed. May love guide more and more people, every day. We light our chalice this morning, knowing that we are blessed to be in the business of growing love. May our work together bless the world."
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/humans-core-function-love 

8.12: The Journey by Mary Oliver (154 words)
One day you finally knew
what you had to do, and began,
though the voices around you
kept shouting
their bad advice –
though the whole house
began to tremble
and you felt the old tug
at your ankles.
“Mend my life!”
each voice cried.
But you didn’t stop.
You knew what you had to do,
though the wind pried
with its stiff fingers
at the very foundations,
though their melancholy
was terrible.
It was already late
enough, and a wild night,
and the road full of fallen
branches and stones.
But little by little,
as you left their voices behind,
the stars began to burn
through the sheets of clouds,
and there was a new voice
which you slowly
recognized as your own,
that kept you company
as you strode deeper and deeper
into the world,
determined to do
the only thing you could do –
determined to save
the only life you could save.
Source: http://www.phys.unm.edu/~tw/fas/yits/archive/oliver_thejourney.html

8.13: Transcending Boundaries by Rev. Yvonne Seon (338 words)
     When I was a child, I would stand and gaze at the starry firmament and contemplate infinity. As I stood there, the boundary that is time dissolved; I expanded my Spirit to fill the boundary that is space. My being stilled and all fear, anxiety, and anguish disappeared. Forgotten were the chores, the homework, the ordinary around me.
     Transcending boundaries was fun in those days. But, as I reached adulthood, it became more difficult. More and more, the world was with me as I did chores and homework. More and more, my own fears were with me as I encountered others. More and more, I was aware of the boundaries of race, class, age, and sex. I felt myself cringe as the bantering youth in the street came nearer. I felt myself become tearful as I encountered a senior citizen living with pain or the limited choices of a fixed income. I felt myself become angry as I was subjected to the indignities of being rejected by others because I am Black, because I am a woman, or because of the blind person or the openly gay person I was with. I felt myself become unwilling to acknowledge my oneness with the addicted person who is my friend or the homeless people sleeping on the benches in the park.
     Today, transcending boundaries is hard work. For one thing, I’ve created more of them since I was young, and I’ve built them higher and stronger than they once were. For another thing, I’m much more self-righteous and much less humble than I was then. Sometimes, when I am at my best, I remember that the “other” I distinguish myself from could be me in another time, another place, another circumstance. Then, I remember the words of a colleague who observed that it is “my racism, my sexism, my homophobia” that I am called upon to address. So, I take a few deep breaths and begin to release the fears that are the boundaries between me and my fellow humans.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/transcending-boundaries 

8.14: We Are Not Done by Rev. Audette Fulbright Fulson (157 words)
     Do not think we are finished—
oh no
we will never be finished
never just done
until the light of justice is lit behind every eye.
     Do not think we will be silent—
no
there will not be silence until the world has sung the names
of the dead with full throats and still
we will sing on.
     Do not think fear is the end of us—oh
you are broken in mind and heart if you even imagine
that our fear for our lives is the end of this story.
     We are braver than you have ever conceived
and you
will not be the end of us.
     We have come to take back the world
the world that is the inheritance of better children
better lovers
better days.
     There will be love again but justice is our demand now.
You will not take us down
We are endless
firelit
determined
and we
are coming
for you.
     In Memoriam—Eric Garner
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/we-are-not-done 

8.15: Pitted Against One Another by Ram Dass and Paul Gorman (228 words)
     The sufferings of others spontaneously release our desire to help out. Our heart begins to open. But then there’s this thought: Is this problem too heavy? Do I have what it takes? If I offer to help, will I ever get away? Set off by fear, the mind is startled into self-defense. …Fear is the mind’s reaction against the inherent generosity of the heart. …Under such tension, little wonder that our choices of how to respond to the pain of others seems so difficult. Perhaps we seek to resolve this tension without really having to open the door to suffering: a quick call to a sick friend; a charitable contribution slipped through a mail slot; some grain to feed a third-world country. But do these measures really feed a satisfy the heart? As useful as they may be, they sometimes short-change our compassion. We know there is more to helping than this. … [We often] keep suffering at arm’s length. We may let in a little of someone’s pain, but never enough to threaten our self-control. …Denial, abstraction, pity, professional warmth, compulsive hyperactivity: these are a few of the ways the mind reacts to suffering and attempts to restrict or redirect the natural compassion of the heart. This tension…leaves us tentative and confused. As we reach out, then pull back, love and fear are pitted against one another.
Source: How Can I Help? by Ram Dass and Paul Gorman
[bookmark: _heading=h.tyjcwt]
8.16: How to Defeat Fear by Pema Chödrön (215 words)
Once there was a young warrior. Her teacher told her that she had to do battle with fear. She didn’t want to do that. It seemed too aggressive; it was scary; it seemed unfriendly. But the teacher said she had to do it and gave her the instructions for the battle. The day arrived. The student warrior stood on one side, and fear stood on the other. The warrior was feeling very small, and fear was looking big and wrathful. They both had their weapons. The young warrior roused herself and went toward fear, prostrated three times, and asked, “May I have permission to go into battle with you?” Fear said, “Thank you for showing me so much respect that you ask permission.” Then the young warrior said, “How can I defeat you?” Fear replied, “My weapons are that I talk fast, and I get very close to your face. Then you get completely unnerved, and you do whatever I say. If you don’t do what I tell you, I have no power. You can listen to me, and you can have respect for me. You can even be convinced by me. But if you don’t do what I say, I have no power.” In that way, the student warrior learned how to defeat fear.
Source: https://waldronleadership.com/defeat-fear-pema-chodron/ 

8.17: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)
     Today we share in a blessing for losers, risk-takers, all failures far and wide....
     Blessed are they who fall in the mud, who jump with gusto and rip the pants, who skin the elbows, and bruise the ego,
for they shall know the sweetness of risk.
     Blessed are they who make giant mistakes, whose intentions are good but impact has injured, who know the hot sense of regret and ask for mercy,
for their hearts will know the gift of forgiveness.
     Blessed are they who have seen a D or an F or C or any letter less than perfect, who are painfully familiar with the red pen and the labels as “less than,”
for they know the wisdom in the imperfect.
     Blessed are they who try again, who dust off, who wash up, who extend the wish for peace, who return to sites of failure, who are dogged in their pursuit,
for they will discover the secret to dreams.
     Blessed are they who refuse to listen to the naysayers,
for their hearts will be houses for hope.
     Blessed are they who see beyond the surface of another,
for they will be able to delight in the gift of compassion.
     Blessed are they who stop running the race to help a fellow traveler, who pick up the fallen, who stop for injured life,
for they shall know the kindness of strangers.
     Blessed are they who wildly, boldly abandon winning,
for they shall know the path of justice.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessing-risk-takers-and-failures 

8.18: Courage Requires Vulnerability by Rev. Marisol Caballero (589 words)
     “Though we tremble before uncertain futures, may we meet illness, death, and adversity with strength. May we dance in the face of our fears,” writes trailblazer Gloria Anzaldua, who knew a thing or two about courage.
     Courage requires both vulnerability and careful strategy.
     Like other people of color, I don’t often show my full self in mostly-white company. I am guarded—not inauthentic, because the me that has learned to navigate mostly-white spaces is a part of me; it just isn’t my whole self. To bring my full self would risk being misunderstood. More than that, I would risk inviting even more harmful words and behaviors into my day, and already each day is an exhausting dance of negotiating interactions and conversation.
     Hundreds of times a day, I must ask myself: How much of me do I allow this person or group to see? How much of that decision is about risking vulnerability, and how much is about self-preservation? Does withholding my full self alleviate the discomfort of another, or does it bring me closer to true freedom? Who benefits from this risk more?
     Courage is not demanding “safety” when confronting the annoyance of having one’s haughty and long-held answers questioned. It is incompatible with despair.
     Courage is not becoming defensive, or insisting upon being viewed as an individual when the privileges of membership in a dominant group are brought to light. Rather, courage recognizes that growth insists on a willingness to be utterly transformed.
     Courage is not believing that anyone is “helping” or coming to “the assistance of” members of marginalized groups. Rather, it is recognizing that the need to play savior comes from societal brainwashing caused by systems that convince some they are superior over others.
     Courage is seeking one’s own liberation from these lies, knowing it will require a relinquishment of power and an admittance that they’ve been bamboozled. Courage does not require perfection from us, or air-tight plans, or even expertise.
     I’ll tell you what courage does require: Courage requires taking great risks while stepping into the unknown.
     It takes no courage to shut one’s mouth, step aside, and listen when needed. The only thing at risk here is one’s ego; a self-identity built around the myth of superiority.
     Courage does not ask us to stop trembling; it asks us to find ways to incorporate our trembles into our dance.
     Courage, the faithful companion of hope, is sticking around when “we” and “us” are spoken in contexts that clearly don’t mean “me.”
     Courage is claiming this faith as home when nearly everything around me says I am out of place, yet everything inside me says I am home.
     Courage is the generations and generations of ancestors who taught us to actively pursue joy, laughter, and celebration alongside outrage, grief, and fatigue.
     The goddess Tonanztin, madre de los Méxicos, bringer of corn, nuestra morenita, teaches that we can make for ourselves a place of comfort and leave room for wonder, even when our home has been invaded and has become nearly unrecognizable. Courage is being firm in saying, “I know exactly where home is and what it looks like. I will figure out any way to get there, with the help of good friends. We will dance the whole way there, through the terrifying unknown. I will brave the rough waters knowing that my boat may be smalI but it is strong. I will leave a trail of beauty in my wake, so that other courageous seekers who follow will not be lonely on their journeys.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/courage-requires-vulnerability 

8.19: Sabr wa Iman (Patience and Faith) by Rev. Summer Albayati (162 words)
The Arabic phrase "Sabr wa iman" (patience and faith) is a familiar and commonly-offered Muslim value, and appears many times in the Qur'an.
     Sabr wa Iman
Patience and faith
Beloveds, we must have patience and faith
More than that
We need resilience, perseverance, and persistence
Like the lioness in your home
Lying in wait
For the moth who flutters its wings
Taunting, taunting
Or like the flower that awaits
Sun’s rays peeking
Unveiling, unwrapping
Slowly, slowly
     Against a vibrant golden plain, a regal lioness surveys her surroundings.
Patience and faith
Requires courage and strength
Like the refugee
Who travels thousands of miles
To begin a new life
In a new place
Traversing the unknown
Crossing the borders of their mind
     Patience and faith
Means
I am grateful
Like the baby who looks up
And smiles
While held in a cradle of love
Or like the first movement of freedom
After being chained for so long
In a 9 by 12 prison cell
Feeling the warmth of the sun on your face
     Sabr wa iman
Patience and faith
It is good to have
Patience and faith
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/sabr-wa-iman-patience-and-faith 

8.20: Waiting For Now by Mandie McGlynn (123 words)
     Everything 
is about to change. 
And 
it already has.
     It will be. It was. It is.
     The dawn you eagerly await
to end the long, cold darkness
is already full sun 
far off in the east.
     Yet even after light’s return
spring is months away. 
     …Stones of justice
have been tossed in the lake
but their ripples have not yet arrived,
have not resolved into the kin-dom
already present among us.
     While we wait, let us seek
—in the darkness of 
the Now and Not Yet—
for the treasures God has hidden there,
the riches of the secret places
only found by night.
     This is what is promised us: 
the wheel of life turns ever on
and darkness is a path to joy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/waiting-now 

8.21: The Deep Well of Black Lives by Rev. Kristen L. Harper (303 words)
     On August 25, 1619, the ship the White Lion arrived at Point Comfort, now known as Fort Monroe National Monument in Hampton, Virginia. The ship contained enslaved Africans. This is the first recorded arrival of Africans in America. [In 2019], this anniversary was commemorated at Fort Monroe as a day of healing and reconciliation. The community was asked to ring bells at 3:00 for 4 minutes, signifying the 400 years that have passed since that historic moment.
     "How do we mark that first day, that hour, that minute
the White Lion docked at a point that would be of no comfort
to the twenty enslaved Africans chained in her bowels—
heralds of a coming storm of millions
whose bodies would break—through soil and rock to
build an America that could never fully embrace its progenitors.
     How do we mark that day, that hour, that minute,
that foreshadowed the centuries of degradation, violence,
of attempts to separate the soul and spirit
from the deep well of Black lives.
     How do we mark that day, that hour, that minute
four hundred years ago when the first drop of African sweat
co-mingled with the earth’s warmth, planting the seeds
of a new culture, a new way of life, a new heartbeat
into the fabric of a new world—
     When the roots of freedom sparked deep underground
and spread, from generation to generation,
blossoming into resistance and resilience.
     So today we will ring bells of sorrow, bells of grief,
bells of atonement.
     We will ring out the ghosts of those lost in the middle passages,
lost to the whips and depravation, lost to the lynches and the bullets,
lost to the prisons and the chains of racism.
     Today we will ring bells, so that tomorrow we may ring in freedom, ring in liberation, ring in peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/deep-well-black-lives 

8.22: A Recipe for Resilience by Rev. Margaret Weis (212 words)
     This recipe has been tweaked over time, so adjust as necessary.
     Sometimes it yields more servings than anticipated. 
Sometimes it needs a bit more of this ingredient or that. 
It comes from generations who have gone before me, and I’ve added my own flavor along the way.
     A Recipe for Resilience
     One part courage
Two parts tears of failure and doubt
One part deep listening
One part each of both silence and laughter
A dash of trust
A pinch of wonder
A heaping scoop of naps and snacks
     In a separate bowl, mix together family, friends, and those who challenge you to be your best self, those with whom you disagree.
     Add slowly to the larger pot, add a bay leaf for … well, whatever it is bay leaves do, and let simmer for as long as you need (which is often longer than you realize or anticipate).
     Keep the heat at an even temperature – hot enough to cook throughout, but not so hot it burns the bottom.
     Can be served at room temperature, warm, or even cold if necessary. 
Serve alongside your favorite soft blanket, dog, cat, or other soft item.
     Make often, 
Share with others, 
Hold onto the leftovers—you’ll need them after a long day that challenges your soul.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/recipe-resilience 

8.23: Resilience by Rev. Joseph Boyd (105 words)
Resilience is not born of circumstances any of us asked for or would have wanted. John Lennon said: “Life is what happens when we’re busy making other plans.” Resilience knows about plans being thwarted. It knows disappointment and it knows loss. It knows that something or somebody can be here in one moment, and disappear the next. Resilience is sensitized to the pain of others because it knows it from firsthand experience. But resilience also knows something else. It knows there is something more than pain. It knows in plans laid to waste there are opportunities, if we have the courage and vision to see them.
Source: https://uuyo.org/sermon-aug-18-2019-teaching-resilience/ 

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: Each of us ministers to a weary world by Rev. Darcy Roake (80 words)
There is too much hardship in this world to not find joy, every day
There is too much injustice in this world to not right the balance,
every day
There is too much pain in this world to not heal, 
every day
Each of us ministers to a weary world.
Let us go forth now and do that which calls us to make this world 
more loving, more compassionate and more filled with the grace of divine presence, every day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/each-us-ministers-weary-world

10.2: When all is quiet by Rev. Jane Ranney Rzepka (42 words)
When all is quiet and we are small and the night is dark, may we hear the tender breathing of all who lie awake with us in fear, that together we may gather strength to live with love, and kindness, and confidence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5387.shtml

10.3: Go Boldly by Jean Olson (104 words)
     May you be brave enough to expose
your aching woundedness
and reveal your vulnerability.
     May you speak your deepest truths,
knowing that they will change as you do.
     May you sing the music within you,
composing your own melody,
playing your song with all your heart.
     May you draw, paint, sculpt, and sew,
showing the world your vision.
     May you write letters, poetry, biography,
slogans, graffiti, the great novel,
laying bare your words to love and hate.
May you love even though your heart
breaks again and again.
And until the end of your days,
may your life be filled
with possibilities and courage.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/go-boldly 

10.4: Only one thing required of us by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (87words)
     There is, finally, only one thing required of us: that is, to take life whole, the sunlight and shadows together; to live the life that is given us with courage and humor and truth.
     We have such a little moment out of the vastness of time for all our wondering and loving. Therefore, let there be no half-heartedness; rather, let the soul be ardent in its pain, in its yearning, in its praise.
     Then shall peace enfold our days, and glory shall not fade from our lives.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6038.shtml 

10.5: Enough by Rev. Barbara Wells ten Hove (121 words)
     May each of us have enough trust in life that our fears will burn away.
     May each of us have enough hope in the future that we will let go of despair and work to leave a better world for our children.
     May each of us have enough love for each other that we will abandon hatred and never fail to notice the great miracle that is the human spirit.
     May each of us have enough courage to face the challenges of our troubled world, so that we may act with trust, hope and love in the face of fear, despair and hatred.
Source: no longer online

[bookmark: _heading=h.3dy6vkm]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: Cultivating Resilience by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd
Source: https://www.uuchurchmuncie.org/cultivating-resilience/ 
Length: 736 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Carrier-Ladd begins with the resilience of trees and weeds. He then quotes Linda Hogan, from her book Dwellings, writing about wildflowers growing on mountains near the devastation of Hiroshima. He observes that our culture’s fascination with the lone individual using bootstraps to accomplish goals does not help people cultivate resilience. Carrier-Ladd advocates connecting to supportive people when struggling with something. He also suggests that “practicing” by addressing smaller difficulties can build resilience. For him, the nature of our resilience will vary by age, experience, etc. as he quotes author Martha Roggli. He concludes, “Honoring the areas where we are resilient, in our life, can help us build even more resilience for the future.”
Excerpt: Linda Hogan wrote in her book Dwellings: “In Japan… there were wildflowers that grew in the far, cool region of mountains. The bricks of Hiroshima, down below, were formed of clay from these mountains, and so the walls of the houses and shops held the dormant trumpet flower seeds. But after one group of humans killed another with the explosive power of life’s smallest elements split wide apart, the mountain flowers began to grow. Out of the crumbled, burned buildings they sprouted. Out of destruction and bomb heat and the falling of walls, the seeds opened up and grew. What a horrible beauty, the world going its own way, growing without us. But perhaps this, too, speaks of survival, of hope beyond our time.” …Author Martha Roggli writes, “At sixty-nine I am certainly not the youngest in my exercise class, but I’m not the oldest, either. Arriving before eight each morning, we gather in the foyer and lace up our tennis shoes. Over the years my fellow fitness junkies have amazed me. These women are recent cancer survivors; they have osteoporosis; some have had hip, knee, or other bone injuries or replacements. Some have lost a loved one or have an ill spouse… Yet we face each day by challenging our bodies together. We’re not rushing into a burning building, but it is brave to confront this final arc of life with resilience and a sense of humor.”

11.2: Resilience, Rest, and Resistance by Rev. Susanne Intriligator
Source: https://www.melroseuu.org/february-2-2020-resilience-rest-resistance/ 
Length: 1,981words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Rev. Susanne Intriligator spends the first 25% of the sermon talking about Sheryl Sandberg and Adam Grant, authors of Option B, which addresses resilience, especially around grief. She spends the next 25% of the sermon exploring resilience and grace. This sets up her use of grace as an acronym: G-R-A-C-E. The letters stand for Grace, Rest, Acceptance, Connection, and Elasticity. Intriligator then explores each one of these five tools for resilience, drawing in part on Sandberg’s book. She concludes with an excerpt from Mary Oliver’s poem, Heavy. See https://thelifeididntchoose.com/2019/07/10/a-perfect-poem-heavy-by-mary-oliver/. 
Excerpt: “When I lost Dave, I felt like I was sucked into a void, I couldn’t quite breathe or think,” says Sandberg, “and trying to get out of that void, to feel like you could breathe again, like you could one day find joy, find happiness, find sunshine, was an incredibly hard thing to do.
     The first weeks and months were a blur to Sheryl. She and the children cried a lot. Sheryl worried that they would never recover from the loss.
     Then her friend Adam Grant came to visit. Adam is a research psychologist at the Wharton school whom Dave had once hired to speak at his company. He had come over for dinner afterward, and then he built a friendship with the family.
     After Dave’s death, Adam told Sheryl what he’d learned from the research about grief, resilience, and adversity, and he gave her some tools he thought might help.
     They did. Over time, Sheryl used Adam’s tools to rebuild her life and to teach her kids and herself resilience. Then two years later she and Adam wrote another book, and built a website, to share those same tools with other people —people who are surviving loss and trauma, those trying to help survivors or those who are just trying to build the resilience needed for everyday life in our complicated world.
     The book and the website are called Option B. [See https://optionb.org/] For people who can no longer have their first choice in life — the partner, the career, the path they dreamed of is gone. People who know have to learn to survive — and thrive — with Option B. 

11.3: Resilience by Rev Jill Cowie and Patti Ruze
Source: https://uuharvard.org/services/resilience/ 
Length: 1,691 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively Easy
Synopsis: Cowie and Ruze open the sermon with a number of questions related to resilience. Discussing resilience, they note that “the research says resilience is more about what happens between us than what happens within us.” They then spend about 25% of the sermon talking about a patient of Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen, and how he slowly regained resilience. Cowie and Ruze then point to the perspective of Daniel Lerch who states that resilience is about a system of relationships where the resilience of one is affected by the resilience of others. Cowie then shares the perspective of her friends who adopted two children who had been abused for years. One sees herself as sowing seeds of affirmation in front of her children to help them become more resilient. Cowie then shares the story of video game designer Jane McGonigal who struggled with suicidal depression caused by a concussion. In an effort to help others cultivate resilience, she developed an online game called SuperBetter. It consists of creating a superhero and power-ups. In video games, a power-up is something that adds temporary benefits/extra abilities to the player’s character. Cowie then demonstrates four powerups developed by McGonigal to demonstrate the importance of physical, mental, emotional, and social resilience. She closes with the hope that everyone will practice resilience. 
Excerpt: Consider Jimmy, an angry young man who because of cancer had …his right leg removed above his knee two weeks after his diagnosis. He had been a college athlete and that was core to his identity. From his perspective, the surgery that saved his life ended his life. He started drinking heavily, skipping school, and isolated himself from his friends. Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen, his oncologist, encouraged him to show his feelings, and gave him a drawing pad and asked him to draw a picture of his body. He drew a crude sketch of a vase, just an outline. Running through the center of it he drew a deep crack, going over and over the crack with a black crayon, ripping the paper. It hurt to watch. But with time he began to take notice of stories in the paper of others in accidents in which legs or limbs were lost, and he would talk endlessly in their sessions together on their behalf, “No one understands them” he would say. Well, Rachel asked him one day what he was going to do about it. So, began a new calling and ministry for this young man. With his spirit renewed and with a new sense of purpose he began visiting these patients in the hospital.
     Dr. Remen, a holistic healer…, kept sowing seeds of hope on the hard rock of Jimmy’s anger hoping that one would take root. She stayed present until one finally did take root and thanks to her presence it grew into empathy, to bear fruit a hundred fold of what was sown.

11.4: Faith-based Resilience by Rita Schiano
Source: http://www.buuc.org/faith-based-resilience.html 
Length: 2,165 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Somewhat Difficult
Synopsis: Rita Schiano begins her sermon by sharing her struggle with even attending church due to a crisis of faith. It began growing up Roman Catholic, but then decreased when she joined the UU church. While feeling especially hopeful during the Obama presidency, she has struggled with all of the hatred that emerged after his presidency. And so she writes, “We are teetering on a moral and ethical precipice. In our current social and political landscape, moral and ethical questions—about racism, xenophobia, immigration, climate change, and the senseless violence that demands gun control — must, I believe, be addressed with great urgency because the soul of our country is at stake.” In her sermon, she draws on commentary by Ilsa Reddin regarding resilience skills. Reddin’s commentary is in response to the article, The Eleven Skills and Attitudes that Can Increase Resilience by Ron Breazeale. See his article at https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/blog/in-the-face-adversity/202104/the-eleven-skills-and-attitudes-can-increase-resilience. Schiano focuses on the 7th skill, Being Able to Find Purpose and Meaning in life and the 8th skill, Being Able to See the Big Picture before quoting comments by Bill Tammeus about the faithfulness and resilience of Judaism, Christianity, and Islam. Her concern is the faithfulness of Evangelical Christians. The excerpt below comes at the end of her sermon. Schiano then concludes, “And as Unitarian Universalists, we all possess a faith-based resilience rooted in principles that affirm a free and responsible search for truth and meaning, and a goal of a world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all.”
Excerpt: Our capacity for resilience, which neuroanatomists now believe is hard-wired into the brain, is one of our greatest gifts.  . . . And resilience, when buttressed by faith and by hope, is indomitable.
     Faith, like hope, is a choice. Faith is, in some ways, synonymous with hope; both clearly see a future beyond the present. Yet, faith is more rooted in accepting the present as a path to the future.
     As Susan Salzburg wrote in her book Faith: “Faith is the capacity of the heart that allows us to draw close to the present and find there, the underlying thread connecting the moment’s experience to the fabric of all of life. It opens us to a bigger sense of who we are and what we are capable of doing.”
     Hope focuses on optimism, which is the Resilience Skill #1. However, as President Obama said, “Hope is not blind optimism. It’s not ignoring the enormity of the task ahead or the roadblocks that stand in our path. It's not sitting on the sidelines or shirking from a fight.
     “Hope” he said, “is that thing inside us that insists, despite all evidence to the contrary, that something better awaits us if we have the courage to reach for it, and to work for it, and to fight for it.”
     “Every difficulty in life” wrote Epictetus, “presents us with an opportunity to turn inward and to invoke our own submerged inner resources. The trials we endure can and should introduce us to our strengths.”

11.5: The Resilient Spirit by Rev. Barbara F. Meyers
Source: https://mpuuc.org/sermons/Resilience.html 
Length: 2,612 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Somewhat Difficult
Synopsis: Rev. Meyers begins by drawing on the story of Christopher Reeve from his book, Still Me. She then uses the Buddhist lens of the 8-fold Path to offer an extended commentary on resilience which includes 16 characteristics of resilient people.
Excerpt: “In the book, Man's Search for Meaning psychiatrist Viktor Frankl describes his time in a concentration camp during World War II. That shattering experience had to be one of the most horrendous that can be imagined. When he was liberated, he wrote a book telling about what it was that made the difference between survival and death in the camps. His conclusion was that the people who lived were people who had something to live for—they believed that their lives, even their suffering, had meaning. Here are some of his words: "Everything can be taken from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms - to choose one's attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one's own way.... It is this spiritual freedom - which cannot be taken away - that makes life meaningful and purposeful. ... The meaning of life differs from man to man, from day to day, and from hour to hour... We can discover this meaning in life in three different ways:
1) by creating a work or doing a deed;
2) by experiencing something or encountering someone and
3) by the attitude we take toward unavoidable suffering."
Frankl developed a whole kind of therapy which he called Logotherapy, which focuses on finding meaning in life. Others find meaning through participation in religion or service to others in society.

11.6: Family Stories by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (Excerpt, full text at http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/20136.shtml) (1,352 words)
     When I was studying for the ministry, one of the expectations was that each week, the entire community would attend chapel (the worship service). Although I had been a Unitarian Universalist for more than a decade, I was still healing from the pain of my fundamentalist past, and I had not yet mustered the courage to attend chapel in this United Methodist seminary. But with the support of three Unitarian Universalist friends, one Friday toward the end of the first semester, I dragged myself to worship.
     I wasn't sure what kind of message I would hear, but it was a week before exams, and I hoped for a place where I could center myself, and find some internal spiritual resources for the days ahead. To my surprise, there was no sermon. It was early December, and the entire liturgy focused on Advent, ending with a celebration of the Eucharist. Now I had not attended a Christian communion for over 20 years, but I tried to approach it with an open mind.
     The prayer, offered by Dr. Mark Burrows, began with these words: "We, who are the children of Abraham and Sarah. . ." I don't recall the rest of the sentence, because in a split second, my mind went blank. It simply refused to be present to this experience that was sacred for most others in attendance. I began to weep-quietly at first-but a whimper soon turned to tears, then uncontrollable tears. My friends sat beside me trying to be supportive, but didn't have a clue what was so upsetting about that simple phrase: "We, who are the children of Abraham and Sarah?" I had no harsh feelings toward Dr. Burrows, but the moment I heard those words suggesting that I was a descendent of Abraham and Sarah, I felt the pain of exclusion.
     My rational mind told me that I should not take it literally; that the statement was merely a symbolic reference to our Jewish and Christian heritage. But that rationale didn't help. I simply could not get beyond the complex dynamics of race and class and gender in the biblical story. I knew the story of Abraham and Sarah in the book of Genesis, but I also knew the story of Abraham and Hagar, an Egyptian woman whose ethnicity and social standing made her an outcast in ancient Israel, a stranger in a strange land.
     As a woman of African heritage, I identified myself as one of Hagar's children, and I wondered why she had not been mentioned in the prayer. Was she not worthy of mention because she was a slave?
     According to the story, when Hagar's son Ishmael was about 14 years old, Sarah became jealous. Hagar had sacrificed her body and her beauty. She had postponed her life in order to give this elderly couple the gift of a child. And yet, Sarah was jealous. Here were two brothers, Ishmael and Isaac, whose childhood play was, no doubt, innocent of any social or economic distinctions. And yet, Sarah's worry about inheritance spawned her jealously, which led to a crisis in the household. In the end, Sarah threw Hagar and Ishmael out of the house-banished them to the wilderness, with no food and only a half-gallon of water. Two brothers were forced apart because of a fight between their parents.
      Reason . . . is not at the top of the …agenda . . . but love is.
     Brokenness in the family. Brokenness in our communities. Brokenness in our world. It is an old story, one we know well. When family and social discord disrupts and threatens life, it is more than a social problem; it is a religious problem, one that calls people of faith to respond. Born of the Enlightenment Movement, with its abiding faith in the power of human reason, many liberals are at a loss to understand or explain post-modern phenomenon such as the violence our nation has witnessed in public schools in the past few years.
     As a nation, we are in a deep cultural depression as well as a spiritual crisis. What is not said very much by people in the helping professions (social critics, preachers, sociologists, teachers or others who come into intimate contact with youth) is that there is a crisis of the spirit, a crisis of faith in our society. And here I am not referring to any particular religion, but to faith in the self, faith in something higher than the self, and faith in one's family and community.
     Alienation (or nihilism) is not overcome by analysis or by programs, but by love and compassion. I believe the emotional distancing we often see in youth can be subdued by the love ethic-not expressed sentimentally, but by valuing what young people have to say; by encouraging their participation in the things that most deeply affects their lives.
...we are not here not to act as if we are brothers and sisters, but to remember that we really are brothers and sisters whose very reason for being is to love and care for one another.
     Let us recall the story of Hagar and Ishmael where we left off. A family in crisis. A woman and her son alone-out in the wilderness, homeless. No crisis hot line. No overnight shelter. No abuse counselor. She needed someone to hear her story, someone to help her figure things out-where she was going to live, how she was going to feed herself and her son. But there was no pastor, no prophet, no priest, no lay minister to help her figure it all out. According to the story, in the depths of her despair, an angel appeared at Hagar's side, and asked: Where are you coming from, and where are you going?
     That, my friends, is a question we need to ask not only of our children and youth, but of many parents and families as well. Where are you coming from, and where are you going?
     Families are complicated. Like Hagar and Ishmael, too many of our children and families are out in the wilderness. Even though youth may show up in the classroom day after day, teachers and administrators never know what they may be facing in their families or communities. Our youth cannot make it alone! They need our love. They need to feel our arms around them wherever they may be. And they need a church that can help them to know that:
· they are loved;
· they are not alone;
· they have infinite worth;
· they are connected to all of us, and all life; and
· they can make a difference, and that there is joy in doing so.
     Some say that the angel appearing at Hagar's side was the voice of God. Others say that it was the 'still small voice' within. I like to think of it as Love's call, asking her to reflect not only on her dilemma, but on who she was and what she was doing with her life. Love calls out to us as well, asking us to remember who we are-that we are spiritual beings, connected to something larger and more trustworthy than ourselves. The transcendent mystery and wonder of the universe asks us to call into existence that which has been forgotten: that we are not here to act as if we are brothers and sisters, but to remember that we really are brothers and sisters whose very reason for being is to love and care for one another. This is the purpose of the church.
     …This is the work of the soul. Soul work is hard work, but it must be done if we are to be fully alive. One thing that makes it difficult is that it is transcendent-we must move beyond ourselves, to the place of empathy and compassion; to the place of hospitality-hospitality of the human spirit. This is what counters alienation, nihilism, and brokenness in the human family. Soul work. Compassion. Hospitality. It is the work of the church. It is our salvation. It is what ministry is-to save souls through hospitality of the human spirit.

11.7: Surrender as a Path to Transformation by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,424 words)
     We like to be in control. This desire starts early as illustrated by any two-year-old as he or she announces to the world, “I can do it myself.” Part of that control is self-mastery, learning how to do and be, which is essential to a meaningful existence. The ability to control is influenced by willpower, a critical factor in the survival of our species over the millennia. We can be aggressive, bold, and tenacious, and these characteristics have served us well as they have led toward autonomy and independence. The ascendency of the desire to control as a species may have been directly proportional to our vulnerability in an exceedingly hostile world, a vulnerability with which most children are also familiar. 
     Control, however, is also the bane of our existence to the extent that it leads to conflict. From two two-year-olds fighting over a toy to two nations fighting over just about anything that strikes their fancy, conflict is the overarching theme in human interaction and in human history. And religion has not been immune to either control or conflict. 
     Unitarian Universalist minister Mark Belletini asserts that religious liberals, at their best, surrender to reality. I agree, but it is not always easy to be at our best. As the religious right began to rise to ascendency decades ago, many religious liberals remained in denial, complaining that this assault on our liberal religious values was unfair, that rights that had been won should not come under assault, but they have. Surrender to reality.
     The film, The Laramie Project, recounts the aftermath of the murder of Matthew Shepherd because he was gay. Fred Phelps and his followers went to Matthew Shepherd’s funeral to spread their hatred with signs like “God hates fags” and “Matthew Shepherd is burning in hell.” Knowing that Phelps was going to be at the funeral and surrendering to that reality, friends of Matthew made traditional white angel costumes with long flowing sleeves that looked like wings. They marched to the place where Phelps and his followers stood behind a low fence, turned their backs to them, and raised their wing-like arms as if they were surrendering to Phelps’s presence, which they were. But in doing so, they transformed the situation because none of the people attending the funeral could see Phelps. All they could see was a row of people dressed like angels, with wings uplifted, a demonstration of profound respect and love.
     Mark Belletini writes, “Surrendering to Reality means that I have to admit the limits of my capacity to control the world around me, admit even the illusions of my control. Surrender to reality means turning from the magical thinking that fools me into thinking life should be fair, or life should be just, or suffering should be passed out more fairly, or that death should only happen in one's sleep at age 103, or that there are cosmic reasons behind every sadness.”
     To surrender is not to give up, it is not to acquiesce or relinquish our power, but it does mean relinquishing what we can’t control. Unitarian Universalist minister Kurt Kuhwald said, “Cultivate intention, then surrender.” Be clear about the goal, work to achieve it, but understand the limits of your ability to control the outcome. 
     Philip Simmons, an English professor and Unitarian Universalist, knew that he couldn’t control the outcome when he was diagnosed with ALS in 1993 at the age of 35, but he could cultivate intention. He died 10 years later in 2002. He self-published a book, Learning to Fall: The Blessings of An Imperfect Life, which was republished in 2001 by Bantam. Simmons reminds us that we all fall from time to time. He wrote, “The fall from youthful ideas, the waning of physical strength, the failure of cherished hope, the loss of our near and dear, the fall into injury or sickness, and late or soon, the fall to our certain ends. We have no choice but to fall, and little say as to the time or the means.” Learning to surrender, learning how to fall is essential, for it allows us to confront reality as it finds us, as we find it. Simmons wrote, “It is born out of a paradox: that we deal most fruitfully with loss by accepting the fact that we will one day lose everything. When we learn to fall, we learn that only by letting go our grip on all that we ordinarily find most precious – our achievements, our plans, our loved ones, our very selves – can we find, ultimately, the most profound freedom. In the act of letting go of our lives, we return more fully to them.”
     We usually understand surrender in relationship to another, one country surrendering to another country, me surrendering to that teenager with who I was fighting, or a devout person surrendering to God. But what if the whole point of surrender is self-surrender, surrendering to your self? Letting go, as Richard Rohr writes, of being in control, being effective, and being right is a kind of self-surrender. 
     If we don’t need to be in control, we will likely be dramatically enriched by a spirit of collaboration. If we can give up control, then we will invite new possibilities into endeavors in which we are involved. Unitarian Universalist philosopher of religion, Henry Nelson Wieman developed a philosophy of creative interchange. Rather than seeking to control an interchange, Wieman argued that engaging without an agenda or the need to control the outcome led to creative possibilities that could never have emerged otherwise. He wrote, “The culmination of man's quest through the ages, if ever there is a culmination, will not be to build the house of his dreams. It will be to climb above the fog of his dreams and see that the greatest values are shining summits very different from his dreams.” 
     If we don’t need to be effective, then we can focus more on “being” rather than “doing.” As soon as we focus on “being” then the nature and quality of our “doing” will be transformed. 
     If we don’t need to be right, then we will surely discover profound truths that were previously hidden from us because of our need to be right. If we don’t need to be right, that we can surrender to what we don’t know, rather than clinging to what we don’t know. 
     When we seek to be in control, to be effective, to be right, we are in reality seeking to be perfect, and perfection is pernicious. To seek perfection is not to seek to grow, but to control one’s growth in a predetermined way. To seek perfection is to cast a narrow net around what constitutes effectiveness. To seek perfection is define right in ways that are ultimately self-serving. The antidote to perfection is surrender, the willingness to embrace our true humanity no matter how imperfect. Gerald May defines surrender as a “willingness to engage the fullness of life with the fullness of oneself,” and the fullness our self can never be captured or contained by the notion of perfection. In this, surrender is an expansive freedom, a powerful transformation. Patricia Carrington wrote, “It is only after you have let go of wanting to change a particular thing that you can perceive its nature.” It is only after surrendering the need to control, to be effective, and to be right, that you can perceive your own nature. 
     The poet Galway Kinnell wrote in his poem St. Francis and the Sow, 
“The bud
stands for all things,
even for those things that don't flower,
for everything flowers, from within, of self-blessing;
though sometimes is necessary
to reteach a thing its loveliness,
to put a hand on its brow
of the flower
and retell it in words and in touch
it is lovely
until it flowers again from within, of self-blessing; …”
     Surrender is a radical act of self-acceptance, a radical act of self-blessing, and counter-intuitively it requires immense resilience. Henry Miller wrote, “I know what the cure is: it is to give up, to relinquish, to surrender, so that our little hearts may beat in unison with the great heart of the world.” In self-surrender, let us surrender the defense mechanisms that we have used to imprison ourselves so that we can embrace freedom. In self-surrender, let us surrender fear so that our love can be more expansive. In self-surrender, let us move beyond control to collaboration, that our actions will enhance others and ourselves. In self-surrender, may our recurring answer to life be, “Yes.”

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Beginning of words for 2-5-23

“There’s no such thing as ruining your life. Life’s a pretty resilient thing, it turns out.”   Sophie Kinsella

“…All I see is resilience. You are allowed to feel messed up…. It doesn’t mean you’re defective—it just means you’re human.”   David Mitchell

“A good half of the art of living is resilience.”   Alain de Botton

“It demands great spiritual resilience not to hate the hater whose foot is on your neck, and an even greater miracle of perception and charity not to teach your child to hate.”   James Baldwin

“To be rendered powerless does not destroy your humanity. Your resilience is your humanity. …To yield and not break, that is incredible strength.”   Hannah Gadsby

“I’ve come to hold the human spirit in the highest regard. Like the body, it struggles to repair itself. As cells fight off infection and conquer illness, the spirit, too, has remarkable resilience.”   Karen Marie Moning

“Resilience is not a commodity you are born with, waiting silently on tap. It is self-manufactured painstakingly over time by working through your problems and never giving up, even in the face of difficulty or failure.”   Lorii Myers

“I need a love that is troubled by injustice. …A love that has no tolerance for hate, no excuses for racist decisions, no contentment in the status quo. I need a love that is fierce in its resilience and sacrifice. I need a love that chooses justice.”   Austin Channing Brown

=END of Words for 2-5-23
“So, what is it in a human life that creates bravery, kindness, wisdom, and resilience? …What if it’s the struggle?... The bravest people I know are those who’ve walked through the fire and come out on the other side.”  Glennon Doyle Melton

“The energy expended in pushing down despair is diverted from more creative uses, depleting the resilience and imagination needed for fresh visions and strategies.”   Joanna Macy

“Chances are no matter how bad your troubles seem to be, someone somewhere, with less resilience, has successfully conquered a more severe version of your problems.”   Gary Hopkins

“Resiliency is not gender-, age-, or intellectually-specific....”   Asa Don Brown

“But hope has an astonishing resilience and strength. Its very persistence in our hearts indicates that it is not a tonic for wishful thinkers, but the ground on which realists stand.”   Kathleen Norris

“When we learn how to become resilient, we learn how to embrace the beautifully broad spectrum of the human experience.”   Jaeda DeWalt



“Resilient people do not bounce back from hard experiences; they find healthy ways to integrate them into their lives.”   Eric Greitens

“You cannot learn resilience by reading a book or listening to a lecture.”   Yuval Noah Harari

“Resilient trees can weather a violent storm because their roots are deep and firm.”   Thích Nhất Hạnh

“Failure is a part of life. Success teaches you nothing, but failure teaches you resilience. It teaches you to pick yourself up and try again.”   Sarah Morgan

“There are two kinds of strength. Power and the ability to wield it is obvious, but resilience, the ability to resist power, is the other.”   Raymond E. Feist

“Wildflowers are the loveliest of all because they grow in uncultivated soil, in those hard, rugged places where no one expects them to flourish. They are resilient in ways a garden bloom could never be.”   Micheline Ryckman

“Prize the natural spaces and shorelines most of all…. We need the natural curves of hills, the scent of chapparal, the whisper of pines, the possibility of wildness. We require these patches of nature for our mental health and our spiritual resilience.”   Richard Louv

“You can’t just wish strength for yourself. Or wisdom. Or resilience. Those things have to be earned.”   Katherine Center
=END of Words for 2-19-23
“Life wears us down around the edges. The stress of life and its necessities cracks things. We learn to protect ourselves. We learn not to let so much of the world in, because sometimes it’s all too much, and we don’t have the resilience we need to survive it.   Michelle Sagara

“One of life’s contradictions: how human beings were at once entirely resilient and impossibly fragile. One decision could stay with you forever, and yet you could live through almost anything.”   J. Courtney Sullivan

“Live close to nature, and your spirit will not be easily broken, for you learn something of patience and resilience.”   Ruskin Bond

“As I faced each tragedy in my life, I learned to reach into the depth of my soul for strength and determination. Through this healing process, I discovered perseverance and resilience. I could not go into the past and use White-Out to erase any events; instead, I had to find a way to use my pain to help me heal and grow. I had to stare darkness in the face and 
accept that I could not change the past, but I could build a better future.”   Erin Merryn

“When kids feel that they are deeply loved even when they’re struggling, it builds resilience.”   William Stixrud

“How fast is your alive? How smooth is your alive? How hard, how resilient? We’re alive because we can be hurt; we’re alive because we can heal. I think it’s beautiful.”   Akwaeke Emezi

“It’s not their bullying that ‘made me the person I am today,’ but my own resilience that enabled me to adapt.”   Florence Given 

Most of our strength, capacity and resilience gets nullified when we harbor …doubts over our own adequacies. The more the sense of insecurity, the closer we move towards defeat.”   Nihar Satpathy

“That’s Ma for you. Granny say she came in the world ready for whatever. When things fall apart, she quick to grab the pieces and make something new outta them.”   Angie Thomas
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