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

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

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

Announcements
Gathering Music

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

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

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

congregation on the theme.

Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

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

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Warmth in Winter by Ben Soule (60 words)

1.2: Let Us Be Awe-Struck by Rev. Kristin Grassel Schmidt, adapted (128 words)

1.3: On a Winter Morning by Rev. Barbara Cheatham (74 words)

1.4: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard Fewkes (120 words)

1.5: Listen by Rev. Jessica Purple Rodela (105 words)

1.6: Water! Earth! Air! Fire! by Rev. Peter S. Raible (85 words)

1.7: Giving Thanks and Exploring Suffering by Rev. Myke Johnson (81 words)

1.8: Let Your Body Tell the Truth by Rev. Gretchen Haley (193 words)

1.9: Thresholds by Rev. Arlen Goff (128 words)

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

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

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: As the Wild Wind Bites by Ben Soule (109 words)

2.2: Come We Now Out of the Darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)

2.3: In the Bleak and Cold Winter by Rev. Cynthia Landrum (26 words)

2.4: Winter Chalice Lighting by Ariel Hunt-Brondwin (125 words)

2.5: The Nights of Midwinter by Rev. Dawn Fortune, adapted (34 words)

2.6: First Step by Rev. Charles Flagg (62 words)

2.7: Come We Now Out of the Darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)

2.8: In Memory of All the Flames by Amarette Callaway (37 words)

2.9: In Times of Cold We Seek the Warming Fire by Rev. Brian Kiely (66 words)

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

2.11: Warmth, Joy, Togetherness by Ben Soule (34 words)

2.12: A Chalice Lighting for the Dark and the Light by Frances Koziar (103 words)

2.13: Chalice Flame by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (202 words)

2.14: Let There Be Light by Rev. Andrew Pakula (85 words)
2.15: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Rev. Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)
2.16: On the Brink of a New Year by Rev. Lois Van Leer (38 words)
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #46 Now the Day Is Over

3.2: SLT #50 When Darkness Nears
3.3: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.4: SLT #55 Dark of Winter
3.5: SLT #56 Bells in the High Tower
3.6: SLT #57 All Beautiful the March of Days
3.7: SLT #58 Ring Out, Wild Bells
3.8: SLT #73 Chant for the Seasons

3.9: SLT #328 I Sought the Wood in Summer

     Singing the Journey 

3.10: STJ #1055 How Sweet the Darkness
3.11: STJ #1063 Winter Solstice Chant
     Popular Music

3.12: Winter Song by Sara Bareilles and Ingrid Michaelson (4:08)

3.13: Cold Weather Blues by Muddy Waters (4:44)

3.14: California Dreamin’ by The Mamas & The Papas: (2:33)
3.15: A hazy shade of winter by Simon & Garfunkel (3:33)
3.16: Wintertime Love by The Doors (1:57)
3.17: January Hymn by The Decemberists (3:10)
3.18: While I Shovel The Snow by The Walkmen (4:06)
3.19: Let It Go by Idina Menzel (from Frozen) (3:45)
3.20: Colder Weather by Zac Brown Band (4:43)
3.21: Back To December by Taylor Swift (5:04)
3.22: A Winter’s Tale by Moody Blues (4:41)
3.23: Snowbird by Anne Murray (2:16)
3.24: Wintertime by Norah Jones (3:51)
3.25: Winter by Tori Amos (4:38)
3.26: Snow Angel by Tori Amos (3:42)
3.27: Wintertime by Steve Miller Band (3:09)
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: How Coyote Stole Fire, adapted (577 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: Winter Meditation by Rev. Lyn Cox (457 words)

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

5.3: Meditation for a New Year by Rev. Amanda Poppei (175 words)

5.4: Thanks Be for These by Rev. Richard Gilbert (244 words)

5.5: The Pulse of Life by Rev. Jennifer Johnson (307 words)

5.6: Our Roots of Resilience by Rev. Kimberlee Anne Tomczak Carlson (132 words)

5.7: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (371 words)
5.8: The Inescapable Divine by Rev. Dr. Howard Thurman (276 words)
5.9: The Last Leaf by Rev. David M. Horst (314 words)
5.10: The Dark Time by Barbara Wells ten Hove (150 words)

5.11: Spirit of Winter by Rev. Christine Robinson (140 words)

5.12: This Present Moment by Rev. Lori Gorgas Hlaban (excerpt) (100 words)

5.13: Guided Meditation on Darkness by Rev. Shari Woodbury (excerpt) (269 words)
5.14: Friendship of Dark and Light by Rev. Gary Kowalski (136 words)

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

5.16: Winter Meditation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (165 words)
5.17: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: Seeking That Which Unites Us by Rev. Sara Eileen LaWall (excerpt) (138 words)
6.2: The Human Spirit by Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (341 words)
6.3: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)
6.4: Autumn Leaf by Rev. John Robinson, Jr (101 words)

6.5: God of Life and Beauty by Rev. Lucinda Duncan (83 words)
6.6: A Prayer for These Times by Kenneth Langer (109 words)
6.7: Making Room for All That Is by Rev. Lyn Cox (253 words)
6.8: Cauldron Prayer by Rebecka Clement (211 words)
6.9: To Be the Angel by Rev. Paul Oakley (141 words)
6.10: Prayer of Storytelling by Mandie McGlynn (273 words)
6.11: A Refuge from the World by Rev. Richard Trudeau (316 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #489 When Love is Felt by Rev. Max Coots
7.2: SLT #543 Winter by Rev. Greta Crosby
7.3: SLT #663 One Small Face by Margaret Starkey

8.0: Readings
8.1: Waiting For Now by Mandie McGlynn (123 words)
8.2: A Recipe for Resilience by Rev. Margaret Weis (212 words)
8.3: Bearable Together by Rev. Elizabeth Stevens (358 words)
8.4: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
8.5: Winter: Life’s Crucible by Katherine May (279 words)
8.6: Do Not Be Afraid of the Darkness by Stephanie Noble (243 words)
8.7: Sudden Snow by Frederick Buechner (172 words)
8.8: Mending by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (226 words)
8.9: Winter by Rev. Greta Crosby (148 words)
8.10: Somewhere Else by Katherine May (110 words)
8.11: Acknowledgment of Limitations by Rev. Burton Carley (183 words)
8.12: Learning From Wintering by Katherine May (183 words)
8.13: Winter by Rev. Max Coots (excerpt) (114 words)
8.14: Winter, January 18th by May Sarton (142 words)
8.15: What Is This Winter All About? by Katherine May (215 words)
8.16: Winter by Rev. Jane Thickstun (183 words)
8.17: The Reflective Work of Winter by Eileen Schenk (225 words)
8.18: Spiritual Winter by Rev. Josh Pawelek (268 words)
8.19: Winter is Inevitable by Katherine May (277 words)
8.20: Plowing Snow by E.B. White (300 words)
8.21: Wintering: the turn toward resting and rooting by Rev. Kari Kopnick (268 words)
8.22: A Mind OF Winter by Adam Gopnik

8.23: A Mind FOR Winter by Adam Gopnik

8.24: Winter Solstice and Resilience by Rev. Lyn Cox

8.25: Snow and Stillness by Rev. Rev. Craig M. Nowak 

8.26: How do Trees Survive Winter Cold? by Michael Snyder
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: Cheered by our community by Rev. Burton D. Carley (29 words)
10.2: The Turning of the Seasons by Rev. Dr. Andrew Pakula (56 words)
10.3: May we go forth from this place by Rev. Charles Howe (38 words)
10.4: The work continues by Martha Kirby Capo (50 words)
11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
11.1: Winter by Rev. Jane Thickstun 

11.2: Spiritual Winter by Rev. Josh Pawelek
11.3: Praise for Renewal by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (877 words)
11.4: A Wintery Spirituality by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (852 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Warmth in Winter by Ben Soule (60 words)
Now has come hard winter,

With whip of wind and slash of snow

and the diamond-bright stars in the black ice of the heavens.

Just as we resist the season with shovel and scraper, wool and windbreaker,

we embrace it with sled and snowboard, cocoa and comforter.

Winter is here: let us find warmth in this time of being together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/warmth-winter 

1.2: Let Us Be Awe-Struck by Rev. Kristin Grassel Schmidt, adapted (128 words)
     …Let us all celebrate,

let us marvel,

let us be awe-struck...

For the same force that brought our planet into being,

the same force that evolved

tiny atoms and molecules and DNA into intelligent life,

the same power that transforms summer into autumn and autumn into winter—

that same power

is still at work in the universe

and in us,

always bringing about new seasons,

new creations, new possibilities.

     Breath of Life,

breathe in us, with us, and through us

this day

as we gather—

one in community,

one in commitment to truth, love, and justice.

Open our minds and hearts

to the new that’s always being created.

Come, my friends,

let us celebrate,

let us marvel,

let us be filled with awe.

Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/let-us-be-awe-struck 

1.3: On a Winter Morning by Rev. Barbara Cheatham (74 words)
     It is a good morning to be together!

     When winter’s darkness spreads across the land, and cold seeps through our thickest coats, we hurry here, drawn by the warmth of faces familiar and new, to the welcoming walls of this house.

     Here, for this hour, we open ourselves to new understanding, reassurance, and hope, for this is a place where truth, love, and challenge meet.

     Welcome. It is a good morning to be together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5454.shtml 

1.4: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard Fewkes (120 words)
     Creator of all times and seasons, and of all the seasons of our lives, we gather in this place, thankful for the days that have been, even those that have tried our souls; and hopeful for the days that shall be, even those that shall demand of us the best that we have of faith and hope and courage; till we have become one with ourselves and thee in all the seasons to come -- from the glad renewal of spring, to the summer autumn days of green and gold and yellow, and the shining colors of fruition and harvest; to the white wisdom days of winter where all things wait in patience for the change that shall bring transformation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5205.shtml 

1.5: Listen by Rev. Jessica Purple Rodela (105 words)
Listen. Listen to silence. Listen to the wind. Listen to the stars.

Hear trees.

Dance.

Dance to the beat of your neighbor’s heart.

Dance to the rhythm of your childhood dreams.

Sing.

Sing and hum a wordless song to the tune of your rushing blood.

And Pray.

Pray with a fever that makes you sweat through …snow;

Pray with a fervor that gives you chills in July.

Shout your prayer like a howl—

Howl ‘til the sound of your soul touches clouds

And haunts the moon—

Come, let us howl our hallelujahs,

Come, let us pray and sing and celebrate.

Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/listen 

1.6: Water! Earth! Air! Fire! by Rev. Peter S. Raible (85 words)
Water! Earth! Air! Fire!

Water: nurturer of life, sustainer of growth, basic to every living thing;

Earth: where every seedling takes root; the ground of our being, our home and point of outlook;

Air: in every breath we acknowledge the atmosphere wherein we live; the elixir of our existence;

Fire: thwarter of cold, light against the darkness, symbol of the burning human spirit.

Water! Earth! Air! Fire!

These signify the larger unity of all life and the glory of creation wherein our spirits are embraced.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5429.shtml 
1.7: Giving Thanks and Exploring Suffering by Rev. Myke Johnson (81 words)
     It is always good to give thanks! All that we have is a gift from life: our food, our relationships, our shelter from the cold. And when we give thanks, it is always good to be mindful of all people, and notice those who are suffering and do what we can to ease suffering and change its causes. Today we give thanks, and we explore suffering. We must always do both together, so that our hearts are strong for the journey.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/giving-thanks-and-exploring-suffering 
1.8: Let Your Body Tell the Truth by Rev. Gretchen Haley (193 words)
Come now…

To declare with joy our resilience

To proclaim on purpose: …

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 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 

1.9: 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 
1.10: Let this Be a Place of Silence by Rev. Barbara Stevens (53 words)
Let this be a place of warm and gentle silence:

the silence that soothes and comforts the wounded,

the silence that yields insights into heart and soul,

the silence that calms,

the silence that listens,

the silence that speaks,

the silence that renews.

Let this be a place of warm and gentle silence.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/let-be-place-silence 

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

This opening was written for two voices, as indicated below.

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

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

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

2: May you embrace wonder and encounter new delights.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/spacious-welcome 

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: As the Wild Wind Bites by Ben Soule (109 words)
Let us hold a quiet moment together as our chalice is lit.

As the wild wind bites, so does the still flame warm us.

As the deep snows block our doors, so does the gentle flame bring us out.

As the crackling cold air stops our breath, so does the radiant flame draw from us

the words we need to give and to receive:

words of greeting, words of comfort, words of solace,

words to challenge our minds and words to bring us to action.

Let us gaze upon this our common flame,

so that we remember who we are and what we can do

when we are together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/wild-wind-bites 

2.2: Come We Now Out of the Darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)
     Come we now out of the darkness of our unknowing

 and the dusk of our dreaming;

Come we now from far places.

Come we now into the twilight of our awakening

 and the reflection of our gathering.

Come we now all together.

      We bring, unilluminated, our dark caves of doubting;

We seek, unbedazzled, the clear light of understanding.

May the sparks of our joining kindle our resolve,

 brighten our spirits, reflect our love,

and unshadow our days.

Come we now; enter the dawning.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/come-we-now 
2.3: In the Bleak and Cold Winter by Rev. Cynthia Landrum (26 words)
In the bleak and cold winter,

We gather ourselves in

To light the fire to warm our spirits,

To kindle the flame of love and hope.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/bleak-and-cold-winter 

2.4: Winter Chalice Lighting by Ariel Hunt-Brondwin (125 words)
Reader 1: Flaming chalice, symbol of our living tradition, we kindle you for light

Reader 2: Light in this darkest season of the year

Light to reveal the sources of greed and hate among us

Light to guide our way forward together

Reader 1: Chalice Flame, we kindle you for love

Reader 2: Love to keep our hands and hearts warm in the wintry cold

Love to comfort us as our hearts break for the pain of the world

Love to bring us into community so we may grow stronger together

Reader 1: Chalice Flame, we kindle you for hope

Reader 2: Hope that the sun will shine again

Hope that one day soon peace will prevail

Hope that we may build the beloved community together

Both: For light, love, and hope we kindle our flame this night
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/winter-solstice-chalice-lighting 
2.5: The Nights of Midwinter by Rev. Dawn Fortune, adapted (34 words)
We light this chalice as a symbol of our free faith. …

We light this chalice to mark the nights of midwinter.

We light this chalice as we wait for the sun to return.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/dark-nights-midwinter 

2.6: First Step by Rev. Charles Flagg (62 words)
Leader: Every endeavor begins with a first step, and encounters darkness and difficulty along the way.

Response: We know the darkness of ignorance, of fear, and of tyranny.

Leader: Yet we know the dawning of the light, the beginnings of hope, and the renewal of life.

Response: Blessed be the eternal power which inspires us [to kindle these lights/this light]. Blessed be the source of light and of life. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/every-endeavor 
2.7: Come We Now Out of the Darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)
     Come we now out of the darkness of our unknowing

 and the dusk of our dreaming;

Come we now from far places.

Come we now into the twilight of our awakening

 and the reflection of our gathering.

Come we now all together.

      We bring, unilluminated, our dark caves of doubting;

We seek, unbedazzled, the clear light of understanding.

May the sparks of our joining kindle our resolve,

 brighten our spirits, reflect our love,

and unshadow our days.

Come we now; enter the dawning.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/come-we-now 

2.8: In Memory of All the Flames by Amarette Callaway (37 words)
     In memory of all the flames that didn’t die—

in the midst of darkness,

in spite of the darkness,

we light this flame today.

     “The light shines in the darkness,

and the darkness did not overcome it.” (John 1:5 NRSV)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/memory-all-flames 
2.9: In Times of Cold We Seek the Warming Fire by Rev. Brian Kiely (66 words)
In times of darkness, we stumble towards the tiny flame.

In times of cold, we seek the warming fire.

In times of repression, we reach for the lamp of truth.

In times of loss, we pray for the comforting light.

In times of joy, we light a candle of celebration.

Spirit of Life, as we kindle this light, help us find what we need this day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/times-cold-we-seek-warming-fire 

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

in moments of pain,

in times of grief,

in the darkness of hatred,

violence,

oppression,

where there is discouragement and despair.

     Wherever darkness is to be put to flight,

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

2.11: Warmth, Joy, Togetherness by Ben Soule (34 words)
Out of the darkness, light.

Out of the light, warmth.

Out of the warmth, joy.

Out of the joy, togetherness.

May this flame hold us

for the time we are here with one another.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/warmth-joy-togetherness 
2.12: A Chalice Lighting for the Dark and the Light by Frances Koziar (103 words)
     May we light this chalice this morning to remind us of the power and beauty of balance and contrast. It is darkness that can make the flame of a single candle so powerful, and light that deepens those shadows in turn. A chalice flame is the meeting point, the union of the refuge, safety, and incredible beauty of darkness, and the warmth, the assurance, and the joy of light.

     May this act of lighting our chalice this morning remind us that we are stronger together, in all the complexities and the disagreements of relationship, because we are different, and because we are one.

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

2.13: Chalice Flame by Rev. Samuel Trumbore (202 words)
     In this time of long nights and short days,

let us seek the light within …

by contemplating, through our mind’s eye,

the image of a candle flame.

     Notice how the soft, quiet, and gentle flame

tamely rises from the wick.

Yet, just by touching a dry twig,

it has the power to become a raging bonfire

to light up the night.

     Let that little candle flame be your friend this morning.

     Allow it to quiet your mind,

as you attentively watch its flickering glow.

     Allow it to calm your mind in a way that brings a stillness

that can light up the interior of your being

that can help you find the wellspring of your feelings.

     Allow it to show us our inner sense of knowing that

can help us notice the ways we’ve strayed or harmed others;

to warm us, reflecting on the ways we’ve been touched and

the ways we’ve opened our hearts;

and inspire us through making new connections and discovering new insights.

     May this simple flame

touch the dry twigs that guard our hearts

allowing the power of light to penetrate our self-protection

and show us the amazing potential for heat and light

that resides within us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/chalice-flame-contemplation 

2.14: Let There Be Light by Rev. Andrew Pakula (85 words)
Let there be light

The light of joy, the light of happiness, and the light of contentment

May it illuminate our paths and fill our lives with peace

And let there be dark

For it is from our dark places that we are brought forward

Tried and tested 

And impelled toward growth

It is in these places that we realize compassion and learn to love

And there was day and there was night.

And there was joy and there was sorrow.

And it was good.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/let-there-be-light-0
2.15: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Rev. Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)
Joy and grief

Health and sickness

Light and Darkness

Peace and anger

Life and death

Wholeness and brokenness

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

For this one hour of this one day

And pour them out

Commingling the oil of our lives

To become the flame of this chalice

The symbol of our shared living faith.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-our-shared-faith 
2.16: On the Brink of a New Year by Rev. Lois Van Leer (38 words)
We light this chalice on the brink of a new year

Letting go of what has been

Open and hopeful for what may come

Renewed, restored, ready

To live Life fully anew

May we move forward with intention.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/brink-new-year 

3.0: Hymns and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #46 Now the Day Is Over
3.2: SLT #50 When Darkness Nears
3.3: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.4: SLT #55 Dark of Winter
3.5: SLT #56 Bells in the High Tower
3.6: SLT #57 All Beautiful the March of Days
3.7: SLT #58 Ring Out, Wild Bells
3.8: SLT #73 Chant for the Seasons
3.9: SLT #328 I Sought the Wood in Summer
     Singing the Journey 

3.10: STJ #1055 How Sweet the Darkness
3.11: STJ #1063 Winter Solstice Chant
     Popular Music

3.12: Winter Song by Sara Bareilles and Ingrid Michaelson (4:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UkOKCWDJ4iA 

3.13: Cold Weather Blues by Muddy Waters (4:44)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ojfMCYpDda8 

3.14: California Dreamin’ by The Mamas & The Papas: (2:33)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dN3GbF9Bx6E 
3.15: A hazy shade of winter by Simon & Garfunkel (3:33)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AtffoMBFaFQ 
3.16: Wintertime Love by The Doors (1:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GoS9FOu1hmg&t=15s 
3.17: January Hymn by The Decemberists (3:10)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XqDlTKqxu2w 
3.18: While I Shovel The Snow by The Walkmen (4:06)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9NAmZ1k9qQA 
3.19: Let It Go by Idina Menzel (from Frozen) (3:45)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YVVTZgwYwVo 
3.20: Colder Weather by Zac Brown Band (4:43)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oouFE51HcqM&t=36s 
3.21: Back To December by Taylor Swift (5:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QUwxKWT6m7U 
3.22: A Winter’s Tale by Moody Blues (4:41)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-QrezB1PzCQ&t=34s 
3.23: Snowbird by Anne Murray (2:16)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4tYd2CbltzM 
3.24: Wintertime by Norah Jones (3:51)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OAUQYa6P-8I 
3.25: Winter by Tori Amos (4:38)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_PDlGUdDF8Y 
3.26: Snow Angel by Tori Amos (3:42)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zS_uaSaVxKk 
3.27: Wintertime by Steve Miller Band (3:09)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=g6A6opUgoEc 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: How Coyote Stole Fire, adapted (577 words)
     A long time ago, humans came into being and they loved the world. They loved the springtime with the beautiful emerging green plant life. They loved the summer, a time of berries and growth. As autumn came, the nights became colder and the humans shivered. The children and elders would die from the cold. Winter was a hard time.

     One day Coyote wandered by the human village. He could hear the wailing of the humans as they mourned their loved ones who had died in the cold of winter. Spring was finally coming and Coyote heard an old one say, “Feel the warmth of the sun. If only we could have such warmth in the winter to heat our teepees.” Coyote was not of the People and had no need for fire, but he felt sorry for the men and women who were sad about the others who had died.

     Coyote knew that on the top of a far mountain, three Fire Beings lived. These Fire Beings hoarded the fire and would not share with others. Coyote crept to the mountain to see how the Fire Beings were guarding the fire. Coyote watched the Fire Beings for many days. He watched as the fire was fed with dry things from the land like pine cones and twigs. He watched how the Fire Beings took turns guarding the fire one at a time at night while the others slept.

     Coyote went back down the mountain to speak to his friends among the People. He told them of the shivering hairless humans and their need for fire. He told them of the selfish Fire Beings and their inability to share. He asked his friends among the People to help him. Squirrel, Chipmunk, Frog and Wood all offered to help Coyote bring fire to the humans.

     Coyote crept back up the mountain. As the Fire Beings were changing the guard for the fire, Coyote leapt up to the fire and took a burning coal. Immediately, he turned and ran down the mountain. The Fire Beings flew after him, clawing to try and get the fire back. One Being touched the tip of Coyote’s tail which has since always been white.

     Coyote threw the fire and Squirrel caught it. The coal touched his back and his tail has been arched since then. Then Squirrel threw the ember to Chipmunk, who froze in fear. Finally, he turned and ran. A Fire Being clawed his back, giving him white stripes forever. Chipmunk threw the burning coal to Frog who turned and ran. One of the Fire Beings grabbed Frog’s tail, but Frog jumped and tore free and thus he has no tail. The Fire Beings came at Frog again and Frog flung the coal at Wood.

     Wood kept the coal safe, but the Fire Beings could not figure out how to get the coal from Wood. They yelled at Wood, they sang to Wood, they even promised presents to Wood, but Wood did not give up the coal. Finally, the Fire Beings returned to the mountain and left the People alone, assuming that if they could not release the coal, neither could the People.

     Coyote took Wood to the human village and showed them how to get fire from Wood. He took two sticks and rubbed them together. Then he spun a sharpened stick in a hole in another piece of wood. Fire came to the humans, and they were never cold again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/home/session6/59344.shtml 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: Winter Meditation by Rev. Lyn Cox (457 words)
     We pause as the path of the sun reverses, seemingly holding its place for a moment of turning. Let us delve into the gifts of darkness at the winter solstice. We follow curiosity and contemplation down into the cold earth, taking a journey to the world below the surface. Here we find acorns, cached by squirrels and chipmunks, perhaps to be food laid in store, or perhaps to become trees in the fullness of time. We find the burrows of hibernating animals, those who sleep and repair. We find seeds, including some that will not sprout unless they first wait through frost and ice. Life finds rest and renewal in the darkness.

     May those who are weary find comfort. May those who are struggling find meaning and companionship. May those who are injured or ill find recovery. May those who hunger find abundance. Let this be a time of healing. And may the dreams of the dark lead us to share these gifts with one another.

     Our imagination rises back to the surface, to life where the cold ground meets the crisp air. Here we observe life finding its way. We observe animals eating seeds left on the ground, though the harvest is long past. We notice the migration of birds, natural movement that allows populations to find places where they can thrive. We observe the trees that appear to sleep, and yet hold sap that will rise again before the spring arrives. We observe that not everything lives through the winter, and yet all that has lived returns to the earth and is transformed.

     Let this be a time of resilience. May the changing seasons bring new meaning and new insights. May creativity and persistence lead us to find resources for all to share. May those who migrate find safety, and may there be good news in the wind. May transformation lead us onward.

     We now lift our imagination to the sky, to the returning sun and to the brilliant winter night. Shifting hours of light and darkness remind us that change is part of the rhythm of the universe, and so trouble does not last. Acknowledging the gifts of darkness, we also look forward to the growing light, a change that brings glimmers of hope. We marvel at the beauty of this time: stars unobstructed by leaves, jewels of the night shining over the land, moon and meteors inspiring us to awe and wonder.

     Let this be a time of celebration. What joy can be found, let us hold it close, blow on its embers, and share its spark. We do not take for granted having come this far, and we give thanks for our companions on the journey.

     We continue our meditation in silence.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/winter-solstice-meditationl 

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

I will lift up my voice and sing;

Whatever may befall me,

I will still follow the light which kindles song.

I will listen to the music

Arising out of grief and joy alike,

I will not deny my voice to the song.

For in the depth of winter, song,

Like a bud peeping through the dry crust of earth,

Brings back memory,

And creates anew the hope and anticipation of spring;

Out of a world that seems barren of hope,

Sing decries beauty in the shapes of leafless trees,

Lifts our eyes to distant mountain peaks which,

Even if we see them not,

Remind us that they are there, waiting,

And still calling to us to come up higher.

Out of the destruction of dear hopes,

Out of the agony of heartbreak,

Song rises once more to whisper to us

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

And that we shall yet take the pieces of our hearts

And put them together in a pattern

Of deeper, truer lights and shades.

I will lift up my voice in song,

For in singing I myself am renewed,

And the darkness of night is touched

By the promise of a new dawn,

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

5.3: Meditation for a New Year by Rev. Amanda Poppei (175 words)
     My friends, we have arrived: we are here, in this new year.

     We have crossed the boundary of time, into the next year, with all its resolutions and plans and schedules ahead of us.

     Let us pause, for just this moment, before we move boldly onward.

     Let us pause to hear the breathing of those around us,

to feel their presence in this room; to know their presence in our lives.

     Let us pause to consider the trees, their branches stripped bare,

their elegant architecture on display.

     Let us pause to feel the spirit of life and love that ties us to each other, that winds its way through our very bones and settles in our hearts.

     Before we move forward, armed with resolutions that will shortly be forgotten in the day-to-day of living, let us notice what it is that remains every year, every day. What exists beyond schedules and months, beyond time. It welcomes us to life, not just at the start of the year, but every day. And let us answer... Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/new-year 

5.4: Thanks Be for These by Rev. Richard Gilbert (244 words)
     For the sound of bow on string,

Of breath over reed,

Of touch on keyboard;

     For slants of sunlight through windows,

For shimmering shadows on snow,

For the whisper of wind on my face;

     For the smooth skin of an apple,

For the caress of a collar on my neck;

     For the prickling of my skin when I am deeply moved,

For the pounding of my heart when I run,

For the peace of soul at day’s end;

     For familiar voices in family rites,

For the faces of friends in laughter and tears,

For the tender human arms that hold me;

     For the flashes of memories that linger,

For the mysterious moments that beckon,

For the particularity of this instant;

     For the silence of moon-lit nights,

For the sound of rain on my roof,

Of wind in dry leaves,

Of waves caressing the shore;

     For the softness of summer breezes,

For the crispness of autumn air,

For dark shadows on white snow,

For the resurrection of spring,

For the faithful turning of the seasons;

     For angular, leafless trees,

For gentle hills rolling in the distance,

For meandering streams seeking an unseen sea;

     For cornstalks at stiff attention,

And brittle plants bristling past their prime,

For unharvested gardens returning plants to enrich the soil;

     For the sight of familiar faces,

The sound of our spoken names,

The welcoming embrace of outstretched arms;

For the ritual of friendship,

Reminding us we matter:

Thanks be for these.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanks-be-these 

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

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

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

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

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

     To rise in the morning and rest into darkness.

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

To meet those in our midst with compassion.

To join with the vulnerable and speak truth to power.

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

To heal the sick and wounded.

To grieve the dying and remember the dead.

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

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

5.6: 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 

5.7: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (371 words)
     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars
the Impulse that gives birth
to the Universe, to the Earth,
to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul
I wrap myself in the blanket
of my sadness and grief,
pain and suffering,
doubts and concerns,
fears and questions,
and look out from my wondering eyes
toward the Light that
dares to penetrate
the layers
of
blindness
that surround me.

     So obscured is my vision
because of the trials and tribulations
of this life,
that it is Your fractal rays of
possibility and hope
that I seek
to inspire me
to emerge from this cocoon
that holds me.

     Each luminescent ray
of Love and Hope and Possibility
is that catalyst which I need
to transform my thoughts and emotions
into fuel for that inner fire
which will dispel the darkness of my night,
which will help me to see
more clearly
the embers of love and hope and possibility
that dwell within me.

     I long to be filled
with renewed energy and strength
to thrust new life
into these wings of my rebirth;
the fragile fragments of my life
the ingredients in the Alchemist’s hand,
creating a new energetic substance
to course through my veins.

     This womb of my becoming
has been one of struggle and transformation.
I was never meant to remain
in this confinement of darkness.
I was created to dwell
in the Infinite Light.

     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars
the Impulse that gives birth
to the Universe, to the Earth,
to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul
I shall look thru the window of my expectant eyes
toward the Source of my Being,
waiting as I do
for Your Alchemist’s hand
to create within me
the change that is necessary
for the season of my rebirth.

     I was never meant to remain
in this confinement of darkness.
I was created to dwell
in the Infinite Light.

     Spring will come again,
this I know.
And I,
I will be ready for my emergence and unfolding,
that I might soar
ever higher
into my own Becoming,
into the Light of my own Transcendence.

     Reawakened.
Renewed.
Reborn.
Amen and Blessed Be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/psalm-wintered-soul 

5.8: 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
5.9: The Last Leaf by Rev. David M. Horst (314 words)
     Once, many grey autumns ago, I came upon a tree. The tree, a poplar, had dropped all of its leaves but for one, just one. Exactly one leaf remained near the topmost part of the tree, fluttering in the breeze like a little reddish-brown flag. All of the other leaves lay about the ground or had blown away.

     I stopped and looked and marveled at the sight. I wondered what the odds might be that I was the one person who happened to arrive at that one tree at that one moment when but one leaf remained. What were the odds?
     I felt an instant kinship with the one leaf. I admired its stubbornness. I spoke quietly to it, “Hang on. Never give up. Don’t let go!”
     I gazed at the last leaf for a time, though I did not stay to witness its falling. I did not want to witness its falling. The leaf was not ready to let go and drop silently to the ground, and neither was I—though I knew we both would, in time, let go.

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

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

     The circle of the year comes round. Our hemisphere tilts away from the sun. Green turns to gold. Life returns to the soil. Animals retreat. The nights grow long. The natural world lies fallow. The season of letting go comes as it always comes. Winter begins.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/last-leaf
5.10: The Dark Time by Barbara Wells ten Hove (150 words)
     The dark time has come. The earth, in her great dance around the sun, has come inevitably to the solstice, the time of extremes, of distance, of darkness and light. In our hemisphere, we experience this time as one of cold darkness, of shortening days and lengthening nights. The earth is tipping, from our perspective, further and further away from the sun. We wait, but the moment when the darkness is greatest is not entirely predictable. The spinning dance of the earth continues, but for one brief instant, when the axis of the Earth’s rotation crosses the line through the center of our orbit around the sun, the tipping stops, and for a moment, we seem to stand suspended in space, pulsing with potential movement and ongoing life. Then, like a child’s top that almost fell over, we are saved by the spin and lifted up again towards the light.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/174628.shtml 

5.11: Spirit of Winter by Rev. Christine Robinson (140 words)
     We join our hearts and minds together in a time of meditation or prayer; spoken, silent, sung, and shared. It is a precious time, and all precious times want preparation, so I invite you to settle yourself in a straight posture, both feet grounded on the floor, to take a deep breath, hold it until you notice your need to breathe out, and relax. I invite you to close your eyes, for vision is the single most energy intensive activity of our brains.

     …Spirit of winter rest, help us to enjoy your peace in this quiet place.

Remind us to pause during this season.

Grant us awareness, keep our gratitude fresh each day.

May the songs in our heart be blessings and insights to us and to others

and may compassion always shine forth from the depths of our hearts.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5530.shtml 

5.12: This Present Moment by Rev. Lori Gorgas Hlaban (excerpt) (100 words)
     This present moment is all we’re guaranteed…

each moment arises—and is gone before we know it.

     This is the time to pause, and consider.

As we enter the season of contemplation,

of …darkness,

of lying fallow,

of dormancy.

This is the season of letting go,

of lightening burdens,

of preparing for a long period

of being still, going deep.

     Pause and consider.

Binaries: dark and light, hot and cold,

chaos and order—neither extreme is inherently good

or bad, it’s all a matter of balance,

of honoring the spectrum for which

binaries mark the endpoints. …

     Blessed Be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/fall-equinox-meditation 
5.13: Guided Meditation on Darkness by Rev. Shari Woodbury (excerpt) (269 words)
     I invite you to enter a period of quiet for a guided meditation. You may wish to adjust your position so that your spine is straight, your body relaxed, your hands resting gently in your lap. You will probably want to close your eyes and shut out all the distractions of the light. Let us take a few deep, slow breaths and begin….
     With vision muted, notice what your other senses are telling you… 

     …Now imagine your body and mind are filled with darkness and silence, like the deep, dark night in a wilderness…. Take comfort in the stillness, the restfulness of this space within you… Don’t try to make anything happen, just rest into this inner darkness, knowing that you are safe in this moment… you can simply Be… breathe in and out….
     In the quiet corners within, let us sense the healing powers of the body… the amazing ability of our soft animal body to restore damaged cells, to create new healthy cells, to bring balance to systems that have gotten out of whack… let us acknowledge, too, the creative powers of our minds and hearts… from the mysterious inner regions comes all poetry, all music… from the inner dark emerges all sculpture, and dance… all the art and cultures that are the heritages of humanity… even consciousness itself, the great unsolved mystery of science, resides in the deep unknown of ourselves….
     Continue to be with your breath and a still, quiet mood as you rest a while longer in the darkness, with humility and awe and gratitude for all the powers of the darkness within yourself....
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/guided-meditation-darkness
5.14: Friendship of Dark and Light by Rev. Gary Kowalski (136 words)
Night has its own kind of beauty, different than the beauty of day.

Night is a time of sleep and dreams and inward visions,

A time of pause within activity.

Darkness is an invitation to imagining and storytelling,

And to using ears instead of eyes to listen to the world in its stillness.

Darkness is the den of life in germination,

And darkness is the portal of death that opens to eternity:

The mystery of all time past and endless time to come.

At the center of our being

there is light and there is darkness,

the known and the unknown,

the named and the nameless,

the finite and the infinite.

Light and dark are different,

but not opposed to each other.

Like a mother and father, they are friends with

one another,

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

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

     The cycle continues, our work intensifying the glow, and our joining with others to travel to the blaze and light our candles again. We continue knowing that one day we, or our grandchildren, or perhaps their grandchildren will no longer travel that widened and trodden path to light a candle, because dawn has arrived, justice is commonplace and poverty is vanquished, and the Beloved Community stands illuminated in the fullness of daylight.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/light-darkness-and-begin-again 
5.16: Winter Meditation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (165 words)
Something has changed in me this winter.

In the past I’ve focused on how long winter is,

How miserable I find it, and how it seems so interminable.

This winter, I find myself thinking instead

That every day, every hour, every minute

Brings us just that much closer to spring.

We all experience wintry times,

When things seem harsh and frozen,

Or muffled by layered shrouds of snow.

It is helpful to remember that each day that dawns bleakly,

Each night that wraps its cold cloak around our hearts,

Brings us closer to that time of warm and vibrant sun.

It is perhaps helpful to consider that turning toward spring is an active thing,

The earth which seems so stable in fact flies quickly through space,

On its path that tilts us ever towards the Source.

So, too, each memory we lay to rest,

Each truth in ourselves that we encounter and accept,

Each wrong act that we forgive, ushers us on towards our renewal.

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

5.17: Giver of being and freedom by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
     Giver of being and freedom, thou who touches our lives in unforeseen ways, who unsettles our ease and upsets our self-satisfactions:

     We wait in these moments of stillness to let the hidden processes of healing and growth do their silent work within us, and to let the quiet work of reconciliation be renewed among us.

     Because we know that the ultimate issues of life—healing and growth, reconciliation and renewal—cannot be forced, neither by excess of activity nor by tumult of words, we seek out this stillness. We seek the quiet—the resting place—of our restless hearts.

     Because we live with mystery, we trust that which is deeper than we know—which touches our hearts—which steadies us and rekindles our spirits—which, finally, in faith, may be named the love that has laid hold upon us, and will not let us go.

     Amen. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/giver-of-being 

6.0: Prayers

6.1: 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 

6.2: 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 
6.3: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)
Spirit of Life,

Who draws us together in a web of holy relationships,

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

Remind us that we are not alone in history,

Ignite us with the courage of the living tradition.

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

Anchor us with patience and perseverance.

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

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

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

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

Divine music of the universe,

Let our hearts beat in diverse and harmonious rhythms,

Cooperating with an everlasting dance of love.

May we move with the rhythms of peace.

May we move with the rhythms of compassion.

May we move with the rhythms of justice.

Source of stars and planets and water and land

Open our hearts to all of our neighbors

Open our souls to a renewal of faith

Open our hands to join together in the work ahead.

So be it, blessed be, amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/web-of-holy-relationships
6.4: Autumn Leaf by Rev. John Robinson, Jr (101 words)

     Incandescent, the bright autumn leaf clings to the branch, holding on to glory, then floats to the ground in its fine array—down to winter’s snows and spring’s muck and mold. Does it rant and rave into that good night? Or does it, Lord, make this last burst of glory in song of praise for its fate, knowing its part in life is to follow thy will on through mud’s spring from leaf to humus, to be drawn up in some other summer’s flowers? So may we, O God, choose your fate, knowing tomorrow, defeated or lost, holds yet greater summer.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5588.shtml 

6.5: God of Life and Beauty by Rev. Lucinda Duncan (83 words)
     God of life and beauty:

We pray for the quietness of snowflakes, knowing that love is quiet.

We pray for the kindness of small acts, knowing gentleness is fragile.

We are grateful to know that thoughtfulness makes no sound, that compassion leaves wonderfully beautiful traces when we open ourselves to wonder.

May ours be a religion which, like the snowflake, goes everywhere in quietness, in love, and with gentle regard for that which is true and beautiful, in us and about us. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/god-life-beauty 

6.6: A Prayer for These Times by Kenneth Langer (109 words)
Let me find peace within

So that I may be calm throughout.

Let me find silence within

So that I may find compassion throughout.

Let me be reminded that some things

Are worth waiting for.

Let me be reminded that the journey

Is more important than reaching the destination.

Let me see that the non-doing

Is as much a part of life

As the doing.

Let me be reminded that

It is in these moments of holding on

That I can find quietude and renewal.

It is within these times of inaction

That I can find rest.

It is in these times of emptiness

That I can become full.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-these-times 
6.7: Making Room for All That Is by Rev. Lyn Cox (253 words)
     Spirit of Life, ancestor of the stars and the sun, you who embrace the vastness of space and us along with it, be with us today. Hold us in our worry, our exhaustion, our grief. Keep us close as we sit with our truth, whatever that may be. Lead us to rest in the quiet, to find solace and renewal in this time of shifting light and dark.

     You whose arms open with the spinning galaxies, help us to make room, as you do, for all that is. Open our hearts to our loved ones, our neighbors, the beings with whom we share this planet. Lead us to reach out to others in compassion. Turn us toward one another in mercy, right relationship, and reconciliation.

     You who have seen the rising and setting of suns, of seasons, of civilizations, remind us of all that we have learned from the history of the world and from our own histories. Give us the courage to face our mistakes, and to repair them whenever possible. Help us understand our interdependence, our gravitational relatedness with all of the other spinning lives around us, and lead us to treat those relationships with care.

     In this space, filled with the people among us who shine like stars, this space filled with the sparkle of love and care, we give thanks for this moment to be together. May our senses be open to the beauty of this day, this season, this world. We continue our contemplation in silence.

     (Pause)

     Blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/making-room-all 
6.8: Cauldron Prayer by Rebecka Clement (211 words)
     And so, I bury my cauldron today

I fill it full of salt and place it in the warm earth.

     Cradle it Persephone!

Hold and rock and heal this womb.

Take my woes and transform them.

     I was supposed to be this perfect gateway,

and hold the balance of life and death.

     Well, I held life, for a brief moment.

Then I held death.

And now I am empty.

     Lady of Love, of all the world’s children.

Take this child for safekeeping.

     Soothe its cries

and care for it as your own

Until this lovely little spirit makes its way back to me.

In some way.

In some form.

As is the circle of all things.

     I ask for your healing.

I ask for your strength.

     Help me recognize that I still can nourish.

I still can create.

     Let soil and rocks and time do the healing.

Let snow and grass and mud be concealing.

     But

Do Not

Let

Me

Forget

     Gift me a shovel

So that I may dig.

     Tell me,

“Don’t you DARE bury that cauldron forever.

You have so much more to give.”
     I make a promise to unearth it.

     But for now

It must remain

Deep

Deep inside the earth

But not broken.

So Mote it Be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/cauldron-prayer 
6.9: To Be the Angel by Rev. Paul Oakley (141 words)
     North, South, East, and West,

Angel, visible, ahead of me,

Angels hidden by forests around me,

And everywhere God.

     Angels created by our ingenuity, desire, and prayers,

Angels imagined in concrete absence,

And a deep, stirring call to me,

to us, to be the Angel, 

to be the Angels the world needs,

to be the Angel the person near us needs

to give the message of hope,

to stay the hand of carelessness or evil.

     God, when the hill we are climbing in the snow

at the end of a long day

shows us no angel towering over forest and freeway,

embolden us, grant strength of resolve,

teach us to be messengers of peace,

bearers of good tidings,

protectors of those unable to protect themselves,

people who create a path of security and sufficiency.

     God, teach us to be the Angel.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/be-angel 

6.10: Prayer of Storytelling by Mandie McGlynn (273 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love, Holy One of our Being and our Becoming, That which is Sacred Within, Among, and Beyond Us…

     We know so many stories about You: God, Lord, King, Father. Earth Mother, Great Spirit, Universe. Holy Parent, Divine Love, Deepest Longings, Covenanted Partner.

     We know stories about our country and its founding, too… of the values we claim as a People. We have stories about those narratives; about how our values have and have not manifested in our reality.

     Blessed One, we also know so many stories about ourselves, some of them the same stories we tell about others: Beautiful, Ugly, Simple, Difficult, Joyous, Useful, Worthless. Stories about who we are, what we know, and the potentials and impossibilities of our future. Stories about our purpose and the meaning of our lives. We have countless stories buried too deep in our souls for us to even recognize them.

     God of Discovery, help us find the strength to excavate those buried stories. Let us lean on one another as we brush them off, hold them up to the light, and find their meaning and use. May our roots nourish us, so that we might grow abundantly and flower into blessings for one another and the world.

     Above all Holy Parent, sing us a gentle lullaby.... In the trees and the wind, in the kind words of our neighbors, in the warmth of the sun and the sparkle of the snow, whisper to us the truest story You know, and sing it to us in notes we can never unhear. Remind us every day, every moment, that we are beloved, beloved, beloved.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-storytelling 

6.11: A Refuge from the World by Rev. Richard Trudeau (316 words)
     O God of life, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different.

     May this be a place (for example) where no experience is necessary—where people are encouraged to risk new things: where a university administrator can try her hand at plumbing, if she wants, or a plumber can help manage the finances, or a banker can teach five year-olds.

May this be a place where people always feel that their efforts have been worthwhile, and their energy well-spent. And may this be a place where, as in a children’s baseball league, everyone gets to play.

     O God, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different.

     May no one feel invisible here, or feel worried about what others might be thinking of them. May no one be bored here: if a person isn’t interested in what the minister is talking about today, may he or she be excited by the music, or by a conversation at coffee hour.

     May this be a place where people are touched—if not by something said, then perhaps by something sung, or by the light coming through the windows, or by the sense that the people who come here support one another.

     May this be a place where everyone feels safe: safe to follow their thoughts wherever they lead, safe to believe whatever they must, and safe to share whatever is on their minds and whatever is in their hearts.

     O God, help us make this church a refuge from the world, a place where the rules are different—a place where our wells can fill up again, where we can be refreshed and renewed, so that, when we return to the world with our batteries recharged, we can help transform the world into a place where the rules are different. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words?keyword=&genre=All&tag=All&author=4803&items_per_page=50 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #489 When Love is Felt by Rev. Max Coots
7.2: SLT #543 Winter by Rev. Greta Crosby
7.3: SLT #663 One Small Face by Margaret Starkey
8.0: Readings
8.1: 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 

8.2: 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 

8.3: 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 
8.4: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
     Blackmail, blacklist, black mark. Black Monday, black mood, black-hearted. Black plague, black mass, black market.

     Good guys wear white, bad guys wear black. We fear black cats, and the Dark Continent. But it’s okay to tell a white lie, lily-white hands are coveted, it’s great to be pure as the driven snow. Angels and brides wear white. Devil’s food cake is chocolate; angel’s food cake is white!

     We shape language and we are shaped by it. In our culture, white is esteemed. It is heavenly, sun-like, clean, pure, immaculate, innocent, and beautiful. At the same time, black is evil, wicked, gloomy, depressing, angry, sullen. Ascribing negative and positive values to black and white enhances the institutionalization of this culture’s racism.

     Let us acknowledge the negative connotations of whiteness. White things can be soft, vulnerable, pallid, and ashen. Light can be blinding, bleaching, enervating. Conversely, we must acknowledge that darkness has a redemptive character, that in darkness there is power and beauty. The dark nurtured and protected us before our birth.

      Welcome darkness. Don’t be afraid of it or deny it. Darkness brings relief from the blinding sun, from scorching heat, from exhausting labor. Night signals permission to rest, to be with our loved ones, to conceive new life, to search our hearts, to remember our dreams. The dark of winter is a time of hibernation. Seeds grow in the dark, fertile earth.

     The words black and dark don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. The words white and light don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. Imagine a world that had only light—or dark. We need both. Dark and light. Light and dark.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5934.shtml 
8.5: Winter: Life’s Crucible by Katherine May (279 words)
     A surprising cluster of novels and fairy tales are set in the snow. Our knowledge of winter is a fragment of childhood, almost innate. All the careful preparations that animals make to endure the cold, foodless months; hibernation and migration, deciduous trees dropping leaves. This is no accident. The changes that take place in winter are a kind of alchemy, an enchantment performed by ordinary creatures to survive.

     Plants and animals don’t fight the winter; they don’t pretend it’s not happening and attempt to carry on living the same lives that they lived in the summer. They prepare. They adapt. They perform extraordinary acts of metamorphosis to get them through. Winter is a time of withdrawing from the world, maximizing scant resources, carrying out acts of brutal efficiency and vanishing from sight; but that’s where the transformation occurs. Winter is not the death of the life cycle, but its crucible. 

     Once we stop wishing it were summer, winter can be a glorious season in which the world takes on a sparse beauty and even the pavements sparkle. It’s a time for reflection and recuperation, for slow replenishment, for putting your house in order. 

     Doing those deeply unfashionable things—slowing down, letting your spare time expand, getting enough sleep, resting—is a radical act now, but it is essential. This is a crossroads we all know, a moment when you need to shed a skin. If you do, you’ll expose all those painful nerve endings and feel so raw that you’ll need to take care of yourself for a while. If you don’t, then that skin will harden around you. It’s one of the most important choices you’ll ever make.

Source: Wintering: The Power of Rest and Retreat in Difficult Times by Katherine May
8.6: Do Not Be Afraid of the Darkness by Stephanie Noble (243 words)
     Do not be afraid of the darkness.

Dark is the rich fertile earth

that cradles the seed, nourishing growth.

Dark is the soft night that cradles us to rest.

Only in darkness

can stars shine across the vastness of space.

Only in darkness

is the moon’s dance so clear.

There is mystery woven in the dark quiet hours.

There is magic in the darkness.

     Do not be afraid.

We are born of this magic.

It fills our dreams

that root, unravel and reweave themselves

in the shelter of the deep dark night.

The dark has its own hue,

its own resonance, its own breath.

It fills our soul,

not with despair, but with promise.

Dark is the gestation of our deep and knowing self.

Dark is the cave where we rest and renew our soul.

We are born of the darkness,

and each night we return

to the deep moist womb of our beginnings.

     Do not be afraid of the darkness,

for in the depth of that very darkness

comes a first glimpse of our own light,

the pure inner light of love and knowing.

As it glows and grows, the darkness recedes.

As we shed our light, we shed our fear,

and revel in the wonder of all that is revealed.

     So, do not rush the coming of the sun.

Do not crave the lengthening of the day.

Celebrate the darkness.

Here and now. A time of richness. A time of joy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/celebration-winter-solstice 

8.7: Sudden Snow by Frederick Buechner (172 words)
     You wake upon a winter morning and pull up the shade, and what lay there the evening before is no longer there the sodden gray yard, the dog droppings, the tire tracks in the frozen mud, the broken lawn chair you forgot to take in last fall. All this has disappeared overnight, and what you look out on is not the snow of Narnia but the snow of home, which is no less shimmering and white as it falls. The earth is covered with it, and it is falling still in silence so deep that you can hear its silence. It is snow to be shoveled, to make driving even worse than usual, snow to be joked about and cursed at, but unless the child in you is entirely dead, it is snow, too, that can make the heart beat faster when it catches you by surprise that way, before your defenses are up. It is snow that can awaken memories of things more wonderful than anything you ever knew or dreamed.
Source: Telling the Truth by Frederick Buechner
8.8: Mending by Rev. Nancy Shaffer (226 words)
     How shall we mend you, sweet Soul?

What shall we use, and how is it

in the first place you’ve come to be torn?

Come sit. Come tell me.

We will find a way to mend you.

     I would offer you so much, sweet Soul:

this banana, sliced in rounds of palest

yellow atop hot cereal, or these raisins

scattered through it, if you’d rather.

Would offer cellos in the background singing

melodies Vivaldi heard and wrote

for us to keep. Would hold out to you

everything colored blue or lavender

or light green. All of this I would offer you,

sweet Soul. All of it, or any piece of it,

might mend you.

     I would offer you, sweet Soul,

this chair by the window, this sunlight

on the floor and the cat asleep in it.

I would offer you my silence,

my presence, all this love I have,

and my sorrow you’ve become torn.

     How shall we mend you, sweet Soul?

With these, I think, gently

we can begin: we will mend you with a rocking

chair, some raisins,

a cat, a field of lavender beginning

now to bloom. We will mend you with songs

remembered entirely the first time

ever they are heard.

     We will mend you with pieces of your own

sweet self, sweet Soul—with what you’ve taught

from the very beginning.

Source: Instructions in Joy by Rev. Nancy Shaffer
8.9: Winter by Rev. Greta Crosby (148 words)
     Let us not wish away the winter.

It is a season it itself,

Not simply the way to spring.

     When trees rest, growing no leaves, gathering no light,

They let in sky and trace themselves delicately against dawns and sunsets.

     The clarity and brilliance of the winter sky delight.

The loom of fog softens edges, lulls the eyes and ears of the quiet,

Awakens by risk the unquiet.

A low dark sky can snow, emblem of individuality, liberality, and aggregate power.

Snow invites to contemplation and to sport.

     Winter is a table set with ice and starlight.

     Winter dark tends to warm light: fire and candle;

Winter cold to hugs and huddles; winter want to gifts and sharing;

Winter danger to visions, plans, and common endeavoring —

And the zest of narrow escapes; winter tedium to merrymaking.

     Let us therefore praise winter,

Rich in beauty, challenge, and pregnant negativities.
Source: Tree and Jubilee: A book of meditations by Rev. Greta W. Crosby
8.10: Somewhere Else by Katherine May (110 words)
     There are gaps in the mesh of the everyday world, and sometimes they open up and you fall through them into somewhere else. Somewhere Else runs at a different pace to the here and now, where everyone else carries on. Somewhere Else is where ghosts live, concealed from view and only glimpsed by people in the real world. Somewhere Else exists at a delay, so that you can’t quite keep pace. Perhaps I was already teetering on the brink of Somewhere Else anyway; but now I fell through, as simply and discreetly as dust sifting through the floorboards. I was surprised that I felt at home there. Winter had begun.
Source: Wintering: The Power of Rest and Retreat in Difficult Times by Katherine May
8.11: Acknowledgment of Limitations by Rev. Burton Carley (183 words)
     I wonder if the river ever despairs of its downward destiny,
and harbors a secret desire to flow uphill.

     I wonder if winter yearns to be summer,
or if a flower wishes it could bloom out of season.

     I wonder if silence would like to shout,
or if the sky wants to fall down and become the earth.

     I wonder if the bird longs to become a rabbit,
or if the fish ever dreams of walking on the land.

     I wonder if the mountains envy the valleys,
or if snow secretly covets the warmth of June.

     I wonder if the moon complains that is it not the sun,
or if the stars envy the earth.

     I wonder if rain prefers a cloudless sky,
or if grass tires of green and hopes for blue.

     I wonder if spring really likes growing,
or if fall rages against its colorful dying.

     I wonder if the world ever sighs after more than it is—
like you and I, like you and I.

     O Spirit of life, we struggle against our limitations. Teach us to accept them. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5873.shtml
8.12: Learning From Wintering by Katherine May (183 words)
     We must emerge slowly from our wintering. We must test the air and be ready to shrink back into safety when blasted by unseasonal winds; we must gradually unfurl our new leaves. There will still be the debris of a long, disordered season. These are the moments when we have to find the most grace: when we come to atone for the worst ravages of our conduct in darker times, when we have to tell truths that we’d rather ignore. Sometimes we will have to name our personal winters, and the words will feel barbed in our throats: grief, rejection, depression, illness. Shame, failure, despair.

     It often seems easier to stay in winter, burrowed down into our hibernation nests, away from the glare of the sun. But we are brave, and the new world awaits us, gleaming and green, alive with the beat of wings. And besides, we have a kind of gospel to tell now, and a duty to share it. We, who have wintered, have learned some things. We sing it out like birds. We let our voices fill the air.

Source: Wintering: The Power of Rest and Retreat in Difficult Times by Katherine May
8.13: Winter by Rev. Max Coots (excerpt) (114 words)
     When did we ever learn that life was always Summertime and Spring and harvest time?

     When was it that someone guaranteed a year of twelve Julys, complete with everlasting picnics and never-ending potato salads?

     What sort of quaint, mistaken almanac said Spring could come without December—

That life was all in June—

That May and August go on forever?

Even Winter in ourselves may be the poor soul’s fertilizer,

And Spring within can come only if some Winter has come first—

     Can come, if something like a seed is kept alive through wintering, to sprout and grow.

To sprout and grow because of Winter and the wintering.

Like earth, we have our seasons too.
Source: Seasons of the Self by Rev. Max Coots
8.14: Winter, January 18th by May Sarton (142 words)
      A little warmer this morning, zero instead of twenty below…. A strange empty day. I did not feel well, lay around, looked at daffodils against the white walls, and twice thought I must be having hallucinations because of their extraordinary scent that goes from room to room. I always forget how important the empty days are, how important it may be sometimes not to expect to produce anything, even a few lines in a journal. I am still pursued by a neurosis about work inherited from my father. A day where one has not pushed oneself to the limit seems a damaged damaging day, a sinful day. Not so! The most valuable thing we can do for the psyche, occasionally, is to let it rest, wander, live in the changing light of a room, not try to be or do anything whatever.
Source: Journal of a Solitude by May Sarton
8.15: What Is This Winter All About? by Katherine May (215 words)
     …I recognized winter. I saw it coming (a mile off, since you ask), and I looked it in the eye. I greeted it and let it in. I had some tricks up my sleeve, you see. I’ve learned them the hard way. When I started feeling the drag of winter, I began to treat myself like a favored child: with kindness and love. I assumed my needs were reasonable and that my feelings were signals of something important. I kept myself well fed and made sure I was getting enough sleep. I took myself for walks in the fresh air and spent time doing things that soothed me. I asked myself: What is this winter all about? I asked myself: What change is coming? 

     Nature shows that survival is a practice. Sometimes it flourishes—lays on fat, garlands itself in leaves, makes abundant honey—and sometimes it pares back to the very basics of existence in order to keep living. It doesn’t do this once, resentfully, assuming that one day it will get things right and everything will smooth out. It winters in cycles, again and again, forever and ever. It attends to this work each and every day. For plants and animals, winter is part of the job. The same is true for humans.

Source: Wintering: The Power of Rest and Retreat in Difficult Times by Katherine May
8.16: Winter by Rev. Jane Thickstun (183 words)
     Winter does have its purpose. 

     Winter invites us to slow down, to go within. To explore the inward soul. The silence, the darkness, the very bleakness of our surroundings, as well as the promptings of our bodies, suggest that we are entering a season of quiet, of reflection, and of low productivity. 

     Like the earth, we have our seasons too. And spring within can only come if some winter has come first. The winter of the soul can be a bleak time, a time of barrenness, emptiness, and darkness. It is often not clear that it is a seasonal cycle, and that spring will follow. It can be a short cycle, or it can last a long time. It can feel like a wasteland, like nothing is being accomplished, like creativity has withered. It can feel like your soul is dead, just as the winter of the earth makes the earth appear dead. If we don’t recognize it as a necessary cycle, it can lead us to despair, and despair is not fertile soil for the growing of the fruits of the soul.

Source: https://unitarian.ithaca.ny.us/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/12-11-16-Winter.pdf 
8.17: The Reflective Work of Winter by Eileen Schenk (225 words)
     It is apparent that we are in the dark time of the year. That time when our dreams, like the work of the trees, focus on developing root systems that will later provide nourishment and foundations to those more visible products of our lives. The dark time, when we climb inside ourselves and reflect on where we have been and where we will be called in the Spring, when the sun returns. The Spring, when the warmth and the light demand we leave the silent reflective work of the Winter time and come forth to dance along with the budding trees and blossoming of the flowers.

     Once I became truly aware of the seasonal patterns of the year, I began to welcome the changes of light and temperature and look forward to the opportunity the change afforded me…. Our dreams of creativity in this dark time will burst open when the song of the Spring begins. Earlier, I had thought of winter in terms of bitter cold, uncomfortable dampness, unending darkness, as a time that one had to endure. Sometimes, when my spirits were lower, I even envied those who left the darkness behind and escaped to the sun belt. Now, I see them as missing the opportunity of the silence and the darkness, the time given to us to prepare for our growing season.
Source: https://unitarian.ithaca.ny.us/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/12-11-16-Winter.pdf 
8.18: Spiritual Winter by Rev. Josh Pawelek (268 words)
     Spiritual winter is the season before the change: the womb-time before birth, the star-time before daybreak, the dream-time before waking, the frozen-time before spring’s thaw. Spiritual winter is the season for wondering and imagining what the change will be like, what it will feel like, how it will impact our routines and patterns.  It’s the season for trial runs, for approaching the threshold of change again and again until we’re ready to cross over. It’s the season for rehearsing our lines in front of the mirror, for testing, for making mistakes and learning lessons. It’s the season for discerning what words need to be said and how to say them. It’s the season for reciting our truths quietly to ourselves, making sure we’ve got them right, hearing how they sound as they issue forth from our mouths, letting them inhabit our bodies, letting them seep into the marrow of our bones. Spiritual winter is the season for anticipating how others might react to our new lives, our new selves. It’s the season for informing those close to us that a change is coming. It’s the season for asking them to accept us, asking for their continued love and care. It’s the season for putting in place the supports we need to live differently. Spiritual winter is the season for moving from fear to resolve, moving from aimless anxiety to focused strategy. It’s the season in which we cease wandering in the wilderness and begin travelling in a definite direction. It’s the season for moving from confusion to clarity, from caution to courage. It’s the season for getting ready.
Source: https://uuse.org/spiritual-winter/ 
8.19: Winter is Inevitable by Katherine May (277 words)
     Everybody winters at one time or another; some winter over and over again. 
     Wintering is a season in the cold. It is a fallow period in life when you’re cut off from the world, feeling rejected, sidelined, blocked from progress, or cast into the role of an outsider. Perhaps it results from an illness or a life event such as a bereavement or the birth of a child; perhaps it comes from a humiliation or failure. Perhaps you’re in a period of transition and have temporarily fallen between two worlds. Some winterings creep upon us more slowly, accompanying the protracted death of a relationship, the gradual ratcheting up of caring responsibilities as our parents age, the drip-drip-drip of lost confidence. Some are appallingly sudden, like discovering partner is in love with someone new. However it arrives, wintering is usually involuntary, lonely, and deeply painful. 
     Yet it’s also inevitable. We like to imagine that it’s possible for life to be one eternal summer and that we have uniquely failed to achieve that for ourselves. We dream of an equatorial habitat, forever close to the sun, an endless, unvarying high season. But life’s not like that. Emotionally, we’re prone to stifling summers and low, dark winters, to sudden drops in temperature, to light and shade. Even if by …good luck we were able to keep control of our own health and happiness for an entire lifetime, we still couldn’t avoid the winter. Our parents would age and die; our friends would undertake minor acts of betrayal; the machinations of the world would eventually weigh against us. Somewhere along the line, we would screw up. Winter would quietly roll in.

Source: Wintering: The Power of Rest and Retreat in Difficult Times by Katherine May
8.20: Plowing Snow by E.B. White (300 words)
     Maine towns take winter seriously. They are ready with money and trucks and men and sand and salt. Derring-do is in good supply, and the roads stay open, no matter what. The things that do not stay open are the driveways of the people. Every new swipe of the plow hurls a gift of snow into the mouth of a driveway, so that, in effect, the plowmen, often working while we sleep snug in our beds, create a magnificent smooth, broad highway to which nobody can gain access with his automobile until he has passed a private miracle of snow removal. It is tantalizing to see a fine stretch of well-plowed public road just the other side of a six-foot barricade of private snow.

     My scheme for town plowing would be to have each big plow attended by a small plow, as a big fish is sometimes attended by a small fish. There would be a pause at each driveway while the little plow removes the snow that the big plow has deposited. But I am just a dreamer. I have two plows of my own—a big V on the pickup and a lift-blade on the little Cub tractor. Even with this equipment, we were licked a lot of the time this winter and had to call for help. It got so there was no place to put the snow even if you were able to push it around. On the day before Christmas, the storm was so great, the wind so high, people were marooned in my house and had to spend the night. And a couple of days later I had to hire a loader to lift the snow from the mouth of the driveway, scurry across the road with it, and drop it into the swamp.
Source: The Winter of the Great Snows by E.B. White
8.21: Wintering: the turn toward resting and rooting by Rev. Kari Kopnick (268 words)
     If I had not learned to deeply accept the wintering, the active acceptance of sadness, I believe I would not have weathered this as well as I seem to have done. The wintering is when my roots grow. The wintering is when I learn to be in the stillness. To be fallow, to rest, to be sad, to feel hollow, to be bereft. 

     …There are beautiful things our very bodies can learn from this. We can rest. We can be still. We can continue to take loving care of ourselves and as best we can of each other. We can try meditating, or praying or walking meditation, or feeding the birds. Whatever helps us feel connected to the rest of the people and animals and living things who are wintering, too. I feed the hummingbirds, even when it means trudging through the frost in my robe and rainboots to replace frozen feeders. I light candles …before every meeting with students or spiritual direction clients. Everything I do now seems to include a ritual of some kind. 

     This is how I honor the lack of the light, how I honor the deep grief of missing my family. This is how I am growing my roots deep. This is the way I am becoming my deeply authentic self. Trusting. Waiting. Resting. Feeling all of my feelings.

     Winters come and summers go. Year follows year. But as long as people live there will be a silent little language our bodies, our souls can understand. Listen to the silent little language. The voice still and small. Find your way through this winter.
Source: https://karikopnick.com/2020/12/20/wintering-the-turn-toward-resting-and-rooting/ 

8.22: A Mind OF Winter by Adam Gopnik
     A mind of winter, a mind for winter, not sensing the season of loss and life, and with them hope of life and divinity, but ready to respond to it as a positive, and even purifying, presence of something else—the beautiful and peaceful, yes, but also the mysterious, strange, the sublime—is a modern taste.

     Now, modern I mean in the sense that the loftier kinds of historians of ideas like to use this term, to mean not just right here and now but also the longer historical period that begins sometime around the end of the 18th century, breathes fire from the twin dragons of the French and Industrial Revolutions, and then still blows cinder-breath into at least the end of the 20th century, drawing deep with twin lungs of applied science and mass culture. An age of growth and an age of death, the age in which, for the first time in both Europe and America, more people are warmer than they had been before, and in which fewer people had faith in God—an age when, at last, the nays had it. 

Source: Winter: Five Windows on the Season by Adam Gopnik
8.23: A Mind FOR Winter by Adam Gopnik

     Loving winter can seem, in a very long perspective of history, perverse. Of all the natural metaphors of existence that we have – light versus dark, sweet against bitter – none seems more natural than the opposition of the seasons: warmth against cold, spring against fall, and above all, summer against winter. Human beings make metaphors as naturally as bees make honey, and one of the most natural metaphors we make is of winter as time of abandonment and retreat. The oldest metaphors for winter are all metaphors of loss. In classical myth, winter is Demeter's sorrow at the abduction of her daughter by death.  In almost every other European mythology it is the same: winter is hard and summer soft, as surely as sweet wine is better than bitter lees.

     The taste for winter, a love for winter vistas—a belief that they are as beautiful and seductive in their own way, and as essential to the human spirit and human soul as any summer scene – is a part of modern condition. Wallace Stevens, in his poem the “Snowman,” called this new feeling a mind for winter, and he identified it with our new acceptance of a world without illusions, our readiness to live in a world that might have meaning but that doesn't have God.
Source: Winter: Five Windows on the Season by Adam Gopnik
8.24: Winter Solstice and Resilience by Rev. Lyn Cox

     …The Winter Solstice is an opportunity to notice and exercise resilience. …The holiday brings images of return, of restoring or renewing one force, while another force fades or retires or heads toward its own time of rest. We come to understand …that change is part of life. We might think of our lives in phases or generations…. 

     …Resilience asks us to figure out how to bounce back, how to ally with the forces that create and uphold life, given the resources, gifts, and talents that are available to us now. In resilience, we focus on the present moment, and we apply creativity and teamwork to do and be what we’re called to for this time.

     When we are talking about resilience, I want to be cautious, because sometimes the people who are most praised for their resilience are people whose suffering could be avoided with the suitable application of justice. …Winter shows us what resilience might look like in the natural world, but let’s keep in mind that there is nothing natural or inevitable about systemic inequality.

     …It is dark, and that may give us some room for quiet contemplation. Thriving might be more difficult in this season, yet we can look around and within and find real examples of resilience. Pain and uncertainty are realities, and at the same time we have reasons to rejoice.

     May the darkness of the season bring you peace. May the contrasts of the season bring you wisdom. May the returning light bring you gladness. 

Source: https://uucss.org/sermons/winter-solstice/
8.25: Snow and Stillness by Rev. Rev. Craig M. Nowak 

     “You can’t get too much winter in the winter.” So says Robert Frost in his poem, Snow.  

     …Snow …reminds me to slow down whether I feel I need to or not. I appreciate snow as a reminder to slow down when I need to. And when I don’t want to or feel I can’t slow down, I appreciate… eventually… snow reminding me I can’t….and don’t need… to control everything.

     Snow also brings me back to my childhood. To the excitement, playfulness and creativity I enjoyed so freely then. I appreciate snow reminding me not to be so serious, to enjoy the here and now, and to live creatively.

     And perhaps most significantly for me, winter connects me to a deep stillness. A stillness observed in nature, as I listen to sound of falling snow or gaze up at the almost black night sky when the moon and stars are as bright as ever, but experienced profoundly within. Whereas some find such stillness disturbing, I find it calming, reassuring, centering.  I appreciate the stillness for the comfort it brings me and the compassion it awakens in me for those who struggle to find or hold such stillness.

Source: http://www.buuc.org/winter.html
8.26: How do Trees Survive Winter Cold? by Michael Snyder
     Trees are about half water, maybe a little less in winter. And if the temperature drops low enough, the water in even the most cold-hardy tree will freeze.

     So how do trees survive below-freezing temperatures? …

     To survive winter cold, a tree begins its preparations in late summer as day length shortens. Cold acclimation occurs gradually and includes a number of physiological changes in leaves, stems, and roots. And while fall color seems to get all the attention, it’s what trees do later in autumn that is the most stunning, if harder to see.

     …Some of these later changes really do seem to border on magic…. Paul Schaberg, a research plant physiologist… has led many investigations of cold tolerance in trees….

Schaberg’s work suggests three basic ways in which living tree cells prevent freezing. One is to change their membranes during cold acclimation so that the membranes become more pliable; this allows water to migrate out of the cells and into the spaces between the cells. …

     The second way a tree staves off freezing is to sweeten the fluids within the living cells. Come autumn, a tree converts starch to sugars, which act as something of an antifreeze. …

     The third coping mechanism… involves… a “glass phase,” where the liquid cell contents become so viscous that they appear to be solid, a kind of “molecular suspended animation….”

     All three cellular mechanisms are intended to keep living cells from freezing. That’s the key for the tree; don’t allow living cells to freeze. …This is significant, since much of a tree’s living trunk is made up of cells that are dead….

Source: https://northernwoodlands.org/outside_story/article/trees-survive-winter-cold 
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: Cheered by our community by Rev. Burton D. Carley (29 words)
Cheered by our community, blessed by our covenant, uplifted in mind, and renewed in spirit, go forth with courage and in peace to meet the days to come. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5970.shtml
10.2: The Turning of the Seasons by Rev. Dr. Andrew Pakula (56 words)
May you know fully and deeply the blessings of each of your heart’s seasons
The inward turning of Winter
Springtime’s lush renewal 
The effortless, steady growth of summer
And autumn’s rich harvest
May your passage from season to season be blessed—
Eased by hands to hold, and by the light of love to guide you on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/seasonal-transitions
10.3: May we go forth from this place by Rev. Charles Howe (38 words)
May we go forth from this place thankful for the life that sustains and renews us,

and open to the grace that surrounds and surprises us.

May we go forth from this place with openness and with thanksgiving.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6026.shtml 

10.4: The work continues by Martha Kirby Capo (50 words)
Our time together is finished, but our work is not yet done:

May our spirits be renewed and our purpose resolved

As we meet the challenges of the week to come.

The chalice flame is extinguished

Until once again ignited by the strength of our communion.

Go now in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/the-work-continues 

11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
The following involves a summary of sermons as well as the full text of 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: Winter by Rev. Jane Thickstun 

Source: https://unitarian.ithaca.ny.us/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/12-11-16-Winter.pdf 

Length: 2,475 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: The sermon begins describing the change from autumn to winter. Rev. Thickstun then quotes Seasons of the Self by Rev. Max Coots (see 8.13) about winter, concluding, “Like the Earth, we have our seasons too. Sometimes the winter within corresponds to the winter without, coincides with it. But sometimes the seasons of the soul have a rhythm all their own.” She then shares examples when her seasons were out of sync with those of the Earth. Thickstun then returns to winter writing, “if we can to accept winter on its own terms, we may find that winter is, indeed, a gift.” Thickstun notes that, “Unfortunately, our culture expects us to follow the rhythms of the marketplace instead of the rhythms of nature.” Unfortunately, our culture expects us to follow the rhythms of the marketplace instead of the rhythms of nature. She then recounts her experience working as a programmer for an insurance company, noting how, “we’re forcing our bodies against the grain, against their natural patterns” when spending so much tie indoors. Resisting the desire to hibernate in winter, she notes that the work for justice must be ongoing writing, “We need to be awake and we need to be ‘woke.’” Thickstun then quotes Eileen Schenk’s take on winter (see 8.17), which includes silent, reflective work. Thickstun, who struggled with writer’s block several years earlier, then explains how she finally took the advice to “go into the emptiness.” She then quotes May Sarton’s words about the importance of empty days. (See 8.14) Thickstun concludes, “The fallow times are necessary. The dark times are necessary. Spring can come only if some winter has come first. We can welcome the winter because it truly is a gift.” 

Excerpt: Winter does have its purpose. Winter invites us to slow down, to go within. To explore the inward soul. The silence, the darkness, the very bleakness of our surroundings, as well as the promptings of our bodies, suggest that we are entering a season of quiet, of reflection, and of low productivity. Like the earth, we have our seasons too. And spring within can only come if some winter has come first. The winter of the soul can be a bleak time, a time of barrenness, emptiness, and darkness. It is often not clear that it is a seasonal cycle, and that spring will follow. It can be a short cycle, or it can last a long time. It can feel like a wasteland, like nothing is being accomplished, like creativity has withered. It can feel like your soul is dead, just as the winter of the earth makes the earth appear dead. If we don’t recognize it as a necessary cycle, it can lead us to despair, and despair is not fertile soil for the growing of the fruits of the soul.
11.2: Spiritual Winter by Rev. Josh Pawelek
Source: https://uuse.org/spiritual-winter/ 
Length: 2,418 words

Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Rev. Josh Pawelek begins noting that the new year has arrived. He briefly quotes Barbara Kingsolver watching the snow as she eats a bowl of potato-leek soup. He then shares that he assigns spiritual qualities to the four seasons. For him, winter is the season for reflection. But winter is more. The arc of the sermon is to explore spiritual winter, which can come at any time. He writes, “How do we prepare for change? How do we welcome the new? These are the questions of our spiritual winters. ‘Getting ready’ is winter’s work.” Pawelek explores New Year’s resolutions as a template for the beginning of winter’s work. He hasn’t been in the practice of making New Year’s resolutions, nor does he feel that it seems like a real tradition because it is not related to a “deep religious conviction or grounding in a specific cultural heritage.” Still, he shares some interesting research on new year’s resolutions that goes back to the Babylonian and Roman empires. There were variations of this called “pious” resolutions among Puritans, Methodists in the mid-1700s, and Evangelicals in the 19th century. While worried about the efficacy of New Year’s resolutions, he is unwillingly to let them go. After exploring four examples of failed resolutions he concludes, “In my experience it is rare we are able to make substantive change purely by addition—by adding to what is already there. Change happens by subtraction—by letting go of old selves before we can make room for the new. Winter is a season of subtraction, a newly blank slate.”

Excerpt: (also see 8.18) We settle now into the winter season (though, admittedly, some of us never settle). Winter is—at least in New England—the cold season, the still season, the blue season, the fallow season, the empty season. Winter is the season for solitude, hunkering down, self-care, rest, healing and hot chocolate. …The cold, wind and snow do urge us indoors to the warm fire-side, to the hearty soup, to the moment of solitude.

     I assign spiritual qualities to the seasons. I imagine winter as the season for the sustained, inward look, the honest self-examination, the probing self-reflection. I imagine winter as the womb season, the floating, sleeping, dreaming season, the season for gestation, for growth beneath the surface, for growth in the nurturing darkness. I imagine winter as the season for preparation, for getting ready—ready for new selves, new commitments, new directions to emerge, just as the physical, earthly winter season is the time when life gets ready—slowly—to emerge green and glorious and new in spring.

     The spiritual winters of our lives, which can come at any time of year, are rarely easy, but they come with promises, with opportunities for growth. Sometimes they come because we invite them—because we resolve, finally, to make a change, and we believe we are ready to do the work change requires…. How do we prepare for change? How do we welcome the new? These are the questions of our spiritual winters. ‘Getting ready’ is winter’s work. 

11.3: Praise for Renewal by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (877 words)
     Unitarian Universalist minister Max Coots wrote the book, Seasons of the Self, realities that largely correspond to the turning year, but that have their own calendar. He said that, “Unless we move the seasons of the self, …the winter will go on and on.” 

     Consider for a moment his admonition “to move the seasons of the self.” Doing so takes an act of will, but it also involves a belief that these inner seasons are actually subject to both our desire and our will. We find ourselves considering the idea and possibility of renewal as a symbolic possibility, as a metaphor for the life-force in any season. What can be renewed in us: Love, courage, kindness, understanding, and whatever else in us has been depleted by time and circumstance? 

     This possibility is real enough, but it must be experienced to be truly believed. The French Algerian philosopher and writer Albert Camus experienced this. He wrote, “In the depth of winter I finally learned that there was in me an invincible summer.” This sentence comes from his essay Return to Tipasa. At the age of 40, Camus returned to the rain-drenched city of Algiers in December. He was trying to experience again the beauty of his homeland. But there was more. In a real sense the Holocaust, World War II, and the challenges of rebuilding Europe were a devastating Friday experience. He was trapped in profound despair, an existential condition from which he felt there was no escape. During a brief reprieve from the rain, he visited Tipasa, which is located on the Mediterranean coast 50 miles from Algiers. Camus was last there when he was 20 years old. He explored the ruins there and discovered a kind of safe harbor, an utterly unexpected, inner invincible summer. In the middle of winter, he experienced a renewal of possibility and hope. It was life-changing.

     Thoreau used a different metaphor to speak of a similar experience. He spoke of an infinite expectation of the dawn. Like Camus, he was speaking about an inward reality, the dawn that arose in him with its power to awaken him as if from a deep sleep, even a kind of death. Again, it was a profound experience of renewal, one that exists in other archetypes like the Phoenix rising to life from the ashes.

     These inward realities for Coots, for Camus, and for Thoreau point as markers for us in the struggle to “move the seasons of the self.” The reality of a profound renewal whether through the discovery of an invincible summer when least expected or an infinite expectation of the dawn are compelling indeed.

     The Unitarian poet e.e. cummings, whose father was a Unitarian minister, did precisely that in this poem: “i thank You God for most this amazing / day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees / and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything / which is natural which is infinite which is yes / (i who have died am alive again today, / and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth / day of life and of love and wings: / and of the gay great happening illimitably earth) / how should tasting touching hearing seeing / breathing any--lifted from the no / of all nothing--human merely being / doubt unimaginable You? / (now the ears of my ears awake and / now the eyes of my eyes are opened)”
     Cummings is able to praise because of what he truly hears and what he truly sees. The world itself startled him into a consciousness that had eluded him. How did this sensing evolve? 

     As one author explains, e.e. cummings and Buckminster Fuller, who was also a Unitarian, would greet the sun when they were together. The two of them would stand facing east at the dawn hour feeling the peace, the quiet, the solitude, the rhythms of nature... they stood for ten minutes in total silence as the eastern sky was showing first light of pinks, yellows and oranges with a touch of red. Finally, after ten minutes or so, Buckminster Fuller raised both of his arms and addressed the morning with: “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” In their own way, both cummings and Fuller were open to the world in a radical way. 
     The phrase, “a sacrament of praise” comes from Wallace Stevens poem, Peter Quince at the Clavier, in which he wrote, “Susanna’s music …on the clear viol of her memory, …makes a constant sacrament of praise.” As Stevens suggests, one of the objectives of art is to praise. In writing about poetry, W.H. Auden observed, “Whatever its actual content and overt interest, every poem is rooted in imaginative awe. Poetry can do a hundred and one things, delight, sadden, disturb, amuse, instruct—it may express every possible shade of emotion, and describe every conceivable kind of event, but there is only one thing that all poetry must do; it must praise all it can for being and for happening.” Auden’s words apply equally to religion. It, too, “must praise all it can for being and for happening.”
     On this day, what is your sacrament of praise? Life is too precious for us to withhold such praise on any day.

11.4: A Wintery Spirituality by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (852 words)
     Unitarian Universalist minister Greta Crosby wrote, “Let us not wish away the winter. It is a season to itself, not simply the way to spring.” Martin Marty adds, “Winter is a season of the heart as much as it is a season in the weather.” He cautions that those possessed of a “summery spirituality” are prone to disregard this season of the heart. In winter we must rely on a wintry spirituality. The painter Andrew Wyeth, in speaking of winter, said, “Something waits beneath it—the whole story doesn’t show.” A wintry spirituality demands faith, faith that there is more than meets the eye or touches the heart; more love, more hope, and more life. In winter less appears to be less, but it is so much more than meets the eye. Fallowness provides its own blessing of renewal, and renewal, though hidden from view, is a more active process than we imagine. Winter also requires patience, for the changes that this kind of spirituality foster happen slowly. We must learn not to hurry winter, but to wait on it.

     Winter invites meditation, an encouragement to reflect, perhaps, on things for which we have no words. In the great spiritual traditions of the world, meditation is the discipline by which we move beyond words to what is. This essential “is-ness” is too immediate and complex and mysterious and sublime and simple to be captured in mere words. This is why the mystics are unable to speak directly about their experiences of encounter with ultimate reality. In this way, they are like those poets and watercolor artists who convey as much with silence and empty space as they do with word and image. Perhaps this is the sacramental aspect of winter and art, to draw us into mystery without ever finally naming it for us. Patricia Hampl wrote that, “winter seemed to partake of religion in a way no other season did, hushed, solemn.”
     Winter offers a way of being religious. As May Sarton said, in “a tenderness of snowing… silence assumes the air.” Dogmas and doctrines, creeds and decrees, questions and answers: so many words and so little understanding. Let us instead seek enough silence to protect us from the idols of our own certainty. Let our gaze return again and again to some familiar winter landscape, perhaps the one outside our kitchen window. Let us meditate on it like a verse from scripture, allowing it to teach us year in and year out what we still must learn and already know. With each meditation we will be aware that the winter weather has altered this outer landscape, just as each day lived alters our inner landscape. The changes, though imperceptible, are cumulative. It is only by paying attention, perhaps the most religious act of all, that we understand that winter is not one season, but many. Even if we can not name the changes in snow and ice, in temperature and light, we can learn to sense them. Even if we have no name for god, we can reach inside to touch that which lies underneath the snow and underneath us. Religion is not words, but experiences. In her poem Snow Fall, May Sarton writes, “There is nothing to do / But drift now, more or less / On some great lovingness, / On something that does bless, / The silent, tender snow.”
     Most people think that prayer is words. More often than not, it is silence. It is a way of opening ourselves to that which is. Unitarian Universalist minister Jacob Trapp said that, “To pray is to listen to the revelations of nature, to the meaning of events.” In this way winter is a prayer without words. Do you understand that we need silence as the northern hemisphere needs winter? Each, in its own way, is a path to new life, prelude to renewal. As Ruth Stout observes, “only in winter ...can you have longer, quiet stretches when you can savor belonging to yourself.” How important it is to “savor belonging to yourself.” Let us not wish away the silence. It too is a season to itself, not simply the way to something else. 

     Ruth Fleck writes, “Waiting is\ time suspended\ The clock’s hands\ are stilled\ Sounds have lost\ all meaning\ Heartbeats count\ but hours do not\ It almost feels\ like falling snow.” It takes great discipline to wait. It would be much easier to do something, anything, or everything to bring an end to waiting, but winter, both the outer and inner season, must proceed according to its own calendar. As it progresses, we eventually begin to recognize subtle changes that otherwise might have escaped our notice. Often the outer changes appear first. First light comes earlier and the winds blow less cold. But the more important changes are those within. The sense of renewal intensifies, as we somehow feel more energized. Slowly, but surely, we seem more alive than we have in a long time. Edna O’Brien suggests, “In a way winter is the real spring, the time when the inner thing happens....” 
     Let us praise winter.
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Winter is coming.”   George R.R. Martin

“In the depth of winter, I finally learned that within me there lay an invincible summer.”   Albert Camus

“We have seasons when we flourish and seasons when the leaves fall from us, revealing our bare bones. Given time, they grow again.”   Katherine May

“Winter is the time for comfort, for good food and warmth, for the touch of a friendly hand and for a talk beside the fire: it is the time for home.”   Edith Sitwell

“When I started feeling the drag of winter, I began to treat myself like a favored child: with kindness and love.”   Katherine May

“I wonder if the snow loves the trees and fields, that it kisses them so gently? And then it covers them up snug, you know, with a white quilt; and perhaps it says, “Go to sleep, darlings, till the summer comes again.”   Lewis Carroll

“To get better at wintering, we need to address our very notion of time. We tend to imagine that our lives are linear, but they are, in fact, cyclical.”   Katherine May

“There is something infinitely healing in the repeated refrains of nature—the assurance that dawn comes after night, and spring after winter.”   Rachel Carson

“Be ahead of all parting, as though it already were behind you, like the winter that has just gone by. For among these winters there is one so endlessly winter that only by wintering through it will your heart survive.”   Rainer Maria Rilke

“Winter is not the death of the life cycle, but its crucible.”   Katherine May

“One writes music because winter is eternal and because, if one didn’t, the wolves and blizzards would be at one’s throat all the sooner.”   David Mitchell

“Spring passes and one remembers one’s innocence. Summer passes and one remembers one’s exuberance. Autumn passes and one remembers one’s reverence. Winter passes and one remembers one’s perseverance.”   Yoko Ono

“Wintering is a season in the cold. It is a fallow period in life when you’re cut off from the world, feeling rejected, sidelined, blocked from progress, or cast into the role of an outsider.”   Katherine May

“Maintain a kind of summer in the midst of winter, and by means of windows even admit the light and with a lamp lengthen out the day.”   Henry David Thoreau

“And when old Winter puts his blank face to the glass, I shall close all my shutters, pull the curtains tight, and build me stately palaces by candlelight.”   Charles Baudelaire

“Here is another truth about wintering: you’ll find wisdom in your winter, and once it’s over, it’s your responsibility to pass it on. And in return, it’s our responsibility to listen to those who have wintered before us.”   Katherine May

“I realize there’s something incredibly honest about trees in winter, how they’re experts at letting things go.”   Jeffrey McDaniel

“My old grandmother always used to say, Summer friends will melt away like summer snows, but winter friends are friends forever.”   George R.R. Martin

“In winter, we are invited into a particular mode of sleep: not a regimented eight hours, but a slow, ambulatory process in which waking thoughts merge with dreams, and space is made in the blackest hours to repair the fragmented narratives of our days.”   Katherine May

“…it was the season of light, it was the season of darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair.”   Charles Dickens

“We changed our focus away from pushing through with normal life and towards making a new one. When everything is broken, everything is also up for grabs. That’s the gift of winter: it’s irresistible. Change will happen in its wake, whether we like it or not. We can come out of it wearing a different coat.”   Katherine May

“Melancholy were the sounds on a winter’s night.”   Virginia Woolf 

“Snow creates that quality of awe in the face of a power greater than ours. It epitomizes the aesthetic notion of the sublime, in which greatness and beauty couple to overcome you—a small, frail human—entirely.”   Katherine May

“I’m still beyond obsessed with the winter season….”   Taylor Swift

“Wintering brings about some of the most profound and insightful moments of our human experience, and wisdom resides in those who have wintered.”   Katherine May

“The heart can get really cold if all you’ve known is winter.”   Benjamin Alire Sáenz

“Music brings a warm glow to my vision, thawing mind and muscle from their endless wintering.”   Haruki Murakami

“In winter, I want concepts to chew over in a pool of lamplight—slow, spiritual reading, a reinforcement of the soul. Winter is a time for libraries, the muffled quiet of book stacks, and the scent of old pages and dust.”   Katherine May

“Learn to like the sunrise and sunset, …and the gentle fall of snow on a winter day.”   Lowell Bennion

“Wintering… is the courage to stare down the worst parts of our experience and to commit to healing them the best we can.”   Katherine May

“Winter is not a season, it’s an occupation.”   Sinclair Lewis
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