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Worship Resources for Play





Please attribute the authors of these resources in the Order of Service and in the service itself.
Part 1: Sample Order of Service
Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources
Part 1: Sample Order of Service
This sample order of service illustrates one way to break the sermon (aka talk, lecture, etc.) into two or three parts. One part would use one of the sermon excerpts provided below, while the other one or two parts would be based on the theme and written and delivered by members of your congregation. An alternative using two parts would be to use two of the sermon excerpts in this packet.

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

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

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)

Meeting and Greeting (invite people to greet each other)

Music 

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

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

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

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

Offering

Reading or Responsive Reading

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

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

Closing Words

Postlude
[bookmark: _gjdgxs]Part 2: List of Resources
1.0: Opening Words
1.1: Sabbath Time (45 words)
1.2: Come Play with Me (132 words)
1.3: The Hearts of Our Whole Community by Jules Jaramillo, adapted (133 words)
1.4: These Bodies, These Blessings by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt, adapted (155 words)
1.5: A Spacious Welcome by Rev. Shari Woodbury, adapted (151 words)
1.6: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen, adapted (157 words)
1.7: Fragments of Childhood by Meredith Olson, adapted (54 words)
1.8: Learning to Love This World by Rev. Molly Housh Gordon, adapted (101 words)
1.9: Listen! The Spirit Is Calling! by Rev. John Saxon, adapted (217 words)
1.10: Music Arises by Arlen Goff, adapted (131words)
1.11: Call from Beyond by Rev. Susan Maginn (111 words)
1.12: Invocation for Difficult Times by Elena Westbrook, adapted (179 words)
1.13: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd, adapted (109 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: Playing with Fire (83 words)
2.2: To a Dancing Flame (64 words)
2.3: One Holy Light (40 words)
2.4: In Gratitude (51 words)
2.5: Ancient as the Stars (55 words)
2.6: Rise Up, O Flame (29 words)
2.7: Exploring Who We Are by Melanie Davis (98 words)
2.8: Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin, adapted (186 words)
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.2 SLT #11 O God of Stars and Sunlight
3.3: SLT #14 The Sun at High Noon
3.4: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.5: SLT #23 Bring Many Names
3.6: SLT #31 Name Unnamed
3.7: SLT #72 Has Summer Come, Now Dawning
3.8: SLT #94 What Is This Life
3.9: SLT #191 Now I Recall My Childhood
3.10: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.11: SLT #204 Come, O Sabbath Day
3.12: SLT #301 Touch the Earth, Reach the Sky!
3.13: SLT #307 The Human Touch Can Light the Flame
3.14: SLT #309 Earth Is Our Homeland
3.15: SLT #311 Let It Be a Dance
3.16: SLT #338 I Seek the Spirit of a Child
3.17: SLT #339 Knowledge, They Say
3.18: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me
3.19: SLT #352 Find a Stillness
3.20: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
3.21: SLT #398 To See the World
3.22: SLT #407 We’re Gonna Sit at the Welcome Table (zip verse 1, ‘We’re gonna play…)
      Singing the Journey 
3.23: SJT #1000 Morning Has Come
3.24: SJT #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.25: SJT #1024 When the Spirit Says Do
3.26: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear
3.27: SJT #1052 The Oneness od Everything
3.28: SJT #1064 Blue Boat Home
     Popular Music
3.29: The Circle Game by Joni Mitchell A & Buffy Saint Marie B
3.30: Happy by Pharrell Williams (4:00)
3.31: See Emily Play by Pink Floyd (2:48)
3.32: Video Game (with lyrics) by Sufjan Stevens (4:37)
3.33: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:12)
3.34: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)
3.35: Jama Day by Peter Mayer (2:59)
3.36: Snuffleupagus by Peter Mayer (3:30)
3.37: Magical World by Peter Mayer (3:56)
3.38: Ocean Mary by Peter Mayer (4:08)
3.39: Astronaut Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:05)
3.40: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (4:30)
3.41: Molly O'Malley's by Peter Mayer (3:26)
3.42: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:01)
3.43: Camping By the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:37)
3.44: Could You Be by Peter Mayer (4:37)
4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Wisdom Story: The Way of the Otter by Julie Simon, adapted (698 words)
5.0: Meditations
5.1: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)
5.2: All Our Relations by Rev. Gary Kowalski (141 words)
5.3: All This Talk of Saving Souls by Linda Underwood (131 words)
5.4: Children Widen the Circle of Our Being in Ways That Are Limitless by Rev. Gary Kowalski, adapted (187 words)
5.5: Come Into This Room by Rev. Susan Maginn, adapted (108 words)
5.6: Here We Are by Rev. John Corrado (168 words)
5.7: Holding Reality and Possibility Together by Rev. Samuel Trumbore, adapted (225 words)
5.8: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted (240 words)
5.9: How does one address a mystery? by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (195 words)
5.10: Sabbath Home by Rev. Kathleen McTigue, adapted (213 words)
5.11: Imagine yourself on a wide, flowing river in a small boat by Susan Enzweiler (152 words)
5.12: Life is Always Unfinished Business by Rev. Richard Gilbert (170 words)
5.13: Listening for Our Song by Rev. David Blanchard, adapted (416 words)
5.14: Love Knows You by Rev. Barbara Merritt, adapted (514 words)
5.15: Meditation for an Intergenerational Service by Rev. Axel Gehrmann (206 words)
5.16: My Commitments to Myself by Rev. Laura Mancuso, adapted (339 words)
5.17: The Journey by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer, adapted (180 words)
5.18: We Are Part of the Mystery by Rev. Andrew C. Backus, adapted (124 words)
6.0: Prayers
6.1: Oh Divine Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (268 words)
6.2: A Prayer for the Children by Ina J. Hughes, adapted (328 words)
6.3: We Pray for the Children by Rev. Gary Kowalski, adapted (328 words)
6.4: Prayer for our Children by Rev. Robert Kaufmann, adapted (170 words0
6.5: Prayer in a Time of Awe by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted & changed to third person (196 words)
6.6: Prayer of Co-Creation by Rev. Lyn Cox (194 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Rev. Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #547 Summer Meditation by Rev. Robert T. Weston
7.3: SLT #558 For Everything a Season from Ecclesiastes 3
7.4: SLT #664 Give Us the Spirit of the Child by Rev. Sarah York (formerly Campbell)
8.0: Readings
8.1: If I Should Die (and I will someday) by Ken Nye (308 words)
8.2: And How Are the Children? by Rev. Patrick O'Neill (374 words)
8.3: For the Flowers have the Gift of Language by Rev. Richard Gilbert, adapted (366 words)
8.4: Honoring Children by Rev. Linda Olson Peebles (621 words) 
8.5: Hopping over the Surface of Life by Rev. Doug Kraft, adapted (247 words)
8.6: All I Ever Really Needed to Know I Learned in Kindergarten by Robert Fulghum
8.7: Playing with Time (264 words)
8.8: Soul Play by Drew Leder (101 words)
8.9: The World Opens to Us by Glynn Rosenberg (237 words)
8.10: Play as Transcendence by Rev. Jim Eller (226 words)
8.11: Play as Enchantment by Katherine May (138 words)
8.12: Deep Play by Diane Ackerman (268 words)
8.13: Come, O Sabbath Day by Gustav Gottheil (84 words)
8.14: Being Made Real by Margery Williams Bianco (172 words)
8.15: Love, Wisdom, and Play by David Spangler
8.16: Religion as Play by Diane Ackerman (153 words)
8.17: Catching Kids by J. D. Salinger (115 words)
8.18: You Can’t Take It with You by Annie Dillard (185 words)
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice
9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)
9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)
9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)
9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)
9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)
9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)
9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
9.9: Shape a New World by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)
9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
10.0: Closing Words
10.1: Go Boldly by Jean Olson (104 words)
10.2: Holy Uselessness by Margaret Guenther, adapted (63 words)
11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
      Annotated Sermons
11.1: The Wisdom of Play by Rev Anthony Makar
11.2: Play by Rev. Angela Herrera 
11.3: Pondering Playtime by Rev Mark W. Harris
11.4: A Playful Mystery Play by Rev. Tom Rhodes
     Sermons and Sermon Excerpts
11.5: Where the Watermelons Grow by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,497 words)
11.6: Welcoming Summer’s Embrace by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,599 words)
11.7: Praying and Playing by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,520 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

[bookmark: _30j0zll]Part 3: Worship Resources
1.0: Opening Words
1.1: Sabbath Time (45 words)
When life becomes too serious, when work engulfs us, drowns us, when stress is a constant companion, when we can no longer savor life, let us gather here for Sabbath time, for a time of playing and praying. Here may we be refreshed, renewed, reborn.
Source: Touchstones

1.2: Come Play with Me (132 words)
How will we embrace this season. Will we “Scrooge” it by putting work ahead of everything else, or will we step onto summer’s playground? Listen for the call of play that reminds us that being can only be valued when we take a break from doing. Though they are yin and yang, most struggle to keep doing and being in balance. Doing can be a kind of drug, a false god, an overlord. By contrast, play is a physician let invites us to heal ourselves, a wise guide that offers countless paths and possibilities for our consideration, a teacher who reminds us that much of what we need to know dwells within us, a mystic that encourage us to engage mystery. The universe asks, “Come play with me?” How will we respond?
Source: Touchstones

1.3: The Hearts of Our Whole Community by Jules Jaramillo, adapted (133 words)
     This morning, we gather together to worship as a community of all ages.
Let us take a moment to look around at those of us sharing this sacred space.
     Let us recognize the hearts of our whole community—
from our elders to our youngest and all the ages in between.
     Let us embody the beauty of this whole church community—
even when there are a few more wiggles, giggles and chatter.
     [Let us remember that playfulness is a compelling mode of worship—
that invites imagination and creativity, and the blessing of laughter.]
       Let us remind ourselves to listen carefully, calming our bodies and our minds.
Begin by breathing peace and joy into this sacred place with three breaths. [......]
Know you are surrounded by the love of this community where all are welcome.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/hearts-our-whole-community 

1.4: These Bodies, These Blessings by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt, adapted (155 words)
“Holy One, You knit me together in my mother’s womb.” This is the voice of Psalm 139” [I] was not hidden from you when I was made in secret, intricately woven in the depths of the earth.”
     Let us remember and celebrate, this morning,
that each of our bodies was woven together in the depths of mystery:
cells multiplying, tissue taking form, organs taking up their function,
all under the silky cover of skin.
Let us gather in reverence for the gift of these bodies,
whatever their ages, their shapes, their abilities,
and may we know them to be channels of the world coming alive through us:
     These bodies, these blessings, bring the world to life
through seeing, taste, hearing, scent, and touch.
[These bodies, these blessings, contribute to the world of life
through compassion, wisdom, mindfulness, work, and play.]
May we bring to our intricately woven bodies a sense of sacred caretaking.
In doing so, let us also be grateful for the embrace of the Holy:
the Presence that creates and sustains life,
the Mystery that knit together each of our bodies,
and the force of Love that celebrates our desires.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/47861.shtml 

1.5: A Spacious Welcome by Rev. Shari Woodbury, adapted (151 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 seeking balance in a hectic life.
2. May you play in ways that energize and delight.]
1: Welcome, who come heavy with fatigue, weary from the troubles of the world or the troubles of your particular life... 
2: May you rest and be filled in this sacred space.
1: Welcome, who come with joy for flowing rivers and gentle breeze, for changing skies and great trees...
2: May the grace of the world leave a lasting imprint in you.
1: Welcome, who come with thanks for the altruism of the earth and the gift of human care...
2: May your grateful heart overflow and bless those around you.
BOTH: Come, let us celebrate together this wondrous life.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/spacious-welcome 

1.6: Come Sit by Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen, adapted (157 words)
Come sit by our fire and let us share stories. Let me hear your tales of far-off lands, wanderer, and I will tell you of my travels. Share your experience of the holy with me, worshipper, and I will tell you of that which I find divine. Come and stay, lover of leaving, for ours is no caravan of despair, but of hope. We would hear your stories of grief and sorrow as readily as those of [play,] joy and laughter, for there is a time and a place and a hearing for all the stories of this world. Stories are the breath and word of the spirit of life, that power that we name love. Come, for our fire is warm and we have seats for all. Come, again and yet again, come speak to me of what fills your heart, what engages your mind, what resides in your soul. Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-sit-our-fire 

1.7: Fragments of Childhood by Meredith Olson, adapted (54 words)
We were all children once, and we carry fragments of our childhood times with us [fragments of play, celebrations, mystery, friendship, despair, hope, and more.] Today, let us honor those children who walked before us, who transformed into who we have become, who led us to this place, who have lessons for us still.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/fragments-childhood 

1.8: Learning to Love This World by Rev. Molly Housh Gordon, adapted (101 words)
     We gather together this morning
tenderly—like drops of dew on a leaf of grass
hopefully—like gathered raindrops in a cloud
gleefully—like water rushing in a stream to the sea
[playfully—like waves chasing children on a beach]
deeply—like groundwater pulled up from a well
     We gather from every direction,
for another year of growth and depth,
another year of companionship and hope,
another year of learning to love this world.
     We gather like the water that joins us across all of creation,
the water that connects us within and without:
merging and flowing across the entire world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/learning-love-world 

1.9: Listen! The Spirit Is Calling! by Rev. John Saxon, adapted (217 words)
     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.
     It calls us in the silence and through the noise and busyness of our daily lives. It calls us in the brightness of the day and the darkness of the night, in times of hope and despair.
     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.
     It doesn’t matter what you call it for it has no name and has many different names. The Spirit of Life. The Spirit of Love. The Spirit of Compassion. The Spirit of Hope. The Spirit of Justice.
     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.
     It’s calling to you and to me. It’s calling us to greater wholeness, greater connection, greater service, greater love. It’s calling us to heal the brokenness within ourselves, in others, and in the world. It’s calling us to live more deeply. It’s calling us to beauty.
     It’s calling us to [play and] laugh and dance and sing. It’s calling us to live through life’s pain and sorrow. It’s calling us to live courageously and kindly, to speak our truth in love, and to bend the moral arc of the universe toward justice.
     It’s calling us into community. It’s calling us into the greater Life of all.
     Listen!
     Can you hear it?
     The Spirit is calling.
[Silence]
     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/listen-spirit-calling

1.10: Music Arises by Arlen Goff, adapted (131words)
     music arises from depths unknown
often without words but never without meaning
     and spirit rises from deep within me
seducing my body to join the song
first a tremor in the soul, then tapping of toes
breath aligns with breath, heart beats in syncopation
and a stuttering buzz in my throat becomes a hum
     breath with breath, beat with beat
and music and spirit arise together!
wed with faith and hope and love and pow’r
a song is born, bursting from my lips
in sweet, sonorous symphony
     a melody joining with other souls
perhaps in tune, perhaps not
but a song still, arising from deep within
and from... community
     spirit moves, [plays, dances,] soul births song
and hope fills life
and I am not alone
how can I keep from singing?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/music-arises 

1.11: Call from Beyond by Rev. Susan Maginn (111 words)
     From beyond the playful summer clouds,
beyond the earth’s thin blue line,
from beyond the bright moon and meteor showers,
we hear the call to look and listen carefully,
to turn away from a world that buys and sells happiness,
to fully experience the luring whisper of your heart’s truth.
Why not today, why not now?
     We are here and together at home in this evolving place,
home in this ever-changing breath and body,
home in this dewy morning even as it reaches toward a hot high noon.
We hear the call from far beyond and deep within and we do not hear it alone.
Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/call-beyond

1.12: Invocation for Difficult Times by Elena Westbrook, adapted (179 words)
     When all around us voices are raised in anger,
hatred spilling into the streets and sparking more hatred,
sometimes the best we can do
is to sink our hands into the soil
[and play with creation by planting seeds.]
     Let the fights over abstractions ebb away, flow like water into the earth. Fill your fingers with dirt that is itself the product of rocks worn to powder over millennia, leavened with particles of other lives—lives of leaves and vegetables and other animals, once as warm and active as you are now. Everything dies and returns to its source, breaks down into the ingredients of some new life: bits of humus, squirming bacteria, a tiny egg.
     This is real: the sun warm on your back,
the soil cool under your bare feet,
a tiny new stem that will unfurl to grow a sweet red tomato,
and the hand of a friend gently helping you to rise.
     Even on our most difficult days, we can touch the soil and be grateful for the earth and the love that sustain us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/invocation-difficult-times

1.13: Wind, Water, Sun by Rev. Seth Carrier-Ladd, adapted (109 words)
Wind that whispers through the willow trees
Sun that sustains us
Water that washes over willing earth and weathered stones
A smile shared and savored
A child’s squeal of delight as she dances in the daisies and daffodils
[As he plays with an imaginary friend in the shade of an apple tree]
The quiet joy of gathered community
This, this is the spirit of life and love that we call forth now into this gathering
     May this spirit infuse our hearts, fill our souls, and carry us forward like a wave on the ocean as we enter now into this sacred time and space.
Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/wind-water-sun 

2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: Playing with Fire (83 words)
As we light this chalice, watch how the flame dances on the wick, how it plays with the air, and how it flickers to provide illumination. What if you were the flame? How long would you burn? For whom would you provide light to guide the way? What would you symbolize and why? What darkness or ignorance would you dispel? How often would you share yourself with waiting candles? And when flame of your imagination was extinguished, what memory would you treasure most?
Source: Touchstones

2.2: To a Dancing Flame (64 words)
We light this chalice in honor of the reality of yin and yang, the yin of darkness that dances around the yang of the flame, the yin of work that surrenders to the yang of play, and the yin of doing that seeks balance with the yang of being. Born into a world of opposites, may we discover wholeness as yin and yang unite. 
Source: Touchstones

2.3: One Holy Light (40 words)
We are all flames
Dancing in the darkness
Playing with shadows on the walls
Laughing as we flicker and blaze
Generously sharing our warmth with others 
As we light this chalice,
May our shared flames combine
Into one holy light.
Source: Touchstones

2.4: In Gratitude (51 words)
This is a chalice of boundless love, a chalice of faithful service, a chalice of infectious laughter, a chalice of endless play, and a chalice of audacious hope. We light this flame in gratitude for this gathering of people. When we are apart, may we tend this flame with our faith.
Source: Touchstones 

2.5: Ancient as the Stars (55 words)
This flame is as ancient as the stars.
The rim of this chalice is like a spiral galaxy.
The bowl of the chalice holds our hopes and aspirations.
This flickering light explores the surrounding darkness.
The spirit of this flame is invested with mystery. 
Let us play with the many meanings of our flaming chalice.
Source: Touchstones 

2.6: Rise Up, O Flame (29 words)
     Rise up, O flame
by the light glowing 
show to us beauty 
vision and joy*
     Rise up, O flame 
with thy spark dancing 
you, O mystery
chalice of joy
*SLT #362, words by anonymous
Source: Touchstones

2.7: Exploring Who We Are by Melanie Davis (98 words)
     Under the right circumstances, playing with fire is a delight—imagine being gathered round a firepit as the crackling flames invite us to sing, dance, and roast a marshmallow or two.
     Our chalice also invites us to play, although with ideas rather than with marshmallows. The flame encourages us to explore who we are, who our neighbors are, and where we are on our spiritual journeys.
     Today, we light this chalice in the spirit of play. Let us trust the light to guide us in this hour and in the days to come, finding joy along the way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/exploring-who-we-are 

2.8: Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin, adapted (186 words)
Are we a people of holding on or of letting go?
Holding on to rigid ideas or
Letting go and opening our minds and our hearts, to something new;
Holding on to certainty of how things should be or
Letting go and living with the uncertainty of new ways of being in the world;
Holding on to what makes us comfortable or
Letting go so we may grow which can be uncomfortable;
[Holding onto to “doing” for the sense of control that it confers or
Letting go into “being” that we might play with life with abandon;]
Holding on to what makes us safe or
Letting go to make room to help others feel safe?
With this flame, this symbol of our religion,
let it be a symbol of burning up the ties that hold us back from being our true self and reaching our true potential;
let it be a symbol of lighting a new way for us into a better tomorrow;
and let it be a symbol of letting go
Because holding on too long and too tightly is never good for the soul. 
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/letting-go 
[bookmark: _1fob9te]
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.2 SLT #11 O God of Stars and Sunlight
3.3: SLT #14 The Sun at High Noon
3.4: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.5: SLT #23 Bring Many Names
3.6: SLT #31 Name Unnamed
3.7: SLT #72 Has Summer Come, Now Dawning
3.8: SLT #94 What Is This Life
3.9: SLT #191 Now I Recall My Childhood
3.10: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.11: SLT #204 Come, O Sabbath Day
3.12: SLT #301 Touch the Earth, Reach the Sky!
3.13: SLT #307 The Human Touch Can Light the Flame
3.14: SLT #309 Earth Is Our Homeland
3.15: SLT #311 Let It Be a Dance
3.16: SLT #338 I Seek the Spirit of a Child
3.17: SLT #339 Knowledge, They Say
3.18: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me
3.19: SLT #352 Find a Stillness
3.20: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
3.21: SLT #398 To See the World
3.22: SLT #407 We’re Gonna Sit at the Welcome Table (zip verse 1, ‘We’re gonna play…)
      Singing the Journey 
3.23: SJT #1000 Morning Has Come
3.24: SJT #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.25: SJT #1024 When the Spirit Says Do
3.26: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear
3.27: SJT #1052 The Oneness od Everything
3.28: SJT #1064 Blue Boat Home
     Popular Music
3.29: The Circle Game by Joni Mitchell A & Buffy Saint Marie B
Video Link A: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5NEkJhBHh54 (4:55)
Video Link B: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PqjdtUn9lKo (3:02)
3.30: Happy by Pharrell Williams (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZbZSe6N_BXs 
3.31: See Emily Play by Pink Floyd (2:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7c0EDM-Yu9o 
3.32: Video Game (with lyrics) by Sufjan Stevens (4:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x4Y6YNCf-ow 
3.33: The Play by Peter Mayer (5:12)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADl_q5u9dlU 
3.34: Blue Boat Home by Peter Mayer (4:02)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WhsXl1_rEwI
3.35: Jama Day by Peter Mayer (2:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oMgNf1yJnTY 
3.36: Snuffleupagus by Peter Mayer (3:30)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mhKVKA-jBEA 
3.37: Magical World by Peter Mayer (3:56)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xJxuYCacxog 
3.38: Ocean Mary by Peter Mayer (4:08)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kVny6DpdGuw 
3.39: Astronaut Dreams by Peter Mayer (4:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=I4kwe-uVcZM 
3.40: Running with the Buffalo by Peter Mayer (4:30)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7r0gc715Uq4 
3.41: Molly O'Malley's by Peter Mayer (3:26)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hpFndFQVTFM 
3.42: Fall by Peter Mayer (3:01)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1rQMMDpwjCs 
3.43: Camping By the Sun by Peter Mayer (4:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y7WTfQo4DoU 
3.44: Could You Be by Peter Mayer (4:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vkXD9Ii74U8 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Wisdom Story: The Way of the Otter by Julie Simon, adapted (698 words)
     Daniel firmly grips his paddle and pulls hard against the water. He watches as the paddle tip dives below the surface, then leaves behind a tiny whirlpool as the paddle rises above the water. The kayak glides forward. He peers into the tall cattails arching above the sides of the kayak and scans for mud chutes. A light breeze moves his hair back from his eyes. But he cannot see the banks at all in the dim dawn light.
     They paddle on and soon emerge from the cattails and reeds of the marsh channel, into a small open stream. The sun climbs and glows up over the horizon. Now Daniel can see muddy, grassy chutes among the roots and bushes covering the banks of the stream.
     “Mom, over there,” he whispers, pointing to some marshy grasses across from the second chute. “We can wait over there. If we’re quiet, they won’t notice us.”
     They slowly paddle the kayak to the spot Daniel has suggested, backing it in so they can look out at the mud chute, undetected among the grasses. Then they wait—quiet and watchful—breathing in the moist air. Daniel is prepared to wait the whole morning—or longer—if need be. He is an experienced otter spotter.
     As they wait, Daniel remembered when he first learned about river otters. He was five or six, and his mother gave him a book for his birthday. It was My Little Book of River Otters by Hope Marston. He asked his mother to read it to him so often that he memorized the words. That book led him to learn as much about river otters as possible. While he knew that otters loved to play, he realized that young otters developed essential survival skills by playing, like how to hunt for food. In addition, playing with rocks improved skills like opening mussels and clams. Playing also helped strengthen their bonds with other otters. Daniel loved his kayak trips with his mother to watch the otters. He often imagined that he was playing with them.
     On this morning, he did not have to wait very long. Three river otters scampered along the bank. They have long, slender, brown, fur-covered bodies, with long narrow tails, and cute faces with long whiskers. One is much bigger than the other two. A mom and her two pups are out looking for breakfast. They slide down the mud chute into the stream unaware that they are being watched. Daniel is excited but he stays quiet, hardly breathing with delight.
     The otters dive underwater looking for small fish, clams, and crayfish. They each find a meal and climb up the bank to enjoy it. Then the otters slide back down the chute and dive for more food. One of the pups must be full. He quickly emerges from under the water with a rock instead of a fish, flips onto his back, and tosses the rock between his front paws. He looks like he is juggling.
     Daniel can barely keep back his giggles. But he is hoping for even more fun. Sure enough, after the other pup eats her fill of fish, she joins her brother, juggling two rocks while floating on her back. Then her brother decides it’s time to play slide and chase. He dashes up the bank and slides down the chute on his stomach. He lands in the stream with a swoosh, then dives and swims up beside his sister. She rolls and drops her rocks. The two pups splash and roll across the stream. They chase each other up the bank and down the mud slide over and over again.
     Eventually, Momma Otter finishes her breakfast too. She joins the pups in the slide-and-chase game. They are three otters rolling and splashing and frolicking in the water.
     Finally, Daniel can no longer contain his laughter. He giggles through his 
fingers. The otters stop and look over at the reeds where Daniel and his mom are hidden. Then they scramble up the bank and disappear into the shrubs. Daniel sighs a tired, contented sigh. Now he will go have his own breakfast. He has seen the play of the otter.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/children/wonder/session10/otter 

5.0: Meditations
5.1: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)
     If, on a starlit night,
with the moon brightly shimmering,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the evening universe remains a part of life we shall not know.
     If, on a cloudy day,
with grayness infusing all
and rain dancing rivers in the grass,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the stormy, threatening energy of
the universe remains
a part of life we shall not know.
     If, on a frosty morning,
dreading the chilling air before the sunrise,
We stay inside and do not venture out,
the awesome cold, quiet, and stillness of
the dawn universe remains
a part of life we shall not know.
     If, throughout these grace-given days of ours,
surrounded as we are by green life and
brown death, hot pink joy and cold gray
pain and miracles—always miracles—
     If we stay inside ourselves and do not venture out
then the Fullness of the universe
shall be unknown to us
And our locked hearts shall never feel the rush of worship.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/if-we-do-not-venture-out

5.2: All Our Relations by Rev. Gary Kowalski (141 words)
     Our time is short here on the earth.
Around us swirl immensities of time and space,
A universe infinite in all directions.
How small our hopes and cares seem
Amid the panorama of creation.
Yet we are not separate from the cosmos
But have evolved and grown out of it,
Like the leaves of a tree
Or the waves upon a sea.
And our thoughts are its thoughts,
Our lives a manifestation of never-ending vitality,
Our spirits a microcosm
Of the beauty and creativity of the whole
     Fill us then with reverence and compassion
For all who are our kin,
Cloud and sun, sibling and cousin,
The multitude of beings
Who share this improbable and never-to-be repeated moment,
All expressions, like ourselves,
Of the Mind-at-Large,
The Spirt-at-Play,
The Dynamism-at-Work,
In whom we live and move
And whom we will never know.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-our-relations 

5.3: All This Talk of Saving Souls by Linda Underwood (131 words)
     All this talk of saving souls.
Souls weren’t made to save,
like Sunday clothes that
give out at the seams.
     They’re made for wear; they
come with lifetime guarantees.
Don’t save your soul.
Pour it out like rain on
cracked, parched earth.
     Give your soul away, or
pass it like a candle flame.
Sing it out, or
laugh it up the wind.
     Souls were made for hearing
breaking hearts, for puzzling dreams,
remembering August flowers,
forgetting hurts.
     These men who talk of saving souls!
They have the look of bullies
who blow out candles before
you sing happy birthday,
and want the world to be
in alphabetical order.
     I will spend my soul,
playing it out like sticky string
into the world,
so I can catch every
last thing I touch.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/all-talk-saving-souls 

5.4: Children Widen the Circle of Our Being in Ways That Are Limitless by Rev. Gary Kowalski, adapted (187 words)
     Children widen the circle of our being in ways that are limitless.
     Every baby that’s born connects us to our history, our own parents, grandparents and unknown forbears who brought new life to the world in each successive generation.
     Every baby that’s born links us to the future, to a world yet to come that belongs to our descendants and that we hold in trust for our posterity whom we will never know.
     Each child connects us to nature, to the innocence and exuberance of a world always hatching newborns: kittens and pups and lambs and babes.
     [Every child reminds us why play is so important as their imaginations soar, as they explore the mysteries of their world, and as they dwell in timelessness and joy.]
     Each child reminds us of the kinship we share with people of other lands and races who love their young as purely and tenderly as we do.
     Each child connects us to the universe, to the holy mysteries of birth and death and becoming from which we all emerge.
     Children widen the circle of our being in ways that are limitless.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/children-widen 

5.5: Come Into This Room by Rev. Susan Maginn, adapted (108 words)
     Come into this room, weigh into this chair, breathe into this body, the very body that will be you, for better and for worse, in sickness and in health, till death do us part.
     Come into this day, raise your gaze into this light, this one steadfast sun who watches over all growing beings, even you, even now.
     [Come into this Sabbath moment of being and joy, of praying and playing, of wonder and mystery.]
     Come into this heart and break into the boundlessness of wild beauty, no beginning or ending in you, but flowing through like whitewater, reaching toward all that ever was and ever shall be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/come-room 

5.6: Here We Are by Rev. John Corrado (168 words)
     Here we are:
children at the Big Party,
having our moment in the sun,
our piece of the action,
till our bodies give way
and we are called home.
     We’re one big, not-always-happy family,
given life and breath by an eternal parent
we dearly long to know.
Now we have our one shot at it,
our one time to be a conscious part
of this ongoing cavalcade.
     It’s not a free and easy trip.
We have to live with pain as well as pleasure,
temptation as well as promise,
loneliness as well as love,
fear as well as hope.
We have to live inside a coat of skin,
wrapped up in drives difficult to control
and dreams difficult to achieve.
     And though we are the guests of honor,
we don’t get to set the time of the party or its place,
nor are we consulted about the guest list.
This is our time, and there really is just one question:
What are we going to do with it?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/here-we-are 

5.7: Holding Reality and Possibility Together by Rev. Samuel Trumbore, adapted (225 words)
     I invite you now into a time of gratitude, reflection, renewal and hope.
     What an unearned blessing to delight in the calming peace of this space;
to hear the robin’s song again at daybreak;
to feel the warmth in this room,
and to enjoy the promise of summer….
Each moment of wakefulness has so many gifts that offer energy and delight.
     Yet, too often they seem unavailable
as the weight of our troubles press down on us.
The threats to our well-being, real or exaggerated,
feel like mosquitoes in the night looking for a place to land.
Minds become captive to rising flood waters: forceful, murky, threatening and ominous.
     Even in moments of great danger, the direction of attention is a choice.
Fear can dominate the mind, binding it like a straitjacket.
Or love can unbind it and open it to resource and opportunity.
The soil of the mind can be watered with kindness.
The thorns can be removed one by one to appreciate the buds ready to flower.
     Great possibilities await us even if all we can see is the cliff before us.
The grandeur of life, of which we are a part,
scatters rainbows in every direction, even as the deluge approaches.
Holding reality and possibility together is the holy, [playful,] hope-filled work of humanity
     If…we choose it, again and again, in love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holding-reality 

5.8: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted (240 words)
     Blessed is this ground on which we stand. Holy is this place.
     Holy are the places of memory,
[the remembrance of a childhood filled with play and possibility,] 
the places [and times] which have formed us,
where we store the icons of success and shattered dreams
and gather threads and pieces of what we would become. . .
Holy are the places of memory.
     Holy are the places of the dream,
the places over the rainbow,
where all children are wanted and all people are fed,
where colors are the source of celebration
and youth and age come to the table as one. . .
Holy are the places of the dream.
     Holy are the places of change and pain,
the places of our struggle,
where the rivers of our lives run white and fast,
and we hold on, hold on and grow. . .
Holy are the places of change and pain.
     Holy are the places of connection,
the places where we risk our selves,
where hands touch hands, touch souls, touch minds,
and in awareness still, we change our lives. . .
     Holy are the places of connection.
     Holy are the places of becoming,
the places of clear vision,
where life and world are intertwined
and we can see forever in this moment
and give thanks. . .
Holy are the places of becoming.
     Blessed is the ground on which we stand. Holy — and whole-making— is this place.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holy-place 

5.9: How does one address a mystery? by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (195 words)
     How does one address a mystery?
     Cautiously—let us go cautiously, then, to the end of our certainty, to the boundary of all we know, to the rim of uncertainty, to the perimeter of the unknown which surrounds us.
     Reverently—let us go with a sense of awe, a feeling of approaching the powerful holy whose lightning slashes the sky, whose persistence splits concrete with green sprouts, whose miracles are present in every place and moment.
     Hopefully—out of our need for wholeness in our own lives, the reconciliation of mind and heart, the conjunction of reason and passion, the intersection of the timeless with time.
     Quietly—for no words will explain the inarticulate or summon the presence that is always present even in our absence.
     But what shall I say?
     Anything—any anger, any hope, any fear, any joy, any request, any word that comes from the depth of being addressed to Being itself—or, perhaps, nothing, no complaint, no request, no entreaty, no thanksgiving, no praise, no blame, no pretense of knowing or of not knowing.
     Simply be in the intimate presence of mystery, unashamed—unadorned—unafraid.
     And at the end say—Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/mystery 

5.10: Sabbath Home by Rev. Kathleen McTigue, adapted (213 words)
     Here in the refuge of this Sabbath home
we turn our busy minds toward silence,
and our full hearts toward one another.
     We move together through the mysteries:
the bright sunshine of birth and the shadowed questions of death.
     In our slow walk between the two we will be wounded,
and we will be showered with grace, amazing, unending.
     Even in our sorrows,
we feel our lives cradled in holiness we cannot comprehend,
and though we each walk within a vast loneliness
the promise we offer here is that we do not walk alone.
     This is a holy place in which we gather –
the light of the earth brought in and held,
touched then
by our answering light:
the flame on a chalice,
the flicker of a candle,
the lamps of our open faces brought near.
     In this place of silence and celebration,
solemnity and music, [prayer and play,]
we make a sanctuary and name our home.
     Into this home bring our hunger for awakening.
     We bring compassionate hearts,
and a will toward justice.
     Into this home we bring the courage to walk on
after hard losses.
     Into this home we bring our joy,
And gratitude for ordinary blessings.
     By our gathering we bless this place.
In its shelter we know ourselves blessed.
Source: Shine and Shadow by Kathleen McTigue

5.11: Imagine yourself on a wide, flowing river in a small boat by Susan Enzweiler (152 words)
     Imagine yourself on a wide, flowing river in a small boat,
     You are one little speck of being in a wide expanse of water bordered by rocky cliffs, towering trees and bright blue skies.
     Ahead of you are boulders and white-water rapids, but also calm pools and sand bars for picnics.
     Around you are other little specks of being—each one a person isolated in their own small boat—just like you.
     But together, all of you form a flotilla and you will journey down the river together,
     Guiding each other around the boulders, rescuing each other out of the white water,
     Enjoying the calm of the still pools and picnics on the sand bars.
     May your journey through life be the same, surrounded by friends and loved ones who will sustain you through the hard times and rejoice with you in the good times, until you reach the shore.
     Blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/imagine-yourself 

5.12: Life is Always Unfinished Business by Rev. Richard Gilbert (170 words)
     In the midst of the whirling day,
In the hectic rush to be doing,
In the frantic pace of life,
Pause here for a moment.
     Catch your breath;
Relax your body;
Loosen your grip on life.
     Consider that our lives are always unfinished business;
Imagine that the picture of our being is never complete;
Allow your life to be a work in progress.
     Do not hurry to mold the masterpiece;
Do not rush to finish the picture;
Do not be impatient to complete the drawing.
From beckoning birth to dawning death we are in process,
And always there is more to be done.
     Do not let the incompleteness weigh on your spirit;
Do not despair that imperfection marks your every day;
Do not fear that we are still in the making.
     Let us instead be grateful that the world is still to be created;
Let us give thanks that we can be more than we are;
Let us celebrate the power of the incomplete;
For life is always unfinished business.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/life-always-unfinished-business 

5.13: Listening for Our Song by Rev. David Blanchard, adapted (416 words)
     On sabbatical in East Africa, I heard a story of a people who believe that we are each created with our own song. Their tradition as a community is to honor that song by singing it as welcome when a child is born, as comfort when the child is ill, in celebration when the child marries, and in affirmation and love when death comes. Most of us were not welcomed into the world in that way. Few of us seem to know our song.
     It takes a while for many of us to figure out which is our song, and which is the song that others would like us to sing. Some of us are slow learners. I heard my song not necessarily from doing extraordinary things in exotic places, but also from doing some pretty ordinary things in some routine places. For every phrase I heard climbing Kilimanjaro, I learned another in a chair in a therapist’s office. For every measure I heard in the silence of a retreat, I heard another [playing and] laughing with my girls. For every note I heard in the wind on the beach at Lamu, I gleaned more from spending time with a dying friend as her children sang her song back to her. What came to astound me was not that the song appeared, but that it was always there.
     I figure that the only way I could have known it for my own was if I had heard it before, before memory went to work making sense and order of the mystery of our beginning. Our songs sing back to us something of our essence, something of our truth, something of our uniqueness. When our songs are sung back to us, it is not about approval, but about recognizing our being and our belonging in the human family.
     It is good to know our songs by heart for those lonely times when the world is not singing them back to us. That’s usually a good time to start humming to yourself, that song that is most your own.
     They can be heard as songs of love or of longing, songs of encouragement or of comfort, songs of struggle or of security. But most of all, they are the songs of life, giving testimony to what has been, giving praise for all we’re given, giving hope for all we strive for, giving voice to the great mystery that carries each of us in and out of this world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/listening-to-our-song 

5.14: Love Knows You by Rev. Barbara Merritt, adapted (514 words)
     When my youngest child was a baby, the sweetest part of my day was putting David to sleep. At fifteen months he had a demanding [play] schedule. There were toilet paper rolls to unravel, dressers to empty, bookshelves to clear, trash baskets to dump on the floor, papers to tear, pans to bang, books to redistribute throughout the house and office, pigeons to chase in the park, food to massage into his hair, a brother’s toys to covet and fight for, and a considerable collection of bright and educational playthings to utterly ignore. By 7:30 at night little David was stumbling through the house like a drunken sailor: cranky, exhausted, and too tired to walk in a straight line.
     But when I warmed a bottle of milk and he climbed up into my lap, the transformation was nothing short of miraculous. He would start to drink his bottle, and all the tension and agitation would melt away from his face. As he nestled into my arms, the frantic energy and the frustration disappeared. His body relaxed. He started to smile and hum to himself, and in a few minutes he was asleep. As the look of peace came over him, I found myself feeling wonderfully peaceful as well.
     Most little children find a place of comfort, safety, nourishment, and love in their mothers’ and fathers’ arms. It’s the place to go after a long hard day, a reality they can trust. Again and again, they return to this sustaining relationship. Independence is fine. There will be more mischief and exploration tomorrow. But babies seem to instinctively sense how important it is to recharge their batteries and to allow someone stronger to take care of them.
     I suspect that meditation and prayer are motivated by the same instinct. In our prayers, we are “nestling in” with reality, adopting a stance that declares we trust what is “out there” and what is “inside.” In moments of meditation, we assume a certain confidence, a faith that what is, is ultimately friendly, capable of supporting our life, and able to restore us to our full strength and potential. In a posture of receptivity and dependency, we allow for the possibility that a power greater than ourselves will hold us, feed our starving souls, and give us peace.
     Our best prayers are when we can simply turn our faces in the direction of love. One of my favorite Buddhist prayers reads in part:
     You may come to this Love, for a few seconds, then go away and do whatever you will.
God’s Love is unchanging.
You may deny the power of Love, to yourself, then curse God to anyone who will listen.
God’s Love is unchanging.
You may become the most despised of creatures, then return.
God’s Love is unchanging.
Go where you will, do whatever you will, stay however long you will, and come back.
This Love is unchanging.
No matter what befalls, no matter what you become, Love awaits you always. Love knows you and serves you. God’s love for you, in a changing world, is unchanging.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/love-knows-you

5.15: Meditation for an Intergenerational Service by Rev. Axel Gehrmann (206 words)
     Let us join in the spirit of prayer and meditation.
     We are each different. Some of us are bigger and others are smaller. Some of us are taller and others are shorter. Our hair is different colors and our eyes are different shapes.
     Some of us like to spend our time playing with dinosaurs, others like playing with cards. Some of us like running, others like reading. Some of us like eating cookies, others like drinking coffee.
     We are different, but we're also alike, because each of us is good at some things and not so good at others.
     Each of us has days when we are kind and help others, and we each have days when we are grumpy and gruff.
     We are alike because we each try to do what seems right to us. We each do the best we can.
     We each like it when we're happy and with good friends. But each of us has times when we were angry or sad.
     Let us remember that even though we may sometimes think life would be easier if everyone liked just what we like, and everyone thought just what we think—our differences are what make each one of us unique and special.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-for-an-intergenerational-service 

5.16: My Commitments to Myself by Rev. Laura Mancuso, adapted (339 words)
     I take care of myself first, because I am deserving of exquisite care.
     I take care of myself to maintain the capacity to help others.
     [I take care to balance my work with play and rest.]
     I move and stretch my body every day.
     I spend time in nature, attuning my senses to the earth's wisdom.
     I ration my daily exposure to the news. I identify and access credible sources of information. I protect myself from becoming overwhelmed by information about the pandemic.
     I pace myself.
     I sit with the reality of uncertainty and impermanence, and allow it to temper my desire for control.
     I listen without judgment to others' reactions, which may be different from mine.
     I forgive myself and others when stress brings out our shadow selves.
     I feel fear fully when I am fearful.
     I experience sadness fully when I am sad.
     I allow anger fully when I am angry.
     I relish joy fully when I am joyful.
     I seek out healthy pleasures and indulge in them without guilt.
     I remind myself that feelings are transient states that move through me. They do not last. And they do not define me. Nor do my thoughts.
     I balance my drive for self-improvement with compassionate acceptance of myself as I am right now.
     I initiate contact with loved ones to let them know I hold them in my heart.
     I seek out, with increased sensitivity, those who are the most vulnerable.
     If possible, I share my resources with those who need help to survive.
     When possible, I move away from people, situations, and experiences that do not serve my highest good.
     I strengthen my connection to my sources of spiritual strength so that I continue to be replenished.
     I acknowledge the nearness of death as a key motivator for living a full life.
     I pray for the suffering of all beings to cease.
     I grieve my losses and celebrate my successes.
     I remain open to new ways of being, surprising sources of joy, and unanticipated discoveries every day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/my-commitments-myself

5.17: The Journey by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer, adapted (180 words)
     It’s a pilgrimage,
like a trek around Mount Kailash,
or perhaps Bodh Gaya,
but it’s life itself,
the whole thing, every moment.
     On the high passes of Mount Kailash,
pilgrims hope for a kind of death,
a rebirth of spirit,
and it’s not a bad thing to go there, do that,
if time and money allow.
     But what of this journey of every day,
and what can we learn from the pilgrims there?
They, light-headed in the altitude,
gasping in amazement
at the alternation of clear, bright sunlight
and windblown snows
amid the vast, craggy highlands
and steep, worn paths.
     It seems to me a wind blows here
from Mount Kailash or somewhere,
and so we pilgrims of sidewalk and parking lot
are sometimes taken unawares —
not so much by windblown snows
as by apples in the supermarket,
or sunshine through the trees
next to the school [where children laugh and play.]
We gasp in amazement,
lifted from our everyday selves,
for no reason at all.
     Let it be a pilgrimage each day,
and may our journeys all be blessed.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/journey 

5.18: We Are Part of the Mystery by Rev. Andrew C. Backus, adapted (124 words)
     Spirit of life -- mysterious power in all creation—we stand before you now as countless others have stood asking that you make yourself known to us. 
     Let us find you in the glories and wonders of the world and in moments of great joy and ecstasy... [in play, imagination, creativity, and more.]
     But most of all, let us find you in the commonplace: in that which we touch everyday, let us find you in the familiar: in those whom we touch everyday. Let us find you in ourselves: at the center of our being. 
     Teach us in the careless, casual moments when we do not ask to be taught. And let us know that we are, indeed, part of the mystery. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/we-are-part-of-the-mystery

6.0: Prayers
6.1: Oh Divine Spirit by Rev. Tess Baumberger (268 words)
     Oh Divine Spirit,
healer of my hurts,
consoler of my sorrows,
vibrant light of happiness,
birther of all life
and gentle way of death,
hear my prayer.
I raise my heart to you
as do the ancient redwoods,
rooted in the ground,
swaying in the wind.
     I praise and thank you for my life,
gifts of body and essence,
strength to bear life's burdens,
grace to dance life's joys.
     I praise and thank you for my life,
gifts of eyes and heart
that fill with beauty smiling,
or with pain and sadness weeping.
     I praise and thank you for my life,
gifts of ears to hear
words of grace and wisdom,
to listen to and lighten
the burdens of others.
     I praise and thank you for my life,
my voice to sing out praises,
to speak my truths and visions,
to share my self with others.
     I praise and thank you for my life.
gifts of all my senses,
rhythm of my heartbeat,
rise and fall of my breathing,
the will to live with passion, serenity, joy.
     Spirit, guide me to a deeper knowing
of your presence in the world.
Show me the deeper meanings
of the patterns of my years.
Help me regard myself and others
with eyes of calm compassion.
Teach me to learn patience
with their failings and my own.
Help me accept the mold and fashion
of my life through marching years.
     In the names of all who perceive
your transcendent presence
in trees and brooks and mountains,
in work and play and resting,
in all moments and places between,
amen and blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5604.shtml 

6.2: A Prayer for the Children by Ina J. Hughes, adapted (328 words)
     We pray for the children
[who use imagination to play for hours]
who sneak popsicles before supper,
who erase holes in math workbooks,
who can never find their shoes. And we pray for those who stare at photographers from behind barbed wire,
who can’t bound down the street in a new pair of sneakers, 
who never “counted potatoes,”
who are born in places where we wouldn’t be caught dead, who never go to the circus, who live in an X-rated world.
     We pray for the children who bring us sticky kisses and fistfuls of dandelions, who hug us in a hurry and forget their lunch money.
And we pray for those 
who never get dessert, who have no safe blanket to drag behind them,
who watch their parents watch them die,
who can’t find bread to steal, who don’t have rooms to clean up, whose pictures aren’t on anybody’s dresser,
whose monsters are real.
     We pray for the children who spend their allowance before Tuesday,
who throw tantrums in the grocery store and pick at their food, 
who like ghost stories,
who shove dirty clothes under the bed,
who never rinse out the tub,
who get visits from the tooth fairy,
who don’t like to be kissed in front of the carpool,
who squirm in church and scream in the phone,
whose tears we sometimes laugh at and
whose smiles can make us cry.
     And we pray for those
Whose nightmares come in the daytime,
Who will eat anything
Who have never seen dentist,
Who aren’t spoiled by anybody,
Who go to bed hungry and cry themselves to sleep,
Who live and move, but have no being
     We pray for the children
Who want to be carried and for those who must,
Who we never give up on and for those who don’t get a second chance.
We pray for those we smother and for those who will grab the hand of
anybody kind enough to offer it.
Source: https://www.appleseeds.org/childpry.htm 

6.3: We Pray for the Children by Rev. Gary Kowalski, adapted (328 words)
     We pray for the children,
For the voiceless, for the innocent, for the vulnerable, for the least powerful among us, and those most in need of our protection.
We pray for the children,
Who depend on adults to make their world safe, [to make space and time for play,] to create networks of care and learning, and to provide the schools and doctors and counselors and teachers that support them in their growth.
     We pray for the children,
     Who do not understand partisan politics, who are not registered to vote, who are not interested in debating points, but who have a very deep interest in clean air and pure water and a world without war.
     We pray for the children,
     Who trust their elders to exercise wisdom, to act responsibly, but who are so often disappointed and betrayed in that trust.
     We pray for the children,
     Who are satisfied with so little-a warm blanket, a roof overhead, a good pair of sneakers-but who often lack even the barest of necessities.
     We pray for the children,
     For the ones on honor rolls and the ones on drugs, for the well-adjusted and those who have been battered and traumatized by life.
     We pray for the children,
     For those tormented by bullies at school and for the bullies themselves, tormented by demons we cannot even imagine.
     We pray for the children,
     For girls and boys who see far too much sex and violence on TV and are assaulted and seduced with unhealthy images of femininity and masculinity [social media.]
     We pray for the children,
      Who remind us of all that is tender and playful in ourselves, and of our own capacity for laughter and for love.
     We pray for the children,
     Who contain all the promise of generations to come and all the possibilities of tomorrow.
     Help us, we pray, to be the guardians and advocates of all children everywhere, with eyes to see that all are children of God.
     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/44766.shtml 

6.4: Prayer for our Children by Rev. Robert Kaufmann, adapted (170 words0
     We wish for you a storm or two that you may enjoy the calm. We wish for you tranquility in time of trial. We wish you a cool breeze on a warm day, and pale white clouds that you may better appreciate the blueness of the sky. We wish you darkness that you may see the stars.
     We wish you anticipation of high adventure, and we wish you the courage to avoid battle. We wish you a sense of wonder—and poetry—and music. We wish you companionship that you may appreciate solitude, [we wish you play that you learn from mystery.] 
      We wish you a friend who will understand you, and understanding so that you may have a friend. We wish you may become all that you wish to be, and more than you hope that you can be.
     We wish you a flower to smell, a hand to touch, a voice to cheer, a heart to gladden. And we wish you someone to love, as we love you.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/prayer-for-our-children

6.5: Prayer in a Time of Awe by Rev. Maureen Killoran, adapted & changed to third person (196 words)
     Holy grandparents of the Universe...energies of creation...endless mysteries of life:
You are the music that sounded before our world was born,
sound and silence woven throughout the ages,
far beyond the most profound wisdom humanity has been able to touch.
     Be with us, deepen our willingness to live without certainty;
to take the risks of living on the edges of our creativity; 
[to play with the universe again as we did when we were children,]
to step beyond the boundaries of possibility and hope.
     Help us always to remember that we are in our essence the magic of star stuff:
that we are kin to all that is and was and may yet come to be.
     Teach us to temper our impatience, to retain our conviction that what we do makes a difference;
that even our smallest act can contribute to the good of a greater whole.
Be with us in our uncertainties. Rejoice with our small triumphs.
     Comfort our losses. Remind us we are never alone, not in our joys or in my tears.
In the blessing of our silence, may we feel your presence, something greater than we have yet been able to comprehend.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-time-awe

6.6: Prayer of Co-Creation by Rev. Lyn Cox (194 words)
     Creative spirit, source of life and love:
     We give thanks for the beauty of this day and for the company of those assembled here.
     Thank you for the breezes of change, clearing our heads and bringing fresh ideas. May they cleanse our minds of the oppressions and isms that divide us.
     Thank you for the flame of hope, the heat of righteous anger, the warmth of compassion, and the fire of commitment. May they bubble the cauldrons of transformation.
    Thank you for oceans of love, rivers of connection, tears of relief, and pools of serenity. May healing waters flow over us and through us and among us, wearing down the sharp rocks of despair to bring joy in the morning.
     Thank you for the good earth beneath us, around us, and within us. May we take this clay and co-create a new realm of justice and beauty.
     [Thank you for the spirit of life that has animated play, creativity, exploration, and science.]
     Thank you for all these and more. We accept our gifts and commit to building, sculpting, painting, singing, and dancing them to life; to abundant life.
     So be it. Blessed be. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-co-creation 

[bookmark: _3znysh7]7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Rev. Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #547 Summer Meditation by Rev. Robert T. Weston
7.3: SLT #558 For Everything a Season from Ecclesiastes 3
7.4: SLT #664 Give Us the Spirit of the Child by Rev. Sarah York (formerly Campbell)

8.0: Readings
[bookmark: _2et92p0]8.1: If I Should Die (and I will someday) by Ken Nye (308 words)
     If I should die,
(and I will some day),
I won't be far away.
You will see me.
     When the big golden retriever ambles in
and lies down under the kitchen table,
he's lying at my feet.
I'm in the chair.
When Ann throws the covers off
and heads for the warm bathroom,
I'm in the dressing room, up and ready to go.
I'm watching the birds at the feeder.
I'm waiting for the tulips to bloom
and the flowering shrubs to burst in color.
I'm down in the barn, fiddling with the old tractor.
Where ever I used to be, I am still there.
What ever I used to do, I still do it.
You will see me.
     If I should die,
(and I will some day),
I hope, when it happens,
that I'm still in the game.
When I was a boy I would day dream of being
carried out on a stretcher while the cheerleaders wept.
And, of course,
I would return to the conflict
to even greater glory.
I can't expect to return to play,
but the game has been such fun,
I won't leave right away.
I'm still here.
You will see me.
     My life has been a joyful banquet;
plenty of frosting and cake,
delectable appetizers and
nourishing and filling main courses.
(Note the order of the servings.)
Many friends at our table to share the feast,
some still on the guest list,
some having moved on.
     Where I sat, I am still sitting.
Where I worked, I am still there.
I am with those I love,
I am with my family.
I am with my dog.
I am with my friends.
     No, I am too much a part of all these things.
If I should die,
(and I will some day)
I won't be too far away.
You will see me.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/133260.shtml 

8.2: And How Are the Children? by Rev. Patrick O'Neill (374 words)
     Among the most accomplished and fabled tribes of Africa, no tribe was considered to have warriors more fearsome or more intelligent than the mighty Masai. It is perhaps surprising, then, to learn the traditional greeting that passed between Masai warriors: "Kasserian Ingera," one would always say to another. It means, "And how are the children?"
     It is still the traditional greeting among the Masai, acknowledging the high value that the Masai always place on their children's well-being. Even warriors with no children of their own would always give the traditional answer, "All the children are well." Meaning, of course, that peace and safety prevail, that the priorities of protecting the young, the powerless, are in place. That Masai society has not forgotten its reason for being, its proper functions and responsibilities. "All the children are well" means that life is good. It means that the daily struggles for existence do not preclude proper caring for their young. [It means that the children are valued, that they are afforded time for play, that they do not want for food, or love, or care.]
     I wonder how it might affect our consciousness of our own children's welfare if in our culture we took to greeting each other with this daily question: "And how are the children?" I wonder if we heard that question and passed it along to each other a dozen times a day, if it would begin to make a difference in the reality of how children are thought of or cared about in our own country.
     I wonder if every adult among us, parent and non-parent alike, felt an equal weight for the daily care and protection of all the children in our community, in our town, in our state, in our country... I wonder if we could truly say without any hesitation, "The children are well, yes, all the children are well."
     What would it be like... if the minister began every worship service by answering the question, "And how are the children?" If every town leader had to answer the question at the beginning of every meeting: "And how are the children? Are they all well?" Wouldn't it be interesting to hear their answers? What would it be like? I wonder...
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/and-how-are-the-children 

8.3: For the Flowers have the Gift of Language by Rev. Richard Gilbert, adapted (366 words)
     Speak, flowers, speak!
Why do you say nothing?
The flowers have the gift of language.
In the meadow they speak of freedom,
Creating patterns wild and free as no gardener could match.
In the forest they nestle, snug carpets under the roof of
Leaf and branch, making a rug of such softness.
At end tip of branches they cling briefly
Before bursting into fruit sweet to taste.
     Flowers, can you not speak joy to our sadness?
And hope to our fear?
Can you not say how it is with you
That you color the darkest corner?
     The flowers have the gift of language.
At the occasion of birth they are buds before bursting.
At the ceremony of love they unite two lovers in beauty.
At the occasion of death, they remind us how lovely is life.
     Oh, would that you had voice,
Silent messengers of hope.
Would that you could tell us how you feel,
Arrayed in such beauty.
     The flowers have the gift of language.
In the dark depths of a death camp
They speak the light of life.
In the face of cruelty
They speak of courage.
In the experience of ugliness
They bespeak the persistence of beauty.
     Speak, messengers, speak!
For we would hear your message.
Speak, messengers, speak!
For we need to hear what you would say.
     [For the flowers have the gift of language:
They say “play,” and are surrounded by bees, butterflies, and children.
They say “look” and are witnessed by poets, artists, and gardeners.
They say “love” and are symbols for weddings, hospital rooms, and gifts of the heart.}
     For the flowers have the gift of language: witness
They transport the human voice on winds of beauty;
They lift the melody of song to our ears;
They paint through the eye and hand of the artist;
Their fragrance binds us to sweet-smelling earth.
     May the blessing of the flowers be upon you.
May their beauty beckon to you each morning
And their loveliness lure you each day,
And their tenderness caress you each night.
May their delicate petals make you gentle,
And their eyes make you aware.
May their stems make you sturdy,
And their reaching make you care.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/27759.shtml 

8.4: Honoring Children by Rev. Linda Olson Peebles (621 words) 
     Sitting on the ground,
with the huge universe of sky and space all around, may we let our eyes be open to the miracle of life in every person whom we see.
May our hearts and minds not be numb
or unaware or unconcerned.
The vibrancy of life is all around.
The power of love and nurture
is ours to bring into being,
to help ourselves and every child we meet.
Who we are and how we are with one another matters.
May we bring blessing and witness to
the sacredness of our being human. Amen.
     Like so many people who have paid attention to their children, I know that babies come to us with a fullness of being that lives and experiences and interacts with the world. Children are not just cute objects to be adored or sentimentalized. They are human beings in the fullest sense, and they can remind adults of what being a human being really means. Even in the first hours and weeks, a baby can communicate and be communicated with, can display personality and mannerisms, can teach us how to see and love, and can learn from us how we respond and love in return.
     All children are full beings, open to the experience of living and loving. Their eyes seek to see everything, their hands reach out to touch. Nurtured and supported, they love to learn, to create, to play, to engage life wholly.
     When we wrap our children in blankets, what threads are in that fabric? Each of us brings threads to the weaving of our environment. We seek to wrap our babies in cloth of soft threads, smooth or silky, comforting. But all too often we discover that the threads in the blankets around most children include the itchy lines of greed or arrogance, the scratchy web of hatred and uncaring. Babies around the world, and children as they grow, are all being scarred by the world that has enfolded them.
     What happens when that full humanness of a child is not nurtured and encouraged to grow? The child who is dehumanized, who is damaged, grows to be a person scarred and unable to see the humanity of a child or another adult. Whether it is consumerism and mind-numbing media, or hunger and violence, or racism and narcissism, our children are wounded by the blankets that we have inherited and that have wounded us.
     What should we be offering to comfort our babies, to guide our children? Should we tell stories about how to survive in a tough world—how to grow calluses? If that is our answer to the pain, it will continue.
     We need to feed children and keep them safe from being dehumanized. We need to teach our children to follow their own inborn instincts and to develop those qualities which make them most human. These life-expressing skills include the capacity to reach out to others, to express their needs clearly, to offer smiles and love unconditionally, to see the world with nonjudgmental, curious eyes, to get up from falls with courage. We need to teach our children to live out their love in this world and to remember how to be open to finding the love and nurture that a human being must have to thrive.
     And we need to see how the plight of the saddest of children is a reflection of what we have brought to the fabric of our shared lives, our sadness and our wounds, which must be healed and not passed on to more children. When we can truly believe in life and love, and offer that gift to all children, we can share the blessing of the sacredness of our being wholly human.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/honoring-children 

8.5: Hopping over the Surface of Life by Rev. Doug Kraft, adapted (247 words)
     When I was a kid, I liked to skip stones on lakes. If I threw a flat stone at the correct angle and with enough speed and energy it would kiss the surface and leap into the air again and again.
     If we have too much stuff in our lives, our attention skips from one object to another without really enjoying anything. If we have too many activities, our attention jumps from past to future without settling into the present. If we have too many opinions, we end up thinking about how things should be without fully seeing how things are.
     Happiness and ease flow from the bottom of the lake. They aren’t found hopping over the surface of life. We have to slow down enough to settle into the depths.
     [Children settle into the depths when they play. They are so absorbed in the moment that time stops, distractions fall away, joy expands, and they are at ease.] 
     Joy and ease are simple and uncomplicated. Having lots of things to do, stuff to manage, places to go and opinions to consult make life complicated. 
     Practices that cultivate simplicity do two things. (1) They reduce the amount of stuff, activities or preferences so we have a better chance of settling into the present. They get the outward to resonate a little better with the happiness, joy and ease in our depths. And (2) they help us become more aware of our relationship to stuff, experience and thought.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/hopping-over-surface-life 

8.6: All I Ever Really Needed to Know I Learned in Kindergarten by Robert Fulghum
     All I really need to know about how to live and what to do and how to be I learned in kindergarten. Wisdom was not at the top of the graduate school mountain, but there in the sand pile at school.
These are the things I learned:
· Share everything.
· Play fair.
· Don’t hit people.
· Put things back where you found them.
· Clean up your own mess.
· Don’t take things that aren’t yours.
· Say you’re sorry when you hurt somebody.
· Wash your hands before you eat.
· Flush.
· Warm cookies and cold milk are good for you.
· Live a balanced life – learn some and think some and draw and paint and sing and dance and play and work every day some.
· Take a nap every afternoon.
· When you go out in the world, watch out for traffic, hold hands and stick together.
· Be aware of wonder. Remember the little seed in the Styrofoam cup: the roots go down and the plant goes up and nobody really knows how or why, but we are all like that.
· Goldfish and hamsters and white mice and even the little seed in the Styrofoam cup – they all die. So do we.
· And then remember the Dick-and-Jane books and the first word you learned – the biggest word of all – LOOK.
     Everything you need to know is in there somewhere. The Golden Rule and love and basic sanitation. Ecology and politics and equality and sane living.
     Take any one of those items and extrapolate it into sophisticated adult terms and apply it to your family life or your work or government or your world and it holds true and clear and firm. Think what a better world it would be if we all – the whole world – had cookies and milk at about 3 o’clock in the afternoon and then lay down with our blankies for a nap. Or if all governments had as a basic policy to always put things back where they found them and to clean up their own mess.
     And it is still true, no matter how old you are, when you go out in the world, it is best to hold hands and stick together.
Source: https://www.comfortspringstation.com/2018/12/28/all-i-need-to-know/ 

8.7: Playing with Time (264 words)
     What is time? The Greek philosopher Heraclitus said, "Time is a child playing, moving counters on a gameboard: the kingdom belongs to a child." As you recall your childhood, do you remember the vastness of time in which an afternoon of play seemed almost infinite. 
     If we are to take time seriously, then we must be willing to play with it, to play in it. This is precisely the way in which we can begin to find time, to become aware of ourselves in time. 
     You can play with time by taking off your watch for a day once and a while and trying to tell what time it is, by the location of the sun or by your own internal clock. You can play with time for one day a year, perhaps in autumn, by living by natural light. Go to bed when it gets dark, and then get up early to watch the dawn. You can play with time by keeping a sabbath-day once or twice a year, committed to spending the day in contemplation. You can play with time, by playing with children and adapting yourself to their sense of time. Consider getting up fifteen minutes early each day and using that time for nothing at all. Or take the time to wash the dishes or mow the grass and really pay attention to what you are doing, refusing to think about what comes next. Play with time by taking an hour each day to play with time, to do whatever playful thing you would do if you had the time.
Source: Touchstones

8.8: Soul Play by Drew Leder (101 words)
     St. Paul proclaimed himself a “fool for Christ.” Jews honor the Sabbath, that time to stop working and to take pleasure in life. Hindus say that the universe was created as “lila,” divine play. … Muslim Sufis teach through jokes about Mulla Nasruddin, a laughable sage/fool. Native Americans celebrate bawdy trickster-figures. … Buddhists practice meditative games of breathing, attention, and joyful presence. Zen teachers poke fun at dogma, as in master Feng’s pronouncement: “The Buddha is a bullheaded jail keeper, and the Patriarchs are horse-faced old maids!” It seemed the whole world was playing with Spirit in a thousand delightful ways.
Source: Games for the Soul: 40 Playful Ways to Find Fun and Fulfillment in a Stressful World by Drew Leder

8.9: The World Opens to Us by Glynn Rosenberg (237 words)
     The world opens to us, newborn and uncurling its perfect tiny fists, fingers stretching out and up to us. We are graced with the beauty of the infinitely complex universe. As children, we wander our world, eyes wide, receiving the blessed gifts the world thrusts upon us unquestionably. We are surprised and baffled by the absurdity of our own existence. There is nothing worth doing; we sit and marvel at the beauty of all things, playing, just as we're meant to. We are content because we don't need to understand, we're happy to simply exist in this wonderfully intricate place. But as we grow older, the beauty seems to dry up. We see with too much clarity the squirming filth under rocks and the tragedy of human nature. The universe no longer seems miraculous, and we try to hide ourselves from it, inside cares and behind office doors. We shield our eyes with coffee mugs and newspapers. We're afraid to see what the world holds, we're afraid it's not beautiful anymore. We all need to play again. Throw up your hands to the immense and growing sky, simply feel the weight of existence upon your skin. Marvel at the beauty of the storm and the pure, black earth beneath our feet. The universe gives itself to us unconditionally. All we need to do is awaken from our self-induced dreams and be blessed by the charity of being.
Source: Touchstones

8.10: Play as Transcendence by Rev. Jim Eller (226 words)
     …Play is a form of Unitarian Universalist transcendence. In play we lose ourselves and enter a kind of time out of time. When we play full on, we can fall out of regular time and enter time as defined by that play. We become lost in order to be found. It is what holidays can offer. It is a place to stretch and be stretched. It is like the …family football games, or croquet on the lawn in my childhood. When one is playing, one is on a different time, no longer measured by the standard units of the larger society, but rather by the peculiar ones of the game in question. In the "serious" world it may be 11 a.m. on such and such a day, month and year. But in the universe in which one is playing it may be the third round, the fourth act, the allegro movement, or the second kiss. In playing, one steps out of one time into another.
     Yes, to play is to be in the moment of joy and ecstasy with another and is a signal of transcendence. In play we escape the pain, the sorrow, the conflict of everyday life, and play becomes the center of our life. It can be a place of pure joy, which seems to reach beyond time for a moment or two.
Source: Types of UU Transcendence by Rev. Jim Eller

8.11: Play as Enchantment by Katherine May (138 words)
     That’s because we misunderstand play itself, casting it as exuberant, silly, a frippery that signals to us that our children are still young enough to have not yet turned their minds to more weighty endeavors. But play is serious. Play is absolute. Play is the complete absorption in something that doesn’t matter to the external world, but which matters completely to you. It’s an immersion in your own interests that becomes a feeling in itself, a potent emotion. Play is a disappearance into a space of our choosing, invisible to those outside the game. It is the pursuit of pure flow, a sandbox mind in which we can test new thoughts, new selves. It’s a form of symbolic living, a way to transpose one reality onto another and mine it for meaning. Play is a form of enchantment.
Source: Enchantment: Awakening Wonder in an Anxious Age by Katherine May

8.12: Deep Play by Diane Ackerman (268 words)
     Deep play is the ecstatic form of play. In its thrall, all the play elements are visible, but they're taken to intense and transcendent heights. Thus, deep play should really be classified by mood, not activity. It testifies to how something happens, not what happens. Games don't guarantee deep play, but some activities are prone to it: art, religion, risk-taking, and some sports — especially those that take place in relatively remote, silent, and floaty environments, such as scuba diving, parachuting, hang gliding, mountain climbing.
     Deep play always involves the sacred and holy, sometimes hidden in the most unlikely or humble places — amid towering shelves of rock in Nepal; crouched over print in a dimly lit room; …wearing a coconut-shell mask. We spend our lives in pursuit of moments that will allow these altered states to happen. The Australian Aborigines search for it on wilderness treks called walkabouts, during which young men of the tribe go alone into the dangerous outback to gain strength and wisdom. Buddhist lamas and Hindu sadhus travel, nearly naked, to pray atop glacial mountains in Tibet. People from many cultures have gone on soul journeys into the wilderness, where risk, hunger, pain, exhaustion, and sometimes self-torture might inspire visions. Young Masai men set off on a pilgrimage to Mount Kilimanjaro…. Native Americans have often used ritualized running to scale mental heights. …The official purpose of these ordeals may be religious, but the physiological goal is to impel the initiate into a higher state of consciousness that kindles visions and insights, in a locale where survival may depend on a combination of ingenuity and nerve.
Source: https://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13551/deep-play 

8.13: Come, O Sabbath Day by Gustav Gottheil (84 words)
     Come, O Sabbath day and bring peace and healing on thy wing:
and to every weary one let a word of blessing come:
thou shalt rest. Thou shalt rest.
     Welcome Sabbath! Let depart ev’ry care of troubled heart.
Now the daily task is done, let a word of comfort come:
thou shalt rest. Thou shalt rest.
     Work and sorrow cast away! Sabbath is for prayer and play.
With the setting* of the sun, let a cheering message come:
thou shalt rest. Thou shalt rest.  *(or rising)
Source: SLT #204

8.14: Being Made Real by Margery Williams Bianco (172 words)
     “Real isn’t how you are made,” said the Skin Horse. “It’s a thing that happens to you. When a child loves you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become Real.”
     “Does it hurt?” asked the Rabbit.
     “Sometimes,” said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. “When you are Real you don’t mind being hurt.”
     “Does it happen all at once, like being wound up,” he asked, “or bit by bit?”
     “It doesn’t happen all at once,” said the Skin Horse. “You become. It takes a long time. That’s why it doesn’t happen often to people who break easily, or have sharp edges, or who have to be carefully kept. Generally, by the time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved off, and your eyes drop out and you get loose in the joints and very shabby. But these things don’t matter at all, because once you are Real you can’t be ugly, except to people who don’t understand.”
Source: The Velveteen Rabbit by Margery Williams Bianco

8.15: Love, Wisdom, and Play by David Spangler
     Unfortunately, in our society we tend to equate play with frivolity and irresponsibility. There certainly is play that is like that, but such play is usually a form of escape and disconnection from the world. True play, such as we see children engaging in, is the opposite: it takes them into the world in a way that honors imagination and the power of the moment to reveal new and unexpected things; it is an encounter that opens the door for emergence. It connects them with what is and with what might or could be. True play is a doorway into the future and into possibility and newness.... Play can be loving and wise; indeed, love and wisdom are at heart playful.
Source: A Pilgrim in Aquarius by David Spangler

8.16: Religion as Play by Diane Ackerman (153 words)
     The spirit of deep play is central to the life of each person, and also to society, inspiring the visual, musical, and verbal arts; exploration and discovery; war; law; and other elements of culture we’ve come to cherish (or dread). Swept up by the deepest states of play, one feels balanced, creative, focused. Deep play is a fascinating hallmark of being human; it reveals our need to seek a special brand of transcendence, with a passion that makes thrill-seeking explicable, creativity possible, and religion inevitable. Perhaps religion seems an unlikely example of playing, but if you look at religious rites and festivals, you’ll see all the play elements, and also how deep that play can become. …They swallow time. They are ecstatic, absorbing, rejuvenating. The word “prayer” derives from the Latin precarius, and contains the idea of uncertainty and risk. Will the entreaty be answered? Life or death may depend on the outcome.
Source: Deep Play by Diane Ackerman

8.17: Catching Kids by J. D. Salinger (115 words)
     Anyway, I keep picturing all these little kids playing some game in this big field of rye and all. Thousands of little kids, and nobody's around - nobody big, I mean - except me. And I'm standing on the edge of some crazy cliff. What I have to do, I have to catch everybody if they start to go over the cliff - I mean if they're running and they don't look where they're going I have to come out from somewhere and catch them. That's all I do all day. I'd just be the catcher in the rye and all. I know it's crazy, but that's the only thing I'd really like to be.
Source: Catcher in the Rye by J. D. Salinger

8.18: You Can’t Take It with You by Annie Dillard (185 words)
     Thomas Merton wrote, “there is always a temptation to diddle around in the contemplative life, making itsy-bitsy statues.” There is always an enormous temptation in all of life to diddle around making itsy-bitsy friends and meals and journeys for itsy-bitsy years on end. It is so self-conscious, so apparently moral, simply to step aside from the gaps where the creeks and winds pour down, saying, I never merited this grace, quite rightly, and then to sulk along the rest of your days on the edge of rage.
     I won’t have it. The world is wilder than that in all directions, more dangerous and bitter, more extravagant and bright. We are making hay when we should be making whoopee; we are raising tomatoes when we should be raising Cain, or Lazarus.
     Go up into the gaps. If you can find them; they shift and vanish too. Stalk the gaps. Squeak into a gap in the soil, turn, and unlock-more than a maple- a universe. This is how you spend this afternoon, and tomorrow morning, and tomorrow afternoon. Spend the afternoon. You can’t take it with you.
Source: Pilgrim at Tinker Creek by Annie Dillard

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
[bookmark: _tyjcwt]10.1: Go Boldly by Jean Olson (104 words)
     May you be brave enough to expose your aching woundedness and reveal your vulnerability.
     May you speak your deepest truths, knowing that they will change as you do.
     May you sing the music within you, composing your own melody, playing your song with all your heart.
     May you draw, paint, sculpt, and sew, showing the world your vision.
     May you write letters, poetry, biography, slogans, graffiti, the great novel, laying bare your words to love and hate.
     May you love even though your heart breaks again and again.
And until the end of your days, may your life be filled with possibilities and courage.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/go-boldly

10.2: Holy Uselessness by Margaret Guenther, adapted (63 words)
Play exists for its own sake. Play is for the moment; it is not hurried, even when the pace is fast and timing seems important. When we play, we also celebrate holy uselessness. Like the calf frolicking in the meadow, we need no pretense or excuses. Work is productive; play, in its disinterestedness and self-forgetting, can be fruitful. [Go in peace and play.]
Source: Toward Holy Ground by Margaret Guenther

[bookmark: _3dy6vkm]11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
The following involves a summary of sermons as well as the text of Worship Web and Touchstones’ sermons. They are ranked by the ease by which they can be used in part or whole. The synopsis gives you a brief outline of the sermon, while the excerpt represents a compelling passage from the sermon. If you use any of the following excerpts in a sermon (or meditations or readings above), please be sure to credit the author. 
[bookmark: _1t3h5sf]
      Annotated Sermons
11.1: The Wisdom of Play by Rev Anthony Makar
[bookmark: _4d34og8]Source:  https://www.uuworld.org/articles/wisdom-play
Length: 1,427 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: This is an excerpt from the original sermon which is no longer online. Rev Anthony Makar begins recounting a story about playing scrabble with two young girls told by Dr. Peter Gray, a Boston College psychology researcher. Because the girls didn’t know how to play, he saw it as an opportunity to teach them. Once they understood the basics, they threw the rules away. All they wanted to do was to make the longest, silliest words possible and then make up definitions for the words. Makar then unpacks how they played using five factors offered by Gray.
Play is freely entered into.
Those playing are free agents who determine their own rules.
Play is imaginative.
Play is done primarily for the sake of fun.
Play is it completely absorbing.
     Makar summarizes that play is an, “Activity that is freely entered, is self-determining, is full of imagination, is valued primarily because it is enjoyable, and is characterized by a mindset of utter absorption.”
    Makar relates a story about shopping when children playing catch in store annoyed him. He realized how he had lost the playfulness of his own childhood. He then enumerates the way that the five factors essential to play are squeezed out of people by expectations of the adult world.
     Makar concludes writing, “Maybe the playful approach really can release us to work past whatever is hard for us. A little bit of playfulness can go a long way.”
Excerpt: The girls “…unstated but obvious goal, on each turn, was to put down the longest, funniest nonsense word that they could, using as many letters as possible from their rack combined with at least one letter on the board. It had to follow the rules of English phonology (or, as they would have put it, it had to sound like it could be a word), but it could not be an actual word. The object was not to score points but to make each other laugh, and laugh they did! They laughed like only two high-spirited ten-year-old girls who have long been best friends can laugh. Sometimes one would ‘challenge’ the other’s ‘word,’ asking for a definition, and the other would offer an hysterical definition that somehow seemed to fit with the way the ‘word’ sounded; and then they would laugh even harder. I realized, as I pulled back and watched them and began to laugh along with them, that my way of playing was something like what we usually call work. Their way of playing was play. I realized, too, that I used to play like that, as a child. What had happened to me in the interim?”

11.2: Play by Rev. Angela Herrera 
[bookmark: _2s8eyo1]Source:  https://uuabq.org/wp-content/uploads/2021/06/Play-sermon.pdf 
Length: 2,137 words.
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively Easy
Synopsis: Rev. Angela Herrera begins by asking, “When was the last time you really played?” She then recounts recently riding a bike in a butterfly costume and roller-skating with and oversized lady bug antenna on her skate helmet. She then lists some of the ways that adults can be playful. After sharing a time when her then three-year-old son was playing, she quotes play researcher Stuart Brown who writes, “What all play has in common is that it offers a sense of engagement and pleasure, takes the player out of a sense of time and place, and the experience of doing it is more important than the outcome.” It’s something that is “spontaneously done for its own sake.” Herrea then shares some of the research and findings about play by Brown, followed by her comments about rough and tumble play and imaginative play. She notes that while play is common among young animals, humans continue to play into adulthood, writing, “Neoteny [as it is called] means retaining immature qualities into adulthood,” and then concluding, “It turns out our playfulness, which humans are hardwired to retain all their lives, is one of our superpowers. It has helped us to be adaptive, resilient, and creative.” She extols the silly nature of play and joke telling. For Herrera, because play helps get us out of our heads, it can lead to transcendence. She then quotes Alaw Watts claim that the universe, because it is playful, is unnecessary, countering, that for her, the universe is necessary. (See excerpt.) She then shares a funny story about an encounter with a nurse before concluding with these words by UU minister Marisol Caballero who writes, “To play is to pretend… and honestly, sometimes the world seems too heavy to leave the house, let alone inspire moments of joy. But the more I watch the news these days, the more I'm coming to view playing — intentionally seeking joy — as a means of radical resistance.”
Excerpt: Alan Watts, who was a lifelong Buddhist and (for a short time) an Episcopal priest said the universe seems to be essentially playful itself, in the sense that it is totally unnecessary. …Well, that’s a pretty big theological claim. I mean, who gets to decide what the universe is for? If we go by the games I played when I was little, me! I do. 
     Seriously though, to say the universe is unnecessary seems based on the question of whether there was a goal behind the creation of it. If you think there is no conscious creator, or that creation was only divine play without purpose, then according to that logic the universe was unnecessary. That’s a forward kind of looking. An intention, and then a creation. But there’s another way to look at it, which is backward. We start with now, or even the future, rather than with the past. Then I think we can say such things as: 
· In order for there to be beauty and awe, the universe was necessary. 
· It was necessary, in order for love to take place. 
· It was necessary, that existence could mean something. 
· It was necessary, that the bond between energies and particles, the interconnectedness of all things, could be given extraordinary shapes. 
In that sense, the universe is as necessary as our apparently purposeless playing. Expressive. Creative. Sustaining. 

11.3: Pondering Playtime by Rev Mark W. Harris
Source: https://fpwatertown.org/pondering-playtime-by-mark-w-harris-june-2-2013/ 
Length: 2,263 words.
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively Easy
Synopsis: Rev. Mark Harris begins by admitting, that though his reputation is otherwise, he is quite adept at technology. None-the-less, he notes, “Here is summer’s first lesson:  Surfing the net is not the same as surfing the wave. It’s not play.” He laments that in summer too much is planned, rather than spontaneous and playful. In referencing Jesus’ admonition to become like a little child to enter the realm of God, Harris notes that the point was to “convince his followers to stop being rule bound.” He likens this to a little child dancing who needs no reason nor music. He notes, that play is lost when structure, rules, and the quest for success is imposed upon play. He complains that in embracing the Puritan work ethic we “often pursue play as if it were work.” And why, because “purposeless spontaneity is perceived as dangerous to a productive society.” Recalling Woodstock, Harris writes, “play is not harmless. It can signal rebellion or a new order or change. Think how with dancing or painting we can simply let ourselves be absorbed in the activity. When we play ego is forgotten and time disappears. We let ourselves go free.” He then recalls that Hinduism views creation as the play of God. Harris writes, “summer reminds us of the soul’s need for free play.” (See excerpt.) He concludes with these words, “May you have a life that balances work and play, that you pay attention to the little details and can play enough to see the dancing leaves on the tree that move in rhythm with you, and that you can dance with the music of your life, feeling the wind on your face, and the water rushing between your toes.”
Excerpt: We know from experience that when play becomes work it is often a competition to be better or more successful than someone else or to reach some standard, but when play remains play it is about a simple engagement with life and the people we are in relationship with.
     …The approach of summer reminds us of the soul’s need for free play. Warm breezes remind us that our sails need to be filled.  Cool water tells us that a refreshing swim will renew us. Badminton nets and croquet mallets are testaments that our bodies can’t see straight or hit in a line, but they love being with others laughing and enjoying the evening’s balmy twilight. We become separated from life joys when we neglect being playful with our bodies.  Summer is a time to open all the windows of your being and join in the dance of life.  There is an invitation to play that we should not turn down.  It is not counting the miles or the pounds, it is counting clouds in the sky and seeing and discerning their shapes.  Zorba the Greek was a free soul who felt he must embrace life’s yearning to play.  Nikos Kazantzakis wrote, “Once more there sounded within me the terrible warning that there is only one life for all men [and women], that there is only one life for all men [and women], that there is no other and that all that can be enjoyed must be enjoyed here. In eternity no other chance will be given to us.”

11.4: A Playful Mystery Play by Rev. Tom Rhodes
Source: https://uufr.org/images/sermon-archive/mystery.play.pdf
Length: 1,334 words
This intergenerational reading in four voices is a wonderful play about Mystery, who just wants someone to play with. 

     Sermons and Sermon Excerpts
11.5: Where the Watermelons Grow by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,497 words)
     “Down by the bay/ Where the watermelons grow/ Back to my home/ I dare not go/ For if I do/ My mother will say/ “Did you ever see a fly/ Wearing a tie?”/ Down by the bay.” 
     I love this song. It was made famous by Raffi Cavoukian, appearing on his 1976 album, Singable Songs for the Very Young. The song’s origin is unknown, although it may have come from the Greek island of Kefalonia because the song, Yialo Yialo, has the same melody.
     Down By the Bay is a zipper song in which a few words are changed in each verse. It has enough familiarity to make it easy to sing and enough variety to keep it endlessly fascinating. Some of the more familiar verses are these: “Did you ever see a moose kissing a goose?” “Did you ever see a whale with a polka-dot tail?” “Did you ever see a bear combing his hair?” “Did you ever see a llama wearing pajamas?” (see https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jAjhLexlrDc, 2:14, pretty cool to sing a book rather than reading it.)
     Did you ever “see?” In this song, vision is limited only by imagination. We are invited to be playful and imagine things we have never seen. Of course, in this song, the one who is the most playful is the mother who keeps asking these outrageous questions. 
     When she was young, my older daughter and I often sang this song while driving in the car. The only thing we enjoyed more was making songs up and singing them. We took turns. Before you could make up your song, you had to sing back the song that the other person had just sung.
      It should not be surprising that my thoughts turn to watermelon and other symbols of this season every summer. Regarding music and summer, I think of Herbie Hancock’s playful hit song, Watermelon Man. Recalling the inspiration for the piece, Hancock said, “I remember the cry of the watermelon man making the rounds through the back streets and alleys of Chicago. The wheels of his wagon beat out the rhythm on the cobblestones.” When I was growing up, there was no watermelon man. Instead, the watermelons were available at a large fruit and vegetable stand across the street from my elementary school. And somehow, summer wasn’t summer without watermelon. 
     Where do the watermelons grow? Watermelon is a quintessentially American food as popular as apple pie, and it is also popular in Canada and just about every country in the world.. Watermelon likely originated in southern Africa. It was cultivated in the Nile valley as early as the second millennium BCE. We know this because seeds and paintings of watermelons were discovered in Egyptian tombs, including King Tut’s. By the tenth century, China began to cultivate watermelons. They are now the world’s largest producer. European colonists brought watermelon seeds to North America in the 1570s. Did you know that there are more than 1,200 varieties of watermelon? That’s a lot of summer. 
     On hot summer days, a cold slice of watermelon was the perfect antidote in the days before air conditioning. I wonder what the uninitiated thought as they cut into a watermelon for the first time. Can you imagine the surprise? The hard, green outer rind is an expert in misdirection, for you could never guess that hidden inside is a soft, red sweetness with an exquisite taste. And there is only one way to eat a piece of watermelon. You dive face-first into its cool and refreshing wetness, willing to suspend the rules of etiquette for a while or perhaps for an entire summer.
     Just as an unexpected surprise dwells within each green watermelon rind, an unexpected surprise dwells within summer. As every child knows, that surprise is the opportunity to play outside the lines.
     James Carse distinguishes between two kinds of play in a relatively small but insightful book, Finite and Infinite Games. We are, I think, most familiar with finite games. They are time-limited and have rules and boundaries. Because they are competitive, there are always winners and losers. When you were a child, how did you feel about losing? Finite games seem antithetical to the spirit and purpose of play, yet society introduces children to competitive games at younger and younger ages.
     Infinite games, by contrast, are collaborative. The purpose of the game is to have fun and continue playing. The “rules” of an infinite game are changed in real-time to prevent anyone from winning or losing and to bring as many people as possible into the game. The point is not to win; the point is to keep playing. When I was young, we played infinite games all summer. Our games included boys and girls of all ages and talents. We kept adjusting the rules so the game would go on. For example, we gave the youngest players ten strikes instead of three when playing baseball. If one side began pulling ahead, we gave the other side six outs per inning instead of three. We used this imaginative, egalitarian approach with every game we played. Often the only thing that brought games to an end in the summer was darkness. 
     Consider this story in the career of would-be high school basketball coach Ron Jones. His first coaching job was at the San Francisco Center for the Specially Handicapped. It is a story of how a finite game was transformed into an infinite game. Anxious to use this as a stepping-stone to coaching at the high school level, Jones was determined to coach his team to a string of stunning victories. He knew he had the personal talent, drive, and creativity required to be successful. He waited for his team to come to the gym on his first day at the Center. Only four players showed up, and one was in a wheelchair. Lacking a fifth player, he was unsure how to proceed until a six-foot-tall black girl ran out of the men’s bathroom. She demanded to be on the team. Now with five players, the coach began the practice he had so carefully planned the night before. He threw out all his plans for the first practice after spending forty-five minutes getting all five players lined up on one side of the court and facing in the same direction. As he threw away more and more pages from his playbook, the basketball team began to grow. They had practices and cheerleaders and hot dogs, even if they might have seven or eight people playing at one time instead of five. Sometimes he would stop a game right in the middle to play music and invite everyone in the stands onto the floor to dance. In the end, they became the only basketball team in the game’s history to win by more than a gazillion points when one of the team members, working as scorekeeper, found tremendous joy in continuously pushing the button for the scoreboard regardless of who was scoring, or when, or even if.
     This wonderful example of infinite play reminds us of the potential playfulness within life and how we can connect and be renewed. Life itself should be lived as an infinite game. Summer is a playground that invites us to take time from the busyness and stress of our lives to relax. Play for children is a kind of spiritual practice and should be for us. Unitarian Universalist minister Jim Eller calls play an experience of transcendence in which we “lose ourselves and enter a kind of time out of time.” He concludes, “In play we escape the pain, the sorrow, the conflict of everyday life, and play becomes the center of our life. It can be a place of pure joy, which seems to reach beyond time for a moment or two.”
     When I think of my childhood summers, I know that they were blessed. It was not the length of the summer, but its depth that made it so. In truth, when we are able to slow down, we go deeper. This gift of childhood is lost to those adults who think the purpose of life is to go faster. As Antoine de St. Exupéry asks, “What are you worth when motionless?” What are you worth when you have nowhere to go, nothing to do. What are you worth late in a summer afternoon sitting in the shade of a lovely tree? Could it be in those moments, that your worth is immeasurable? In truth, the purpose of life is not to go faster, but deeper. This is what the Buddhist monk Thích Nhất Hạnh meant by the “miracle of mindfulness.” It is by going slower, by being mindful, by expanding the present moment that we are able to go deeper. Summer is here. It’s time to take seriously the admonition to play, and, if we are fortunate, we will continue playing long after summer ends.
Source: Touchstones

11.6: Welcoming Summer’s Embrace by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,599 words)
     A lot has changed since our childhood summers, but some things remain the same. There was a curious relationship between schoolchildren and their teachers. The teacher was a marathon runner who, by Memorial Day, saw the end of the race in sight. Although winded and slowing down, sometimes to a crawl, they resolutely put one foot in front of the other and kept running. For children, the race was different. As the end of the school year approached, they became sprinters running circles around their teachers with an impressive and enviable energy level. They were single-minded in reaching their goal, not the end of the school year, but summer, a season of freedom, play, and possibility. Although the starting line and the goal have moved, erasing both Labor Day and Memorial Day as markers in the U.S., the marathon and the sprint endure.
     Though much shorter than the school year, children enter summer with the sense that it is endless. While summer’s “infinity” is challenging to grasp, children still welcome summer’s embrace. Having been confined by the conventions of school with schedules, rules, and homework, they experience summer as a magical time with longer days and beautiful weather. It is no longer early to bed and early to rise. Bedtimes are later with the freedom to sleep in, so the rhythms of summer are a blessing. The summer will end, and the rigors of the school year will return, but a child’s sense of time keeps that reality at bay for most of the summer. They possess a natural mindfulness that keeps them deeply anchored in each summer day.
      Childhood summers are blessed. It is not the length of the summer but its depth that makes it so. For me, when summer miraculously blew the school year away like the seeds on a white, tufted dandelion blossom on that last day of school, the unfettered days of summer introduced a rhythm in which time seemed to expand as the day lengthened. No longer a prisoner of the clock, time seemed to slow as the sun ascended to high noon and then began that long, slow descent to dusk. Even dusk was no real deterrent to a day of play, for hide-and-seek was much more exciting after dark in the shadows of the street lights in front of my grandmother’s house. In that long-ago era that lacked air conditioning, the boundary between inside and outside was mostly erased. It made no sense to send children to bed until the air had cooled enough to make sleep possible. And yet, in summer, more often than not, children began stirring at first light, eager to start another day of play.
     If we push the boundaries of summer, it is possible to extend it somewhat beyond its meteorological limit of 92 to 93 days to 100 days or more if we are blessed by what we once called Indian Summer but is now respectfully called a Second Summer, that unseasonably warm, dry weather that sometimes occurs in autumn. 
      Does some longing for summer emerge for you during winter, like Camus’ “invincible summer?” This longing is for more than a change in weather; it is a longing for an inward change, a yearning to touch life more profoundly. Each year, summer cannot arrive too soon or stay too long. Although summer is a season, it is more. The American Heritage Dictionary defines summer as “Any period regarded as a time of fruition, fulfillment, happiness, or beauty.” It is not just the quantity of time that defines summer, but also its quality. 
     Consider these literary images of summer. 
· Emily Dickinson spoke of a “sacrament of summer days” and wrote, “I reckon—when I count at all—/ First—Poets—Then the Sun—/ Then Summer—Then the Heaven of God—/ And then—the List is done— ....” Her list of treasures is short, yet summer makes that list. 
· In her book A Backward Glance, Edith Wharton recalled the magic of summer afternoons. She wrote, “Summer afternoon; to me, those have always been the two most beautiful words in the English language.” 
· Edith St. Vincent Millay compared summer to music when she wrote, “I only know that summer sang in me a little while....” How poignant to have this season sing in us, to awaken us to life’s profound possibilities. 
· In her poem Summer Music, May Sarton hears summer begin as a green sound, “Until a field suddenly flashes / The singing with so sharp / A yellow that it crashes / Loud cymbals in the ear, / Minor has turned to major, / As summer, lulling and so mild, / Goes golden-buttercup-wild.”
     Unitarian Universalist minister Max Coots complained that he couldn’t “see all that happens in Summer’s three-ringed months.” Indeed, this profusion of green growth seems, at times, overwhelming. Perhaps that is why the naturalist Hal Borland invited us to enter into more contemplative moments as we “sit on the lawn at evening and watch the infinite grace of the swallows in the air and smell the fragrance of the roses and the honeysuckle, and hear the soft whisper of approaching night in the big elms.” Consider, wrote Unitarian Universalist minister Robert Weston, that in summer, “Even the trees seem resting for a time as if to meditate and gather strength for the more strenuous times that lie ahead.” Summer is not just a respite from winter past, but a preparation for seasons that await us. Another Unitarian Universalist minister, Elizabeth Tarbox, suggested that summer is “an article of faith and an act of God.” Her wish for us was “love, conversation, and a summer of joy that matches our memories of what summer should be.”
     The amusement park may be the perfect metaphor for what summer should be. That word, amuse, means “to occupy in an agreeable, pleasing, or entertaining fashion.” Summer certainly “amuses” people. It has, by itself, a richness every bit as exciting as the amusement park. What memories and meanings do amusement parks have for you, these unique summer playgrounds? Some are new and exciting, like Universal Studios Super Nintendo World in California. Others are quite old, like Kennywood Park in Pittsburgh, which, though founded in 1908, has continuously reinvented itself with new rides. Others, like Lakeside Amusement Park, founded near Denver, Colorado, in 1908, are mostly unchanged, providing a charming glimpse into a bygone era. They all enchant but in different ways.
     An archaic meaning of amuse is “to delude or deceive.” In truth, summer seems like a magical time out of time. It is a season whose richness is considerable measure given the accumulation of memories from earlier years regardless of our age. We treasure this season, in part, because of all that it has meant. Yet, as children, we are deluded or deceived if we think some eternal summer is possible. Another year of school will begin. Many students will write another paper about what they did during the summer. We leave summers behind but not their memories.
    And yet, childhood summers were magical in a way that neither deludes nor deceives. I remember being in third grade. As the school year ended, I looked at some of the school work done by those in fourth grade. It was apparent to me that this advanced learning was beyond my grasp. I decided I had probably gone as far as possible regarding an education. This was the thought that carried me into summer vacation. Within a day or two, that worry was lost to the very real business of playing. I’m not sure how, but something magical occurred that summer because when the fall returned, I began fourth grade and mastered the advanced learning required. This is the true purpose and magic of summer: that a child can grow a year older in 100 days. I doubt such growth would be possible without the freedom and infinite opportunities a summer holds. And don’t we see this astounding growth in our children and grandchildren?
     What are your memories of summer? It is good to reconnect with summers from long ago and recall whatever magic those days cast upon our lives, to savor the rituals that slowed time down to a crawl, where each day was as long as the sky was deep and blue. Hopefully, your memories accord with Ira Gershwin’s, who wrote in 1935, “Summertime / And the livin’ is easy.”
     Given the gift of summer, this extravagance of nature, why not be deliberate about making this a summer of joy that matches your memories of what summer could be? If summer is not reason enough, consider this warning by Unitarian Universalist minister Max Coots, who wrote, “August made the Summer seem forever. And days were only pages routine-torn from kitchen calendars. Our clocks tick-tocked time, not us. To us the days were just some more of Summertime. Then Autumn came. It came at night, but left the days for sun and self-deception. To make us think the Summer stayed. But Autumn came. I didn’t know it had until I saw cucumber leaves closing limp like used yesterdays—one morning after frost. Cucumbers are better calendars than are calendars. They know when Summer ends. It’s life and death to them.”
     As you respond to summer’s embrace, what experiences are you seeking to ensure that you expand your treasure of summer memories? The season is here, and the time is now. May the memories you make this summer be good companions in the future.
Source: Touchstones

11.7: Praying and Playing by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (1,520 words)
     The Greeks understood that time is not uniform. They spoke of Chronos, which is ordinary time in which we exist most of the time, the flow of time in a predictable sequence. They also spoke of Kairos, the supreme moment, the moment that is qualitatively different in recognizable ways. It is time as peak experience, time as transcendence, time as transformation, and time as fulfillment. Chronos versus Kairos is the ordinary versus the extraordinary, the mundane versus the sacred, and the desert versus the oasis. Chronos is Sunday; Kairos is Sabbath: same day, but qualitatively different.
      Abraham Joshua Heschel, a Polish-born American rabbi and one of the leading Jewish theologians of the 20th century, wrote in his book, The Sabbath, “There is a realm of time where the goal is not to have but to be, not to own but to give, not to control but to share, not to subdue but to be in accord.” 
     The purpose of Sabbath time is to nurture your spirit. It is to empty ourself through quiet and non-action, slow down and then stop, and trade doing for being. This is not how most of us spend our life, but the plea is to do so one day a week. The poet Mary Oliver asked, “Listen—are you breathing just a little, and calling it a life?” We will only truly understand her question’s implications when we enter Sabbath time. She asked, “Tell me, what is it you plan to do with your one wild and precious life?” Can we find Sabbath time to ponder her question and our life, even if it is just ten minutes at a time?
     Eugene Peterson, minister, scholar, theologian, author, and poet, suggested that the purpose of the Sabbath was for praying and playing. Praying is obvious, but play? Peterson quipped, “Our ancestors in Egypt went four hundred years without a vacation—never a day off.” As Deuteronomy 5:15 reminds us, “Remember that you were slaves in Egypt and that the Lord your God brought you out of there with a mighty hand and an outstretched arm.” 
     The Sabbath is a break from work. But play? Play makes sense in the context of the meaning of Kairos because play is time out of time. It is an action in which one is completely absorbed. Through imagination, play is transcendence. It takes us to other realities and worlds, and in doing so, it transforms us. Of course, this is more the realm of child’s play than how we play as adults, but we can emulate children.
     At its essence, prayer has little to do with petition and everything to do with relationship. Petitionary prayer seems to be driven by striving, while prayer as relationship is about being, about connecting our being with the Being of the Universe. Prayer reminds us that our lives are part of the great Mystery of life that we may call God, the Tao, the One, Brahman, the Holy, the Spirit of Life, or that we can simply meet in silence. Consider the following story by Donald Babcock and ask, “Is this prayer, play, or something else?” He wrote,
     “Now we are ready to look at something pretty special: It’s a duck riding the ocean a hundred feet beyond the surf. No, it isn’t a gull. A gull always has a raucous touch about him.
     This is some sort of duck, and he cuddles into the swells. He isn’t cold, and he is thinking things over. There is a big heaving in the Atlantic, and he is part of it.
     He looks a bit like a mandarin, or the Lord Buddha meditating under the Bo tree. But he has hardly enough above the eyes to be a philosopher. He has poise, however, which is what philosophers must have. He can rest while the Atlantic heaves, because he rests in the Atlantic.
     Probably he doesn’t know how large the ocean is, and neither do you. But he realizes it. And what does he do? I ask you. He sits down in it. He reposes in it as if it were infinity—which it is.
     That is religion, and the duck has it. He has made himself a part of the boundless, by easing himself into it just where it touches him”
     Like the duck, we are a part of the boundless, but do we realize it? Through prayer, meditation, contemplation, or mindfulness, we can to appreciate our profound relationship with the Universe. Likewise, playing puts a child in a relationship with some part of the Universe, though this is seldom visible to us. Babcock wrote, “He reposes in it as if it were infinity—which it is.” 
     Repose is not a word that we typically use. While its root literally means to “pause again,” it is a state of rest, but one characterized by tranquility, by equanimity, which is one of the Four Immeasurables in Buddhism along with loving kindness, compassion, and sympathetic joy. Satchel Paige, an amazing pitcher in the Negro Leagues and then the Major Leagues where he played from the age of 42 to 59, said, “Sometimes I sits and think, and sometimes I just sits.” Repose. Like the duck (and Paige), a child reposes in play. We repose in prayer and play when we focus on being rather than doing., when we open ourselves to the moment, when we silence the internal chatter, and when we fall like a skipped stone to the bottom of the lake, engulfed in the water of mindfulness.
      We enter Sabbath time to restore our soul. We seek, among other things, stillness, rest, and shalom. 
· Be still, that we might become mindful of our sorrow and joy. Be still, that we might come to know the deepest longings of our heart. Be still that we might become open to the healing possibilities in and around us.
· Rest. May we set our burdens and find deep refreshment during Sabbath time.
· Shalom. In stillness and rest may we come to know a peace that passes understanding.
     We need not restrict Sabbath time to a Saturday or Sunday. It is to pause, to savor time and the people who inhabit our lives. Sabbath time invites us to breathe deeply, count our blessings, play, rest, and delight in silence. Sabbath time is to drink deeply of life, take off our shoes, walk in the grass, and know that the earth is holy. Sabbath time is to appreciate the beauty of a flower by sensing color, form, and fragrance. Sabbath time is to prepare food for a meal and delight in sharing it with others. Sabbath time can be filled with meditation, prayer, walking, journaling, or any other practice that takes us deeper into life.
     According to Eugene Peterson, the other essential Sabbath activity is play. Play invites our delight. It invokes our creativity. It takes us out of time so that we can forget all the undone tasks that await us in another part of our life. In play and prayer that truly absorbs, the ego is moved out of the way so that we can become one with the experience. It disconnects the internal monitors that, in controlling our behavior, kill our spontaneity. Play is an opening to wonder, joy, and awe. 
     Renowned English scientist Isaac Newton allegedly said near his death at the age of 84, “I do not know what I may appear to the world, but to myself I seem to have been only like a boy playing on the sea-shore, and diverting myself in now and then finding a smoother pebble or a prettier shell than ordinary, whilst the great ocean of truth lay all undiscovered before me.” Is this humility, or is it an apt appreciation of our real relationship with the Universe? Beyond this, what does his sentiment say about the value of play? Einstein said, “Understanding physics is child’s play when compared to understanding child’s play.” 
     Like prayer, play can be an activity through which we encounter the divine. A playful example of this is the character, Trudy, in Jane Wagner’s play, The Search for Signs of Intelligent Life in the Universe. Trudy is a bag lady who believes that aliens are visiting the earth in order to determine if human beings are an intelligent life form. In the beginning of the play, Trudy explains, “I got the kind of madness Socrates talked about, ‘A divine release of the soul from the yoke of custom and convention.’ I refuse to be intimidated by reality anymore,” adding, “since I put reality on a back burner, my days are jam packed and fun filled.” At the end of the play, Trudy concludes, “…maybe we should stop trying to figure out the meaning of life and sit back and enjoy the mystery of life. The operative word here is what? Mystery! Not meaning.” 
     Enjoy the mystery, whether in play or prayer. Children in solitary play do this all the time. We, too, can let go into mystery whether in prayer or play, and as Anaïs Nin reminded us, “There is always more mystery.”
Source: Touchstones

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
“Every child is an artist. The problem is how to remain an artist once we grow up.”   Pablo Picasso

“Children who play creatively find multiple uses for objects. They can transform a blanket into a tent one day and a cave the next. A stick can be a magic wand, a sword, a lightsaber, or a mast for a schooner.”   Susan Linn

“Play is often talked about as if it were a relief from serious learning. But for children play is serious learning. Play is really the work of childhood.”   Fred Rogers

“Everybody needs beauty as well as bread, places to play in and pray in, where nature may heal and give strength to body and soul.”   John Muir

“Play is the foundation of learning, creativity, self-expression, and constructive problem-solving. It’s how children wrestle with life to make it meaningful.”   Susan Linn

“Play is the primary way children were designed to learn.”   Kathy Hersh-Pasek & Roberta Golinkoff

“The drive to play freely is a basic, biological drive. Lack of free play may not kill the physical body, as would lack of air, food, or water, but it kills the spirit and stunts mental growth.”   Peter Gray

“Culture arises and unfolds in and as play.”   Johan Huizinga

“The world of pretend play is one in which children can be free to express themselves, their ideas, their emotions, and their fantastic visions of themselves, of other people, and of the world.”   Sandra Russ

“The imagination is an essential tool of the mind, a fundamental way of thinking, an indispensable means of becoming and remaining human.”   Ursula K. Le Guin

“To the art of working well a civilized race would add the art of playing well.”   George Santayana

“Play matters because people matter. It reminds us of our interdependence and gives us a chance to really see other people. And in turn, to be really and truly seen.”   Jill Vialet

“Creative people are curious, flexible, persistent, and independent with a tremendous spirit of adventure and a love of play.”   Henri Matisse

“Play is hard to maintain as you get older. You get less playful. You shouldn’t, of course.”   Richard Feynman

“Creativity and the world of the imagination—the beauty of what we see as a child and the kind of play that we experience as a child—can be a way for us to survive tough times.”   Diane Paulus

“The very existence of youth is due in part to the necessity for play; the animal does not play because he is young, he has a period of youth because he must play.”  Karl Groos

“A child who does not play is not a child, but the man who does not play has lost forever the child who lived in him.”   Pablo Neruda

“It is in playing, and only in playing, that the individual child or adult is able to be creative and to use the whole personality, and it is only in being creative that the individual discovers the self.”   D.W. Winnicott

“When children pretend, they’re using their imaginations to move beyond the bounds of reality. …A small child can be a superhero.”    Fred Rogers

“Now in myth and ritual the great instinctive forces of civilized life have their origin: law and order, commerce and profit, craft and art, poetry, wisdom and science. All are rooted in the primeval soil of play.”   Johan Huizinga

“The playing adult steps sideward into another reality; the playing child advances forward to new stages of mastery.”   Erik H. Erikson

“Ritual grew up in sacred play; poetry was born in play and nourished on play; music and dancing were pure play…. We have to conclude, therefore, that civilization is, in its earliest phases, played. It does not come from play…it arises in and as play, and never leaves it.”   Johan Huizinga

“It is paradoxical that many educators and parents still differentiate between a time for learning and a time for play without seeing the vital connection between them.”  Leo F. Buscaglia

“We don’t stop playing because we grow old; we grow old because we stop playing.”   George Bernard Shaw

“Play and playful forms of activity potentially lead towards increasingly complex forms of knowledge, skills and understanding.”   Elizabeth Wood

“Give childhood back to children: if we want our offspring to have happy, productive and moral lives, we must allow more time for play, not less.”   Peter Gray

“It’s the things we play with and the people who help us play that make a great difference in our lives.”   Fred Rogers

“Rest until you feel like playing, then play until you feel like resting, period. Never do anything else.”   Martha Beck

“I will not play tug o’ war. I’d rather play hug o’ war. Where everyone hugs instead of tugs, Where everyone giggles and rolls on the rug, Where everyone kisses, and everyone grins, and everyone cuddles, and everyone wins.”   Shel Silverstein

“Play is a divine quality that you can bring to anything, an attitude and a presence rather than a defined activity. When play is free, and not choreographed by some existing rules and regulations, it is ambiguous, exciting, risky, and open to possibilities.”   Robert A. Johnson

“The poet within us loves much of what the child loves: questioning, taking risks, imagining, exploring new possibilities, hugging life, playing!”   John Fox
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