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Worship Resources for Ritual





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: _heading=h.gjdgxs]Part 2: List of Resources
1.0: Opening Words
1.1: Making Sense of the Month of June (327 words)
1.2: Mark the Time by Rev. Max Coots (87 words)
1.3: Generation to Generation by Antoine de Saint Exupéry (169 words)
1.4: Welcoming the Ancestors by Rev. Christina Shu and Rev. Tera Landers (364 words)
1.5: Ingathering Ritual with Calling of Directions by Rev. Jane Altman Page (666 words)
1.6: Come, Come Whoever You Are by Rev. Ian Riddell (190 words)
1.7: The Church Incarnate by Rev. Elizabeth Mount (162 words)
1.8: Gathering of the Waters by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke (138 words)
1.9: Open Up the Doors by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (230 words)
1.10: The Common Room by Rev. Everett Howe (146 words)
1.11: Opening Words for the Summer Solstice by B. Leslie Koons (76 words) (Summer Solstice)
1.12: This Is Our Home, But Not Just Ours by Laura Bogle (187 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
1.13: Territorial Acknowledgment by Rev. Sean Neil-Barron (124 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
1.14: Invocation for Juneteenth by Rabbi Ben Goldberg (123 words) (Juneteenth)
1.15: Motherless Child by Rev. Amy Bowden Freedman (108 words) (Juneteenth)
1.16: Empowering the fathers of this world by Loraine Bottorff McNeill (186 words) (Father’s Day)
1.17: A Protest and a Party by Rev. Hannah Roberts Villnave (144 words) (Pride)
1.18: On a Holy Night in 1969 by Rev. Otto O’Connor (490 words) (Pride)
2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: This Time, Just Silence (102 words)
2.2: Let the Chalice Connect Us by Catherine Callahan (96 words)
2.3: The End Is the Beginning by Katie Gelfand (74 words)
2.4: The meaning of the chalice by Martha Kirby Capo (76 words)
2.5: The Spirit of Water by Katie Gelfand, adapted (59 words)
2.6: Faith in Summer by Ellen Hamilton (78 words) (Summer Solstice)
2.7: 8 Principles in Action by Kiakiali Bordner (250 words) (Juneteenth)
2.8: The Hands of Our Fathers by Jessica Star Rockers (319 words) (Father’s Day)
2.9: We light our chalice for fathers and for fatherhood by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (136 words) (Father’s Day)
2.10: Living with Pride by Rev. Lori Gorgas Hlaban (103 words) (Pride)
2.11: The Pride Flame by Linda lee Franson (142 words) (Pride)
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.2 SLT #16 ‘Tis a Gift to Be Simple 
3.3: SLT #22 Dear Weaver of Our Lives’ Design
3.4: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken
3.5: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.6: SLT #65 The Sweet June Days
3.7: SLT #73 Chant for the Seasons
3.8: SLT #204 Come, O Sabbath Day
3.9: SLT #214 Shabbat Shalom
3.10: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey
3.11: SLT #316 Tradition Held Fast
3.12: SLT #322 Thanks Be for These
3.13: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me
3.14: SLT #347 Gather the Spirit
3.15: SLT #352 Find a Stillness
3.16: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
3.17: SLT #359 When We Are Gathered
3.18: SLT #360 Here We Have Gathered
      Singing the Journey 
3.19: SJT #1001 Breaths
3.20: SJT #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place
3.21: SJT #1009 Meditation on Breathing
3.22: SJT #1011 Return Again
3.23: SJT #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness 
3.24: SJT #1037 We Begin Again in Love
3.25: SJT #1046 Shall We Gather at the River
3.26: SJT #1051 Uwe Are…
3.27: SJT #1058 Be Ours a Religion 
3.28: SJT #1066 O Brother Sun
3.29: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.30: SJT #1070 Mother I Feel You
3.31: SJT #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother
     Popular Music
3.32: Ritual Dance by Michael Hedges (2:17)
3.33: Ritual by Alan Walker (2:45)
4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Wisdom Story: Flowers Have the Gift of Language (803 words)
4.2: This Must be Sufficient by Elie Wiesel (237 words)
5.0: Meditations
5.1: A Strawberry Jam (312 words)
5.2: Meditation on the Four Directions by Rev. Julia Hamilton (686 words)
5.3: In Between by Rev. Kate Walker (222 words)
5.4: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sarah York (319 words)
5.5: Thanks Be for These by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)
5.6: Sabbath Home by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (210 words)
5.7: The Chalice of Our Being by Rev. Richard Gilbert (189 words)
5.8: A Blessing for the Divorced or Separated by Rev. Meg Riley (195 words)
5.9: At One by Rev. Victoria Safford (adapted) (401 words)
5.10: Meditation on Forgiveness by Jay E Abernathy, Jr (247 words) (originally written for Yom Kippur)
5.11: Hallowed Ground and Hard Stone by Rev. Lisa Doege (257 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
5.12: Let Us Praise Those Fathers by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (243 words) (Father’s Day)
5.13: Father's Day Meditation by Rev. Rod Richards (176 words) (Father’s Day)
5.14: Fathering Words by Rev. Myke Johnson (151 words) (Father’s Day)
5.15: These Are Our Dads by Rev. Amy Petrie Shaw (Father’s Day)
5.16: I Believe in Fathering by Rev. Evin Carvill Ziemer (274 words) (Father’s Day)
5.17: Any Other Questions? by Rev. Victoria Safford (349 words) (Pride)
6.0: Prayers
6.1: Communion Prayer by Rev. Kate Lore (219 words)
6.2: Consecration of the Flowers by Rev. Dr. Norbert Čapek (108 words)
6.3: Earth Prayer: In the Spirit of Indigenous Traditions by Rev. Vern Barnet (402 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
6.4: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
6.5: Teach Us to Remember Our History by Rev. Jude Geiger (208 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
6.6: We Bear the Weight of What They Could Not See by Rev. James (Jay) C Leach (476 words) (Juneteenth)
6.7: Juneteenth Prayer by Karen Barber (208 words) (Juneteenth) 
6.8: More Truth-Telling and Healing by Rev. Leah Ongiri (210 words) (Father’s Day)
6.9: Prayer for a Complicated Father's Day by Rev. Lyn Cox (323 words) (Father’s Day)
7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Rev. Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp
7.3: SLT #446 To the Four Directions by Joan Goodwin
7.4: SLT #489 When Love Is Felt of Fear is Known by Rev. Max Coots
7.5: SLT #583 The Young Dead Soldiers by Archibald MacLeish
7.6: SLT #637 A Litany of Atonement by Rev. Robert Eller-Issacs
7.7: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry
7.8: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry
7.9: SLT #714 to SLT#733 Readings & Responsive Readings for Different Rituals
7.10: Understandings to Enrich Our Ritual by Jane Carrigan (146 words)
7.11: We Answer the Call of Love by Rev. Julia Corbett-Hemeyer, adapted (156 words)
8.0: Readings
8.1: Propositions I by Rev. Robert Fulghum (239 words)
8.2: Crafting Rituals by Esalen (254 words)
8.3: Tradition and Ritual Contrasted by Rev. Sarah Oelberg (180 words)
8.4: Changing rituals to fit the time by unknown (243 words)
8.5: Why Rituals Work by Francesca Gino and Michael I. Norton (199 words)
8.6: Why we need rituals by Terry Nguyen (24 words)
8.7: No Longer Strangers by Anonymous (217 words)
8.8: Communities of Memory and Promise by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (159 words)
8.9: Gratitude Circle by Rev. Jane E Mauldin (366 words)
8.10: We Are Not Guests by Alicia R. Forde (450 words) (Indigenous Peoples and others)
8.11: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words) (Indigenousness Peoples, Juneteenth and more)
8.12: Reclaiming My Culture by Mike Adams (371 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
8.13: A Proclamation on Juneteenth Day of Observance, 2021 by President Joseph R. Biden, Jr. (296 words) (Juneteenth)
8.14: The Promise and the Practice: Black Joy by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (678 words) (Juneteenth)
8.15: A Gospel of Living by Imani Perry (290 words) (Juneteenth)
8.16: The Deep Well of Black Lives by Rev. Kristen Harper (303 words) (Juneteenth)
8.17: My Father's Things by Ken Nye (234 words) (Father’s Day)
8.18: Wounds from Our Fathers by Rev. Myke Johnson (596 words) (Father’s Day)
8.19: Rituals Form a Congregation by Rev Ann Marie Alderman (269)
8.20: Propositions II by Rev. Robert Fulghum (95 words)
8.21: Like a Bowl Catching Rainwater by Rev. Arthur Severance (286 words)
8.22: Unitarian Universalist Ministers as Ritual-Makers by Rev. Robert Fulghum (116 words)
8.23: Coming to Church is a Ritual by Rev. Arthur Severance (248 words)
8.24: The Necessity of Ritual by Rev. Willam Houff (285 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: Remaining Mindful (49 words)
10.2: Be Ours a Religion by Rev. Theodore Parker (35 words)

11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
      Annotated Sermons
11.1: Ritual: A Seventh Inning Stretch by Jane Carrigan
11.2: The Importance of Ritual by Stephanie Canada Gill
11.3: Flower Power and Radical Welcome by Rev. Kevin Tarsa
11.4: Making Ritual: Making Meaning with an Orange Communion by Rev. Rebecca Bryan
     Sermons and Sermon Excerpts
11.5: Sweet Corn & Watermelon by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (2,141 words)

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
Appendix: Rituals
A.1: An Anthology of Rituals
A.2: Unitarian Universalist Church of Mankato Rituals
A.3: Ritual to Affirm & Bless a True Self by Rev. Karen G. Johnston
A.4: Ritual at the UU Congregation of Las Vegas
A.5: A Stream of Living History by Rev. Erika Hewitt (166 words)
A.6: Litany of the Generations by Rev. James (Jay) C Leach (941 words)
A.7: A Blessing for Finals by Alex Haider-Winnett (246 words)
A.8: Ritual for Letting Go by Rev. Barbara F. Meyers (743 words)
A.9: Ritual for The Day of the Dead/All Souls by Rev. Christine Robinson (499 words)
A.10: Lifting Water Communion above privilege and trivia by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern
A.11: Incorporating Ritual into Sunday Service by P. Oorbeck
A.12: Dance of Restoration by Clara M. Sciortino
A.13: Leading a Pagan-Themed Unitarian Universalist Sunday Service by Rev. Erica Baron
A.14: Crisis, Solidarity, and Ritual in Religiously Diverse Settings: A Unitarian Universalist Case Study by Sarah Kathleen Johnson, 15 pages, focuses on Joys & Concerns at the First Unitarian Church in South Bend, Indiana
A.15: Spirit of the Season-Light-Hanukkah by Rev. Margaret A. Beckman
A.16: Spiritual Theft by Rev. Myke Johnson (257 words)

[bookmark: _heading=h.30j0zll]Part 3: Worship Resources
1.0: Opening Words
1.1: Making Sense of the Month of June (327 words)
What sense shall we make of this month that we call June, named after Juno, the Roman goddess of childbirth and fertility? How shall we celebrate arriving at the halfway point of the year? What ritual can hold summer solstice joy as the sun rises behind the Heel Stone at Stonehenge and summer officially begins? Can you taste the wild strawberries under the Strawberry Moon that Native Americans enjoyed? Yet, what ritual can give voice to the suffering, wisdom, and tenacity of First Nations people as Canada observes Indigenous People’s Day? And why in the world does America not have this holy day to acknowledge its 574 tribes that have survived despite all odds? America does have Juneteenth, that sacred day that finally became a federal holiday in the United States in 2021. Juneteenth, June nineteenth, the day in 1865 that Blacks in Galveston, Texas, learned that they had been freed two and a half years earlier. Justice delayed is justice denied. Of course, we must also make sense of Fathers on their day. To some fathers, pure gratitude is expressed, while other fathers evoke conflicted feelings and pain. The continuum between the two is long and sometimes complex. And finally, what ritual can hold the exuberance of Pride as LGBTQIA+ communities mark their journey to freedom from discrimination, bigotry, and violence, a journey that is not over? Our own tradition is enriched by Flower Communions that symbolize connection despite difference and Bridging Ceremonies that mark Coming of Age. Of course, there are many other days of observance. Some lighthearted, like National Yo-Yo Day and National Chocolate Ice Cream Day, and some profound, like National Gun Violence Awareness Day and National Cancer Survivor’s Day. Perhaps we can gather much of this into a ritual of metamorphosis. As Pablo Neruda wrote, “Green was the silence, wet was the light, the month of June trembled like a butterfly.” May we shed the cocoon that transforms and test our wings.
Source: Touchstones

1.2: Mark the Time by Rev. Max Coots (87 words)
When love is felt or fear is known; when holidays and holy days and such times come; when anniversaries arrive by calendar or consciousness; when seasons come—as seasons do—old and known, but somehow new; when lives are born or people die; when something sacred is sensed in soil or sky; mark the time. Respond with thought or prayer or smile or grief. Let nothing living slip between the fingers of your mind, for all of these are holy things we will not, cannot, find again.
Source: SLT #489

1.3: Generation to Generation by Antoine de Saint Exupéry (169 words)
     In a house which becomes a home,
one hands down and another takes up
the heritage of mind and heart,
laughter and tears, musings and deeds.
     Love, like a carefully loaded ship,
crosses the gulf between the generations.
     Therefore, we do not neglect the ceremonies
of our passage: when we wed, when we die,
and when we are blessed with a child;
     When we depart and when we return;
     When we plant and when we harvest.
     Let us bring up our children. It is not
the place of some official to hand to them
their heritage.
     If others impart to our children our knowledge
and ideals, they will lose all of us that is
wordless and full of wonder.
     Let us build memories in our children,
lest they drag out joyless lives,
lest they allow treasures to be lost because
they have not been given the keys.
     We live, not by things, but by the meanings
of things. It is needful to transmit the passwords
from generation to generation.
Source: SLT #659, from Wisdom of the Sands by Antoine de Saint Exupéry

1.4: Welcoming the Ancestors by Rev. Christina Shu and Rev. Tera Landers (364 words)
     The ritual of welcoming and honoring ancestors is an ancient spiritual practice found in many cultures and traditions. Thus, we begin this ceremony with paying tribute and expressing gratitude to our ancestors.
     From our histories our ancestors call to us, asking “whence we come, and how and whither?” We are grateful for their gifts, their lessons, and their challenge; calling us into accountability and responsibility to fulfill their hopes and aspirations, for “What they dreamed be ours to do.”
     We call on and invoke our parents, grandparents, aunties and uncles, our siblings, from across time and place, to be here with us.
     We call on the early Unitarians and Universalists, lay people and ordained ministers, who brought our faith tradition to [State] and [Region].
     We call on ancestors of [Congregation's Name] who built, grew, and dreamed this church and this community into being.
     We call on those who represent peoples of [City]: those who strove to build beloved community, representing diverse cultures and traditions, including the indigenous peoples of different tribes.
     We call upon our activist ancestors – those who struggled for justice, freedom and liberation of all people – who challenge us to “honor the fullness of each and every human being.”
We especially lift up those who battled the racism and oppression right here in [City],
which is still alive today; they ask us to join the on-going struggle to make this city whole.
     We call upon and honor the beauty of the earth, this particular part of creation that this church ministers in: the [local mountains, river, or geographical features],
our interconnectedness to nature and to the history of the land itself.
     Now we ask you to call to your mind own particular ancestors – family roots, spiritual mentors and guides. Each one of us brings into the room our own network of people and places.
     We have welcomed this great cloud of witnesses to join us for the Installation of Rev. [Name] – can you feel them?
     May our ancestors guide us on our way.
     May they bless this space and time, and the work we are about to do.
     Please everyone join us in saying, “Ancestors, be with us.”
Ancestors, be with us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/welcoming-ancestors 

1.5: Ingathering Ritual with Calling of Directions by Rev. Jane Altman Page (666 words)
     I invite you to join me in a special ingathering ritual in which we will gather in energy and love from all directions.
     Your responsive call is the “Gathered Here” chant. Some of you will participate perhaps in a more metaphysical sense and for others your participation may be more metaphorical; and that is fine—for “we are Unitarian Universalists: People of Open Minds, Loving Hearts, and Helping Hands!”
     Please rise in body or spirit and face the East. We call out to the powers of the East—representing AIR and the radiance of dawn. I invite you to think of places to the east of us where you have lived or visited—perhaps places across the Ogeechee River or across the great Atlantic Ocean. And I invite you to lift to your mind friends and family who live east of here and call on those memories of times with them and their spirits of life and love to be here with us today. If you wish, you may lift their names into this sanctuary before we sing.
(sing “Gathered Here” chant*)
     Now I invite you to face the South. As we call on the powers of FIRE that the South represents, we lament the polluting of the Great Gulf of Mexico that lies to the South and have heard the cries of our Mother Earth. We are also thankful that with the good energies of loving people and the powers of nature, those beautiful waters are clearing again.
     And I ask you to think of places to the South of us where you have lived or visited. I invite you to lift to your mind friends and family who live south of here and call on those memories of times with them and their spirits of life and love to be here with us today. You may lift their names into the sanctuary.
(sing “Gathered Here” chant)
     I now invite you to face the West. We call out to the powers of the West—the power of WATER. We envision wonderful bodies of water to the west—many that we may have visited or hope to visit and I encourage you to think of them as well as other places you have lived or visited. I invite you also to lift to your mind friends and family who live west of here and call on those memories of times with them and their spirits of life and love to be here with us today. You may lift their names into the sanctuary.
(sing “Gathered Here” chant)
     And I invite you to face the North as we call out to the powers of the North the powers of the mighty EARTH: the power of stone and mountain. And the North is home to water also—including the Arctic Ocean—with ice melting and warning us that we must not wait to change our ways. I encourage you to think of places north of us where you have lived or visited. And I invite you to lift to your mind friends and family who live north of here and call on those memories of times with them and their spirits of life and love to be here with us today. You may lift their names into the sanctuary.
(sing “Gathered Here” chant)
     And last I invite you to turn to the Center—home of the SPIRIT. And in this special place, I invite you to lift to your mind friends and family members who have died—leaving us with gracious memories and, of course, their love. And I invite you to call on those memories of times with them and their spirits of life and love to be here with us today. You may lift their names into the sanctuary.
(sing “Gathered Here” chant)
     As you continue to face the center, please join me in giving thanks by singing these lines after me.
(Call and response singing of “Oh We Give Thanks” **)
Amen and Blessed Be.
     You may be seated.
   *#389 in Singing the Living Tradition. Words and music by Philip A Porter
   **#1010 in Singing the Journey. Words and music by Wendy Luella Perkins
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/calling-of-directions 

1.6: Come, Come Whoever You Are by Rev. Ian Riddell (190 words)
     Come, come, whoever you are.
     Do you hear that voice calling you, calling us?
     That voice which calls us together here today in this room made holy by our presence and by the sacred breath we share in our singing and speaking and silence.
     That voice which calls us to remember that we are not alone and that we are inextricably linked to all other life—woven into a vast tapestry of existence of which we are a powerful, integral, and holy part.
     And just as we have been called together here today, we act as the voice—the heart—the hands of another call:
     The call to:
     Walk with the wanderers
     Sing and dance with the worshipers
     Proclaim the memory of those who have taken their leave
     Wrap the despairing and the broken in the arms of love and community
and hold the hands of all of us who have broken our vows and call us back—again and again—to the covenant and work of justice, humility, and steadfast faithfulness.
     For this we are here together today. So, my friends, come, yet again; come let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/come-come-whoever-you-are 

1.7: The Church Incarnate by Rev. Elizabeth Mount (162 words)
     Come into this place, bringing all you hold with you.
though your heart be heavily burdened,
whether you be on the brink of tears or burn with unquenchable rage
this community can hold you and your strongest emotions,
yes, even the messy ones are welcome here.
     Come in if you sing just a bit too loud,
if you hold still as statues and just breathe it in,
if you sway to the music moving your soul, you are welcome.
Come in and say “Amen!” when the spirit moves you!
Tell that preacher to “preach, yes, that’s right! Tell us!”
Or close your eyes and quietly let your mind float free on the blessed words.
     Come into this place with every piece of yourself gathered up,
and let us BE the church incarnate.
Let us bring forth the spirit of all that we love
by the words of our mouths and the doing of our hands
As we make sacred this time together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/church-incarnate

1.8: Gathering of the Waters by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke (138 words)
     It was at a gathering of white women
when this gathering of the waters first came to pass.
White women in a second wave of gender self-awareness;
awakening,
connecting,
making new meaning,
shifting the old ethos.
The solidarity of these white women was reflected in the waters each brought,
waters that became a liquid harmony of each sweet voice and intention.
     Today, we gather as a community of humans in a new wave of gender and racial awareness;
awakening,
connecting,
making new meaning,
shifting the old ethos.
Today, we seek more than solidarity and harmony.
We seek inclusion.
We seek mutuality.
We seek reconciliation.
We seek justice for all people.
Today, may our gathering of the waters reflect the gathering of our collective courage
in service of the grace and love that is promised by our liberal faith.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/gathering-waters 

1.9: Open Up the Doors by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (230 words)
     Open up the doors
Push on looming wooden arches embroidered with ironwork
Brace shoulders against the weight of history unmoved
Slough off the musty smell of unused joy and stored up sorrow
Knock rust off the hinges if you have to
And let your breath precede you inside
     Open the doors more
Make room for a shaft of sunlight to cross the threshold
Give the dust motes something to dance about
Peek through a single slice of possibility
And name even the half-hidden truths you see
     Open the doors wider still
Pour yourself through the gap
Strut or sneak or sidle, as suits you best
Cleanse whatever scrapes catch your skin
And bind up the wounds that keep you from entering whole
     Open the doors as far as they will go
Draw on the strength of the stones beneath you
Ground yourself in a firm sense of who you are
Stand as a beacon welcoming the next seeker
And shine far beyond the lintel and sill
     Open all that you are
Heighten and deepen your connections to the world around you
Broaden your definition of neighbor
Grow into the largest target for grace that you can muster
And pray to become a gateway for even greater love and compassion
     Open up the doors, my friends,
Lest we keep the stranger out
And condemn ourselves to prisons of our own making
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/open-doors

1.10: The Common Room by Rev. Everett Howe (146 words)
How does it happen? this transformation.
Arriving from many directions,
one bearing snacks,
another the workday's toll of tension;
one anxious for the family dinner,
one thinking still of the parent's sickbed,
or the child's;
one joyful from a day well spent, and one
still processing, processing
the pain of another, revealed
in confidence.
How do we do it?
How do we become a whole,
a body,
each listening to the other,
accepting ideas not our own,
building together;
wiser and more compassionate
than any of us alone;
creating and calling
the spirit of life,
living
the spirit of love.
And then leaving, returning
to the home, or the workplace;
to the family, or the empty room;
to the sick parent, or child;
or to walk quietly before sleep,
thinking, thinking of this day.
How do we come together?
How do we make this time sacred?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/common-room

1.11: Opening Words for the Summer Solstice by B. Leslie Koons (76 words) (Summer Solstice)
     We come together this morning as celebrants, as seekers and companions. We enter into this, the longest day, joyfully, allowing ourselves the beauty of this time together in which we may rest our cares and sorrows, and allow our hearts and spirits to be uplifted.
     I invite you to take a deep breath, drink in the beauty and community that surrounds you in this place, and as you release it, become centered here, in the now.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/184777.shtml

1.12: This Is Our Home, But Not Just Ours by Laura Bogle (187 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
     We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just ours.
This land we live on, this water we drink, this air we breathe;
These old mountains that hold us steady to our ground;
These forests that give us their healing green, these flowers that give us their beauty and fragrance, these fields that give us our daily bread, these stars that show us our place.
The wilderness and the tame backyards, all of it our home.
We remember the ancestors who have lived on this land, and who have shaped it:
[Note: please amend to reflect the indigenous people of your own geographical setting:] 
     The Cherokee, the settlers, the mountaineers, the farmers, the hunters, the immigrants, the artists, the families, the explorers, the business-people, the engineers, the builders, the scientists, the teachers, the workers, the leaders.
     We inherit their choices.
We honor the animals and creatures that have made their home in this land, the ones here now, and the ones that used to be here.
We envision the future generations who will live on this land, and let their voices fill our hearts.
We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just ours.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/our-home-not-just-ours 

1.13: Territorial Acknowledgment by Rev. Sean Neil-Barron (124 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
We gather together as a community of seekers,
to honor the interdependence of life,
to respect the dignity of all,
and to honor the land we walk humbly upon.
Friends, let us acknowledge that we walk upon the traditional territories of the [insert name of the Indigenous Community you reside upon], the original nations of this land, who continue to cry out for justice and self-determination.
We are blessed with a space and opportunity to strive to live out our common principles:
To bring justice, equity and compassion into our daily lives,
To resist all that threatens the earth and her people,
And to live out our dream of a world community of peace, liberty and justice for all.
Let these thoughts carry us forth as we journey and worship together.
Blessed Be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/289948.shtml 

1.14: Invocation for Juneteenth by Rabbi Ben Goldberg (123 words) (Juneteenth)
     O Life of the Universe, whom we know through various names;
Who heals the broken-hearted and binds up their wounds
Who commanded my people to recall the moment we left Egypt every single day of our lives;
Bless this gathering …
…Be with us, as we acknowledge the sins of slavery, racism, and discrimination
That stained our nation even before its inception;
And be with us, too, as we remember those who struggled and died so that others could be free.
Continue to bring us
From slavery to freedom
From sorrow to joy
From mourning to festivity
From darkness to a great light
From servitude to redemption
When we will sing a great new song together before You.
And let us say: Amen.
Source: https://ritualwell.org/ritual/invocation-for-juneteenth/ 

1.15: Motherless Child by Rev. Amy Bowden Freedman (108 words) (Juneteenth)
     Sometimes I feel like a motherless child...
Here may you find
a warm greeting
a kind word
a gentle touch
     Sometimes I feel like I have no friend...
Here may you find
a community of support
a pulse of liberation
a vision of hope
     Sometimes I feel I am almost gone...
Here may you find
a song to sing
a moment of silence
a hand to hold
     Even when you are a long way from home...
may these walls give you shelter
may this community break through your loneliness
And may you feel the embrace of a larger Spirit of Life and Love.
Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/26977.shtml

1.16: Empowering the fathers of this world by Loraine Bottorff McNeill (186 words) (Father’s Day)
     Today is Father's Day, a day in which we honor and offer gratitude for our fathers, in whatever form or fashion they come into our lives—biological fathers, stepfathers, adoptive and foster fathers, grandfathers, spiritual fathers, and all of the uncles, brothers, and friends who, whether they know it or not, have helped to fill the role of father in someone's life.
     We are shaped by their presence and their absence, by how they choose to act and when they abstain, what they say and when they remain silent.
     Let us remember today and always the impact that these people have on us as individuals and as a community. And let us also remember that this relationship is not one-sided and that we, as a community, are called to support and empower the fathers of this world—no matter how they came into their roles and regardless of their relative successes or failures. Let us raise up their triumphs and let us have the grace to forgive them their all too human failures. Let us love our fathers and each other. Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/empowering-fathers-world 

1.17: A Protest and a Party by Rev. Hannah Roberts Villnave (144 words) (Pride)
     People sometimes ask:
Is Pride a protest
Or a party?
     And the answer is
Of course
Yes.
     And why not?
     Why not
Rejoice as we resist
Dance as we demand change
Celebrate as we create community that delights in
All of who we are?
     So bring all of that
With you this morning.
     Bring your policy demands
Bring your glitter
Bring your supreme court broken heart
Bring your rainbow socks
Bring the emptiness you feel
For our siblings gone too soon.
     Bring your Gloria Estefan remix
Bring your tender hope for change
Bring your most garish eyeshadow
Bring your spirit, tattered and battered
By a world that seems insistent on
Choosing fear and hate.
     Gather up all these things
And bring them here
To a place where we don’t
Have to shoulder these burdens
Or celebrate these joys
Alone.
     Come, let us worship
Together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/protest-and-party 

1.18: On a Holy Night in 1969 by Rev. Otto O’Connor (490 words) (Pride)
     On a holy night
In 1969,
In an Inn, also known as a bar,
Called the Stonewall Inn,
A basement—
which had no running water,
Nor safe fire exits—
Queer people, of many colors and kinds,
Danced together,
For it was the only place
Where they were allowed to dance,
At least, permitted to, by the mafia who ran the Inn.
     In those days,
It was common for the police to frequent this Inn,
No to join in the dance, the underground celebration,
But to send the dancers home and make arrests.
When they would arrive,
The lights would go on,
The people would be lined up,
And then
All those in drag,
All those who were trans,
All those without proper identification:
They were arrested and taken into custody.
     But on this holy night,
That early morning of June 28,
The people said “not tonight.”
As they called to them to line up,
The transwomen refused to go.
And as they police began to beat and arrest them,
And as the people spilled out from the bar on to the street,
Christopher St,
A crowd grew to watch.
And then,
As transwomen, lesbians, and gay men were getting arrested,
A yell came from the crowd: “Gay Power.”
And as a transwoman was shoved,
She shoved back and the crowd began throwing bottles at the wagon,
And suddenly it erupted.
For once the people didn’t line up;
For once the people said “no more; we’ve had enough.”
It was almost as if, that night,
being pulled out of the darkness of the underground at Stonewall Inn
One too many times,
They said, “I’m ready to be seen.”
     On this holy night, when the power of the oppressed rippled through the streets of New York,
When queer people said, No more
Our world would never be the same.
     Fifty years ago,
It was illegal to be gay, to be trans, to dance and to love and to celebrate.
And now, only fifty years later,
Here we are celebrating at a church.
Gay and straight together?
Queer and straight together?
Trans and cis together?
All in this together.
     And so as we hear these stories of life and love and defiance and celebration,
Let us also remember and pay tribute to our movement ancestors,
Many of them transwomen of color who led the first rebellion that night.
You see, Pride is a celebration of that anniversary:
the anniversary of that riot, at the Stonewall Inn in New York city. A holy night.
     So Happy Pride.
Welcome to this joyful celebration,
Bring your whole selves
Your gay
Lesbian
Bisexual
Transgender
Queer selves
Your drag queen
Butch and femme
Cross-dressing
Nail-painting
Tutu-wearing
Selves
Your
Genderqueer
Genderfluid
Agender
Pansexual
QUILTBAG selves
And all the other identities
That are and will be
And let’s have a celebration,
Because joy is a rebellion, too.
And this church is Queer;
Queer and fabulous.
Amen?
     Let us begin!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/on-a-holy-night-in-1969 

2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: This Time, Just Silence (102 words)
Each week we wrap words around our chalice lighting ritual as we strive to articulate the essence of our faith. Some words are driven by a theme, others by a principle or a source of our faith, and still others by a holiday or holy day. Often the words may focus on the symbolism of the chalice or the flame. What all the words have in common is this chalice, this flame, this gathering who enriches this ritual week in and week out through our presence. And sometimes, silence is all we need because the chalice and the flame speak for themselves. (Pause for a long moment of silence and then light the chalice.)
Source: Touchstones

2.2: Let the Chalice Connect Us by Catherine Callahan (96 words)
As the chalice is lit let us come together into the sacred space we have created. 
Let the cares of the day fall away and know that here is a place for quiet reflection, 
for a pause in our lives, for breathing into our true selves. 
Let what is said and felt here add richness to the dimensions of our lives and spiritual practices. We are strong together in community. 
We share the experience of being human. 
Let the warmth of the chalice lit during our time together 
connect us and carry us into the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/let-chalice-connect-us 

2.3: The End Is the Beginning by Katie Gelfand (74 words)
We call forth the life of our faith by igniting our chalice.
This spark of new beginnings invites us into a sacred space
to reflect where we have been and where we are going.
Even knowing that this particular flame will intentionally end
with our ritual extinguishing, we fear not its end…
For we know, with brave hearts,
that from every ending of our lives,
We are sent forth to make a new beginning.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/end-beginning 

2.4: The meaning of the chalice by Martha Kirby Capo (76 words)
For some, the chalice cup is a communion cup, freely offered to all who would seek the greater Truth. Others see the circle of fellowship in its embracing sides. The sacred hoop of its rim, the ambient energy cradled in its basin, the abiding, grounded strength of its pedestal: may all be lit by the fire of spiritual integrity; so too may we each be bathed in the glow of our shared Truth, multifaceted and radiant.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/meaning-chalice

2.5: The Spirit of Water by Katie Gelfand, adapted (59 words)
We light this chalice as a symbol of reunion.
We reunite in this sanctuary to share the flow of our hearts with one another.
We gather together in ritual
to celebrate our fountains of joy
to hold each other through storms of grief
to guide one another through rapids of transformation
to rest together on ponds of stillness. …
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/spirit-water 

2.6: Faith in Summer by Ellen Hamilton (78 words) (Summer Solstice)
     In faith, together, we light this small scrap of light,
symbol of Grandfather Sun's enormous power,
whose energy burns so brightly In these days of deep Summer,
catapulting the leaves and vines,
vegetables, flowers and fruits to astonishing size, lengths and heights,
spilling over the tops of cages, walls and trellises,
delighting and nourishing all beings.
     We bask in the warmth and the heat of these days,
with lightened hearts and quickened senses,
in gratitude and in faith.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/faith-summer 

2.7: 8 Principles in Action by Kiakiali Bordner (250 words) (Juneteenth)
     We, Unitarian Universalists of the [name of congregation/covenanting community/organization], light our chalice in honor of the 8 Principles of our shared Unitarian Universalist faith:
     The inherent worth and dignity of every person...
means respect guides us in all of our interactions with anyone.
     Justice, equity and compassion in human relations...
is determined by those without the privilege and power to establish the frameworks from which these are received.
     Acceptance of one another and encouragement to spiritual growth in our congregations...
requires all to actively engage in ensuring conditions are supportive for all to thrive.
     A free and responsible search for truth and meaning...
is a challenging, ever-changing, all-encompassing call we must all answer.
     The right of conscience and the use of the democratic process within our congregations and in society at large....
is about inclusive structures and communities that provide space for all.
     The goal of world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all...
can only be reached through intentional co-liberation for all.
     Respect for the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part...
asks us to remember that each and every creature is an embodiment of the Love of the Universe and each of us must act accordingly.
     Journeying toward spiritual wholeness by working to build a diverse multicultural Beloved Community by our actions that accountably dismantle racism and other oppressions in ourselves and our institutions...
must be led by those who have been harmed by these and who have a vision for the future.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/8-principles-action 

2.8: The Hands of Our Fathers by Jessica Star Rockers (319 words) (Father’s Day)
     “Our words for the chalice lighting were written from the perspective of Jessica Star Rockers. Perhaps her specific memories will elicit your own. She writes, "Every Sunday morning growing up my father would take us to mass at St. Peter’s Catholic church. I loved the hymns, and the smells and bells as they say, but the sermons were kind of a bore. So I would occupy myself by counting the cuts and scrapes and bruises on my father’s hands. My dad was an electrician and a farmer, working with his hands from before the sun came up until long after it went down. So every week I would take his large hands in my little ones, turning them over, examining, discovering new bruises, and keeping track of the healing of the old ones. I would count the wounds and whisper the tally in his ear. I loved that he let me hold and investigate his hands in this way, snuggled up next to him in the pew, in the quiet of the church with just the priest’s voice in the background. Having two jobs that demanded his attention, my dad didn’t always have time for such intimacies. Except on Sunday morning.
     “And I took pride in those wounds. It was evidence of how hard my dad worked to take care of his family. He was a man who was often uncomfortable with expressing affection, but I could see in those hands how much he loved me. Was my dad a good dad? Was he there for me when I needed him? Did he protect me and provide for me? Did he care about me? When I ask myself those questions, I think of his hands."
     We dedicate the lighting of our chalice today in honor of the hands of our fathers. For all the ways, and all the hard work that they do, to show us we are loved.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/hands-our-fathers

2.9: We light our chalice for fathers and for fatherhood by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (136 words) (Father’s Day)
For sleepless nights awaiting the curfew-breakers
For anxious hours as a driving instructor
For hours spent on sidelines, cheering
And watching school plays, sometimes “resting our eyes,”
For the pressures of bread-winning
And “wait ‘til your father gets home.”
For teaching moments and mentoring moments,
For making up answers when you just don’t know,
But are expected to because you know everything
For scrapes and boo-boo kisses and bandaids,
For hugs and kisses and silliness and play
For bedtime stories and early morning ice time
For all the after-shave and ties received as gifts
For handing over car keys and waves good-bye
For father-daughter wedding dances
And cradling grandchildren for the first time
For all the moments and all the meaning in the role of a lifetime,
We light our chalice for fathers and for fatherhood.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/we-light-our-chalice-fathers-and-fatherhood 

2.10: Living with Pride by Rev. Lori Gorgas Hlaban (103 words) (Pride)
     We light our chalice flame
     For those who lived their lives in closets of shame;
For those who furtively visited the bars, where nobody knew your name;
For the Stonewall riot—and the fierce transwomen who fought;
For the plague, which still takes far too many, too young, too soon.
     So many gone. So many never lived to see
Out gay kids singing on TV
Out gay people serving in the military
Marriage equality
Families formed by intention
     We light our chalice flame for all these,
and for all our siblings of the rainbow,
surviving,
living life out,
in the open,
with Pride.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/living-pride 

2.11: The Pride Flame by Linda lee Franson (142 words) (Pride)
     We light this flame
to ignite our hearts and minds—
the spark of knowledge that enlightens,
the shimmering hope that burns,
the blazing love that engulfs our actions,
the bonfire of our commitment.
     We light this flame for those
who celebrate themselves
who fear
who hope
who persevere
who stand on the side of love for all.
     We light this flame
for those who have been ridiculed,
that they may find peace;
for those who have fought to marry,
that they may celebrate;
for those who live in uncertainty in the world,
that they may have hope.
     We light this flame
to renew our commitment
that no one shall ever again
suffer for the right to love.
     We light this flame
to celebrate our kaleidoscope of diversity:
working, loving, and living on the side of love.
For this, we light this flame.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/pride-flame 
[bookmark: _heading=h.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 #16 ‘Tis a Gift to Be Simple 
3.3: SLT #22 Dear Weaver of Our Lives’ Design
3.4: SLT #38 Morning Has Broken
3.5: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter
3.6: SLT #65 The Sweet June Days
3.7: SLT #73 Chant for the Seasons
3.8: SLT #204 Come, O Sabbath Day
3.9: SLT #214 Shabbat Shalom
3.10: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey
3.11: SLT #316 Tradition Held Fast
3.12: SLT #322 Thanks Be for These
3.13: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me
3.14: SLT #347 Gather the Spirit
3.15: SLT #352 Find a Stillness
3.16: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
3.17: SLT #359 When We Are Gathered
3.18: SLT #360 Here We Have Gathered
      Singing the Journey 
3.19: SJT #1001 Breaths
3.20: SJT #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place
3.21: SJT #1009 Meditation on Breathing
3.22: SJT #1011 Return Again
3.23: SJT #1031 Filled with Loving Kindness 
3.24: SJT #1037 We Begin Again in Love
3.25: SJT #1046 Shall We Gather at the River
3.26: SJT #1051 Uwe Are…
3.27: SJT #1058 Be Ours a Religion 
3.28: SJT #1066 O Brother Sun
3.29: SJT #1067 Mother Earth, Beloved Garden
3.30: SJT #1070 Mother I Feel You
3.31: SJT #1073 The Earth Is Our Mother
     Popular Music
3.32: Ritual Dance by Michael Hedges (2:17)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3iv87CvUf9A 
3.33: Ritual by Alan Walker (2:45)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-W8UizbMJbc 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Wisdom Story: Flowers Have the Gift of Language (803 words)
     He was born in Bohemia in 1870. She was born there in 1888. Bohemia became part of Czechoslovakia in 1918.
     He was raised Roman Catholic. Her religious background is unknown. 
     She was a librarian, and he was a Baptist minister. Both came to the United States at different times and for different reasons. She moved to New York City with her family in 1907 when she was 19. He came to the United States in 1914, fleeing government reprisals because he was very outspoken. Then World War I consumed Europe from 1914 until 1918. 
     She was single. He had been married twice, but both of his wives had died. He was the father of nine children. The three youngest came to America with him.
     She worked at the Webster Branch of the New York Public Library. He was the minister of the First Slovak Baptist Church in Newark, NJ. 
     In 1914, she became head of the Czech section of the library. In 1915, he was tried for heresy by a Baptist tribunal, although he was acquitted.
    Norbert Fabian Čapek [pronounced chah-peck] met Majà Veronica Oktavec at that library. They married on June 23, 1917, and Majà resigned her job. In 1919, they bought a home in Belleview, NJ. Norbert became the minister of another Baptist church. But, by September of that year, his many years of doubt caused him to resign. He wrote in his diary, “I cannot be a Baptist anymore, even in compromise. The fire of new desires, new worlds, is burning inside me.” 
     Many people who left Bohemia began returning because Czechoslovakia had become independent. In 1920, the Čapeks decided to go back. They sold their house, but departure delays forced them to rent an apartment in East Orange, NJ. Norbert and Majà encouraged their children to attend Sunday Schools at different churches and decide which one they liked best. Their favorite was the First Unitarian Church in Orange, NJ. Then, Norbert and Majà attended, finding “not only clear heads but warm hearts, too.” They became members on January 10, 1921. Joining seemed like fate because Norbert, who had met Unitarians in Berlin in 1910 at the International Association for Religious Freedom meeting, had been called a Unitarian by professor Tomáš Masaryk, who became the first president of Czechoslovakia. The minister in Orange, NJ, Dr. Walter Reid Hunt, introduced Norbert to Dr. Samuel Eliot, the President of the American Unitarian Association. Eliot agreed to support their work to start a new religious movement in Czechoslovakia. Norbert and Majà left for Prague on June 30, 1921. 
     By February 1922, Norbert and Majà had organized the Liberal Religious Fellowship. Majà was ordained as a minister in 1926. The Czech government in 1930 officially recognized the Unitarian Church of Czechoslovakia. By 1940, the church had 3,200 members and six fellowships. In addition, 8,000 Czechs considered themselves to be Unitarian.
    Quite memorable in all of this was something that happened on June 24, 1923. Norbert and Majà created a Flower Festival. Each member who came to that Sunday service brought a flower and placed it in one of several vases. Then, during a moving ceremony, Norbert blessed the flowers saying, “Infinite Spirit of Life, we ask thy blessing on these, thy messengers of fellowship and love. May they remind us …of the value of …friendship as one of thy most precious gifts.” The service also included singing some hymns that Norbert wrote. (Did you know he wrote 90 hymns, and three are in our hymnal?) At the end of the service, people took a different flower home with them.
     Unfortunately, war came to Europe again. In 1939, shortly before the German occupation of Czechoslovakia, Majà left for the United States to lecture and raise funds for a joint Unitarian and Society of Friends program to help refugees. When Germany invaded Czechoslovakia in September 1939, Majà could not return home. In 1940, she introduced the Flower Festival to the First Unitarian Church in Cambridge, MA. When she finished the lecture tour, she worked as a minister for three years in New Bedford, MA.
     Majà learned after the war that Norbert had been arrested by the Gestapo in 1941 and killed in 1942. Rather than returning to Czechoslovakia, she remained in the United States and worked for the United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Agency, helping displaced persons settle in Yugoslavia, Egypt, and Palestine. 
     The Flower Festival became the Flower Communion and is observed yearly by many of our congregations. This moving ritual from Norbert and Majà, which is now 100 years old (2023), continues to bless Unitarian Universalism. As UU minister Richard Gilbert wrote, “The flowers have the gift of language. In the meadow, they speak of freedom….”
Note: The spelling of Majà with the accent mark is based on a 1926 photo of her signature.
Source: Touchstones

4.2: This Must be Sufficient by Elie Wiesel (237 words)
     When the great Rabbi Israel Ba'al Shem-Tov saw misfortune threatening the Jews, it was his custom to go into a certain part of the forest to meditate. There he would light the fire, say a special prayer, and the miracle would be accomplished and the misfortune averted.
     Years later when a disciple of the Ba'al Shem-Tov, the celebrated Magid of Mezritch, had occasion for the same reason, to intercede with heaven, he would go to the same place in the forest and say: "Master of the Universe, listen! I do not know how to light the fire, but I am still able to say the prayer," and again the miracle would be accomplished.
     Still later, another rabbi, Rabbi Moshe-leib of Sasov, in order to save his people once more, would go into the forest and say, "I do not know how to light the fire. I do not know the prayer, but I know the place and this must be sufficient." It was sufficient and the miracle was accomplished.
     The years passed. And it fell to Rabbi Israel of Ryzhyn to overcome misfortune. Sitting in his armchair, his head in his hands, he spoke to God: "I am unable to light the fire, and I do not know the prayer, and I cannot even find the place in the forest. All I can do is tell the story, and this must be sufficient." And it was sufficient.
Source: https://www.uua.org/re/tapestry/adults/life/workshop2/159144.shtml, from The Gates of the Forest by Elie Wiesel

5.0: Meditations
5.1: A Strawberry Jam (312 words)
As the Indigenous peoples of North America knew, strawberries ripen in June, which is why they called June’s full moon the Strawberry Moon. Looking up, may we bask in the moonlight. Looking down, may we attend to the green rush of spring in all its magnificence. May this first of earth’s many summer and fall harvests remind us of just how sweet life can be if we take the time to fall down on our knees, push the green leaves aside, and pluck this luscious, hidden, red delight. As we taste its sweetness may we reflect on a retelling of a Buddhist story by Pema Chödrön. She writes, “There is a story of a woman running away from tigers. She runs and runs and the tigers are getting closer and closer. When she comes to the edge of a cliff, she sees some vines there, so she climbs down and holds on to the vines. Looking down, she sees that there are tigers below her as well. She then notices that a mouse is gnawing away at the vine to which she is clinging. She also sees a beautiful little bunch of strawberries close to her, growing out of a clump of grass. She looks up and she looks down. She looks at the mouse. Then she just takes a strawberry, puts it in her mouth, and enjoys it thoroughly. Tigers above, tigers below. This is actually the predicament that we are always in, in terms of our birth and death. Each moment is just what it is. It might be the only moment of our life; it might be the only strawberry we’ll ever eat. We could get depressed about it, or we could finally appreciate it and delight in the preciousness of every single moment of our life.” Better to delight in a strawberry and the full moon of June.
Source: Touchstones

5.2: Meditation on the Four Directions by Rev. Julia Hamilton (686 words)
     In the pagan tradition, which is grounded in a respect and reverence for the natural world, calling upon the four directions is the usual way to begin any ceremony. Each direction is associated with an element of the natural world, and represents some part of our human nature as well. The directions are not seen as separate and isolated, but rather as part of the interdependent system that makes up the world. Here on our altar, we have the symbolic elements for each direction, and we will travel through the meanings associated with each direction before entering into a time of meditation.
     We begin in the East, toward the rising sun. The element of the east is air, represented on our altar by a feather. Air and breath give us life. It is the direction of inspiration – the word that literally means to take in air. The east is associated with the mind, with knowledge and learning and intellectual curiosity. Imagine the birds, turning and wheeling in the air, imagine the breeze blowing through your hair. Turning toward the east, we look for a fresh start, an invigorating breath, a new idea. When you are feeling stuck in a rut, beholden to a routine, or if the wind has gone out of your sails, look eastward.
     We move around the wheel to the south. The element of the south is fire, and in the southern place on our altar the flame of our chalice burns bright. Fire is a transformative force, it is heat and light and powerful change. In the Northern Hemisphere, it makes sense that we associate the south, towards the equator, with the warmth of the sun and the heat of the flame. We see birds move south, butterflies move south, whales move south, seeking warmer places when the weather gets cold. When our internal weather gets cold, turning south is a metaphor for turning toward warmth and daylight, seeking out the changes that will warm us up, get our blood moving, call us out of our winters, out of hibernation, into action.
     Continuing around the circle, we arrive in the west. The element of the west is water, and here on our altar we have some of the water collected at our Ingathering services each September. We add to this water each year, symbolizing the way we come together in our community as individual drops join into a mighty river. In the west, we are drawn into the experience of our emotions. It is a direction that calls us to self-reflection and self-understanding. Our emotions move in us like water, flowing through our lives, sometimes calm and sometimes turbulent, but always flowing. When we dam up our feelings, just like when we dam up a river, the pressure builds until it finds an outlet. If you are seeking to get in touch with your inner life, with your emotions, turn towards the west.
     We move now to the North. The element of the North is earth, represented here by some dirt from our very own garden. There is stability here, the ground of our being. The north represents the place that holds us, that allows us time and space to heal and grow, to feel nurtured and respected. It is also the place of embodiment, of connecting with our physical self, with the concrete, tangible world around us. The north calls to you if you are seeking balance, the deep wisdom that lives in your bones, a place of rest and recovery.
     (Note: the above could be read by multiple voices)
     We have moved through these four directions, given them shape and meaning:
East: Air, breath and inspiration.
South: Fire, transformation and action.
West: Water, feeling and reflection.
North: Earth, balance and wisdom.
     Now, I invite you to turn toward the direction that calls to you today. You can stay in your seat, you can stand, you can turn your head or your whole body, but orient yourself toward the one of the directions, the element that speaks to you and your life right now, and when I ring the bowl gong, we will enter into two minutes of silent meditation.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-four-directions 

5.3: In Between by Rev. Kate Walker (222 words)
     In between, liminal, that space where we wait.
Between moments; events, results, action, no action.
To stand on the threshold, waiting for something to end,
And something new to arrive, a pause in the rumble of time.
Awareness claims us, alert, a shadow of something different.
     In between invitation and acceptance.
In between symptom and diagnosis.
In between send and receipt of inquiry and question.
In between love given and love received.
     Liminality, a letting go, entering into confusion,
ambiguity and disorientation.
A ritual begun, pause … look back at what once was,
Look forward into what becomes.
Identity sheds a layer, reaches into something uncomfortable to wear.
     In between lighting of the match and the kindling of oil.
In between choosing of text and the reading of words.
In between voices and notes carried through the air into ears to hear.
In between creation thrusts ever forward.
     Social hierarchies may disassemble and structures may fall.
Communities may revolt or tempt trust.
Tradition may falter or creativity crashes forward.
Leaders may step down or take charge.
The people may choose or refuse.
     In between, storm predicted, the horizon beacons.
In between, theology of process reminds us to step back.
In between, where minutia and galaxies intermingle with microbes and mysteries.
In between, liminal, that space where we wait: Look, listen, feel, breathe.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/between 

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

5.5: Thanks Be for These by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)
     For the sound of bow on string,
Of breath over reed,
Of touch on keyboard;
     For slants of sunlight through windows,
For shimmering shadows on snow,
For the whisper of wind on my face;
For the smooth skin of an apple,
For the caress of a collar on my neck;
     For the prickling of my skin when I am deeply moved,
For the pounding of my heart when I run,
For the peace of soul at day’s end;
     For familiar voices in family rites,
For the faces of friends in laughter and tears,
For the tender human arms that hold me;
     For the flashes of memories that linger,
For the mysterious moments that beckon,
For the particularity of this instant;
     For the silence of moon-lit nights,
For the sound of rain on my roof,
Of wind in dry leaves,
Of waves caressing the shore;
     For the softness of summer breezes,
For the crispness of autumn air,
For dark shadows on white snow,
For the resurrection of spring,
For the faithful turning of the seasons;
     For angular, leafless trees,
For gentle hills rolling in the distance,
For meandering streams seeking an unseen sea;
     For cornstalks at stiff attention,
And brittle plants bristling past their prime,
For unharvested gardens returning plants to enrich the soil;
     For the sight of familiar faces,
The sound of our spoken names,
The welcoming embrace of outstretched arms;
For the ritual of friendship,
Reminding us we matter:
Thanks be for these.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanks-be-these 

5.6: Sabbath Home by Rev. Kathleen McTigue (210 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,
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

5.7: The Chalice of Our Being by Rev. Richard Gilbert (189 words)
“Each morning we must hold out the chalice of our being to receive, to carry, and give back.”   Dag Hammarskjold
     Each morning we hold out our chalice of being
To be filled with the graces of life that abound—
Air to breathe, food to eat, companions to love,
Beauty to behold, art to cherish, causes to serve.
      They come in ritual procession, these gifts of life.
Whether we deserve them we cannot know or say,
For they are poured out for us.
Our task is to hold steady the chalice of our being.
      We carry the chalice with us as we go,
Either meandering aimlessly,
Or with destination in our eye.
     We share its abundance if we have any sense,
Reminding others as we remind ourselves
Of the contents of the chalice we don’t deserve.
Water from living streams fills it
If only we hold it out faithfully.
     We give back, if we can, something of ourselves—
Some love, some beauty, some grace, some gift.
We give back in gratitude if we can
Something like what is poured into our chalice of being—
For those who abide with us and will follow.
     Each morning we hold out the chalice of our being,
To receive, to carry, to give back.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/chalice-our-being 

5.8: A Blessing for the Divorced or Separated by Rev. Meg Riley (195 words)
     For all who left a relationship in order to save your heart, may your own heartbeat be your blessing. Its rhythm, its particular kinships, its unique rhythm. May you know your own heart as God’s blessing.
     For all who had to set boundaries in order to keep your mind intact, may your own mind be your blessing. Its integrity, its edginess, its willingness to wonder and to know. May you know your own mind as God’s blessing.
     For all who had to let go in order to protect your body, your safety, those you love, may your body be your blessing. Its strength, its beauty, its imperfect humanity. May you know your own body as blessing.
     For all who had to walk away in order to save your spirit, may your own spirit be your blessing. Its spaciousness, breath, its deep and abiding wisdom. May you know your own spirit as blessing.
     Heart, mind, body, spirit. May you know your own wholeness, reconstituting yourself as you separate from this relationship, walking away in love and in blessing. May you walk toward more love, knowing that you walk squarely in God’s sight and with God’s blessing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessing-divorced-or-separated 

5.9: At One by Rev. Victoria Safford (adapted) (401 words)
     Imagine this [as a ritual for forgiveness].
     …Every year, the people make their peace with anyone they have wronged or slighted or injured or in any way neglected in the past twelve months. The task is not to patch things up, smooth things over, reach a compromise, or sweep mistakes and uneasy memories under the rug; the task is not to feel better. The task is ownership. The goal is truth, for its own redemptive sake. I did this. I said this to you, and it was wrong. I neglected this. I botched this. I betrayed you thusly. I demeaned you, whether you ever knew it or not. This is the truth in which both of us are living. I ask you to forgive me.
     Imagine how many deep breaths you would need to take. Imagine how many doors you’d have to knock on, how many phone calls you’d have to make, how many letters, how many lunches and coffees, how many awkward moments with your children and your parents, and with strangers (that cashier to whom you spoke so sharply). Awkward is irrelevant. The task is not about comfort, it is about truth, about wholeness and holiness. Restoration.
     Imagine this.
     Someone has been preparing all year to speak with you, to write to you, to ask you a hard question. Perhaps in some way not quite conscious, you have even known this, and you have been preparing too. Finally, you answer the door or the phone, or open the letter with shaky hands, and there it is, what you thought you’d been longing for but really have dreaded: someone is asking your forgiveness. The task is not about comfort, it is about truth. Awkward is irrelevant. You get to choose now, you have to choose, whether and how you will participate in restoration. Abandon the pleasant piety that claims knee-jerk forgiveness as the unquestioned moral course. You get to choose which way will be right in this case, between you as persons and with all your gods. What response will make the world more whole?
     Imagine. Something yearns in us to come ‘round right. Something creaky, rusty, heavy, almost calcified within us tries—in spite of us and of all our fears and self-deceptions—to turn and turn and creak and turn again and come ‘round a little truer. Something in us stretches toward conversion.
     Imagine healing, wholly, from within.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/one

5.10: Meditation on Forgiveness by Jay E Abernathy, Jr (247 words) (originally written for Yom Kippur)
Note: This ritual may involve writing grievances on a piece of paper and casting them into a flame.
     All our lives we have been told to seek that which is good,
to turn our faces from the dark and toward the light,
toward beauty, toward truth.
     But the truth is that the world is not always good.
The light we seek casts shadows,
and there is brokenness amid the beauty.
Our world is far from perfect, and so are we.
     We strive to be in right relations with one another,
but there are times when we are left angry or disappointed,
even as we sometimes anger or disappoint others.
     Whether it is the harsh words said by a loved one,
the loss of a friendship,
the carelessness of a stranger,
or the scars left by a childhood trauma,
Bad things do happen.
     We cannot seek Truth, Beauty, and Light
without acknowledging and affirming
that which is false, broken, and in shadow,
for all of these exist within us as well.
     In this moment of silence let us remember the wrongs we have endured,
the imperfections that we have perpetuated,
that we may forgive them and ourselves, and forgive yet again.
And in the times of music and readings to follow,
let us write our resentments,
give form to our grievances,
and bring them forward to burn.
     For like our anger, the flames may burn and destroy,
but like our love, the flames may also cleanse and purify.
Let us undertake the work of forgiving ourselves and each other,
that we may begin again in love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/ceremony/143238.shtml

5.11: Hallowed Ground and Hard Stone by Rev. Lisa Doege (257 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
     “I remove my shoes because this is hallowed ground,” the guide says. “A holy place, not an everyday life place.” The guide tells us how we know—or think we know—it was the one and not the other for those people millennia ago. But aren’t the places where we live holy ground? Don’t our very acts of feeding one another, healing one another, singing to one another, teaching one another, dancing together and weeping together hallow the places where we live?
     “This is an early morning image,” the guide says, spritzing it with water so we can see it on a cloudy afternoon. “Shifting light through the hours and the seasons reveals different images.” Isn’t that the way it is with the images of our lives? That the signs and symbols, events and turning points and decisions, telling the stories of our days and years come into clarity and fade again through cycles of light and dark, seasons of birth and growth, hibernation and death?
     “This stone is hard,” the guide says. “Harder even than granite. So hard that the snows and rains and winds of thousands of years have not erased marks left by the glaciers of the last ice age.” Yet the buffalo wore one tall rock smooth, rubbing away their irritations against it, ‘til it shone like glass. Isn’t even this the way of our lives? That flesh and blood can find relief in rough places? That irritants can polish us? That hard will sometimes yield to soft after countless repeated encounters?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/hallowed-ground-and-hard-stone  

5.12: Let Us Praise Those Fathers by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (243 words) (Father’s Day)
     Let us praise those fathers who have striven to balance the demands of work, marriage, and children with an honest awareness of both joy and sacrifice.
     Let us praise those fathers who, lacking a good model for a father, have worked to become a good father.
     Let us praise those fathers who by their own account were not always there for their children, but who continue to offer those children, now grown, their love and support.
     Let us pray for those fathers who have been wounded by the neglect and hostility of their children.
     Let us praise those fathers who, despite divorce, have remained in their children's lives.
     Let us praise those fathers whose children are adopted, and whose love and support has offered healing.
     Let us praise those fathers who, as stepfathers, freely choose the obligation of fatherhood and earned their stepchildren's love and respect.
     Let us praise those fathers who have lost a child to death, and continue to hold the child in their heart.
     Let us praise those men who have no children, but cherish the next generation as if they were their own.
     Let us praise those men who have "fathered" us in their role as mentors and guides.
     Let us praise those men who are about to become fathers; may they openly delight in their children.
     And let us praise those fathers who have died, but live on in our memory and whose love continues to nurture us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/fathers-day 

5.13: Father's Day Meditation by Rev. Rod Richards (176 words) (Father’s Day)
     On this Father’s Day, we recognize the vast spectrum of experience and the often-complicated feelings that surround such a celebration. We honor those fathers and father figures in our lives who have loved, supported, encouraged and instructed us, and we seek to share these gifts with others.
     We mourn with those who mourn the loss of a father and fathers who mourn the loss of a child, whether separated by death or estrangement. We support those for whom this day brings pain and sorrow, who suffered abandonment, neglect or abuse.
     We support and celebrate the fathers in our midst who give of themselves to their children, recognizing all the strength and wisdom and stamina and love and time and honest introspection that fatherhood requires. We support those men who choose not to have children, yet who are present in loving and supportive ways to children, youth and adults alike. And we seek to honor wherever we find ourselves today across this vast spectrum of experience and to feel the compassion that embraces us within this silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/fathers-day-meditation

5.14: Fathering Words by Rev. Myke Johnson (151 words) (Father’s Day)
     I invite you into a period of quiet meditation.
Close your eyes if you wish, and get comfortable in your seat.
     Think about the father-figure you carry in your heart.
I invite you to remember the gifts and the wounds you received from that person or persons.
If any feelings come up, just breathe deeply
and honor those feelings as a connection with your own heart…
     [Silence]
     As we close our meditation,
I invite you to listen to some fathering words that we don’t get to hear often enough.
     [Male reader, mindfully]:
I love you, just the way you are.
I have confidence in you. You can achieve your goals.
I will stand behind you; you can depend on me.
I am proud of you.
Stand up for yourself. Your opinions and feelings are important.
I have faith in you.
     [Silence]
     When you are ready, you can breathe deeply three times, and open your eyes.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/fathering-words 

5.15: These Are Our Dads by Rev. Amy Petrie Shaw (Father’s Day)
     We recognize and honor today every dad who stood as their child shouted at them in anger or frustration. Every dad who tried to understand their child’s clothing choices, new hairdo, or new tattoo. Every dad who suddenly realized their child might be right and was willing to listen, and every dad who honestly believed they were making the best choices that they could.
     We honor every dad who screwed it up, got it wrong, tried again, got it right, and often went from being the dumbest soul alive to the pinnacle of brilliance and back again, in one day, according to his children.
     These are our dads.
     We honor and recognize today all those who taught us what they knew, and forgave us when we got it wrong. Those who wanted to teach us, but left too soon, or simply did not know how to teach at all. Those who walked us to the bathroom in the dark and those who turned on the lights and waited up for us to come back on our own. Those who let us break their binoculars and steal their shirts, and those who taught us why it was wrong to break and steal.
     These are our dads.
     We recognize and honor today all of the men who taught us what it meant to be honest, even when it was embarrassing; to tell the truth and admit to our faults; to be human. We recognize too those fathers who could not teach us these things because they did not know themselves, but who hoped and prayed that we would do better than they ever did.
     These are our dads.
     Today we recognize and honor all of the men who have been there —or tried to be there —no matter what. Those who have remained calm in a crisis, and those who could not remain calm but did not run away. Those who did run away, but came back again, and those who never came back but always wished it could have been different.
     They are our dads: rich and poor. Tall or short. Slender as a pole or round as a basketball. They are the men who helped to raise us, and those who formed us through their actions and their lack of actions.
     They are our dads: birth fathers and adoptive fathers. Step-fathers and foster dads. Fathers who have no children themselves, but who step in to help to raise the child of a neighbor or a friend.
     Grandfathers and uncles.
     Single moms who’ve had to learn to go beyond motherhood.
     Trans dads who have given birth.
     Trans dads who didn’t.
     Queer dads and gay dads and female partners willing to take on the role.
     They are our dads. Through love and hatred, joy and tears, addiction, mental health issues, perfect health, sickness, aging, wealth and poverty, absence and presence, they are our dads.
     They are, because of us. We are, because of them. They are our dads.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/these-are-our-dads 

5.16: I Believe in Fathering by Rev. Evin Carvill Ziemer (274 words) (Father’s Day)
     I believe in fathering
     I believe in the radical idea that men have the full human capacity to nurture
     Hair bows and baseballs
     Cooking and creativity
     Tools and tiaras
     Camping and dancing
     Snuggles and shrieks of delight
     Too many fathers don’t believe in their own fathering
     Too many are scarred by their own fathers to hear their heart say otherwise
     Too many have known fathers who, faced with a quivering lip and tears, could only say “man up."
     Too many have known fathers who knew only yelling and hitting
     Too many have known fathers who lost sight of their sacred role of protector and became tormentor
     But I believe in fathering.
     When a human being gest
ates and gives birth their brain changes permanently.
     A father’s brain changes permanently too—changes as he rocks his baby to sleep, delights in baby games, and soothes bumps and bruises. A father earns his new neurobiology.
     In a world where too many mothers hand their co-parent directions more specific than those given to the babysitter;
     Where a father out with his kids is asked, “Are you babysitting?” and “Where’s mom?”;
     Where fathers are the punch line,
     I believe in fathering. I believe in the radical idea that men have the full human capacity to nurture.
     Whether their children come through birth, adoption, or fostering; through scouts, sports, Sunday school, or youth group
     I’ve known too many gay dads, too many single fathers, too many men raising children others couldn’t to believe otherwise.
     I believe we all—especially our children—deserve to know that the human capacity to nurture belongs to every one of us.
     I believe in fathering.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/i-believe-fathering 

5.17: Any Other Questions? by Rev. Victoria Safford (349 words) (Pride)
     People ask me sometimes, “Is this a gay church?”
     It is a privilege to answer: “Ours is absolutely, gladly, hopefully and humbly, gaily, a gay church, a gay tradition, where everyone, including heterosexual members and friends, is welcome, where everyone is needed, where everyone’s experience is cherished as a sacred text, because no one’s experience of living or loving can be comprehensive, because each of us holds clues the others need about how to live with dignity and joy as a human person, and none of us knows enough about that yet to be considered whole.
“It is absolutely a gay church, even as ours is a gay world, if you would look around. Gay church, straight church, peoples’ church, a human congregation made holy by the holy hopes and fears and dreams of all who wish to come. Come in, we say. Come out, come in. We’re all in this together.”
     I will not speak of “tolerance,” with its courteous clenched teeth and bitter resignation. I will not speak about “acceptance,” of “other” people and some “other” kind of “lifestyle.” I can only look in laughing wonder at human life in all its incarnations. I can taste only in passing the breath of the spirit of life on my mouth and understand our common longing to breathe in deep, deep gulps of it. I cannot think of being anybody else’s “ally,” even, because even that implies some degree of separation—some degree of safety for some of us, not all. We are “allied” with no one and with nothing but love—the larger Love transcending all our understanding, within which all the different, differing, gorgeously various, variant, beautifully deviant aspects of ourselves are bound in elegant unity.
     I know that on some sad and disappointing days these words describe the church that yet shall be and not the church that is. I know, I know… But I know too that to answer is an act of creation. To answer this question, and some others, is a privilege, a prophetic imperative, a joy, a duty, and a holy sacrament.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/any-other-questions 

6.0: Prayers
6.1: Communion Prayer by Rev. Kate Lore (219 words)
     Spirit of Life and of Love,
     Deep down we know that there is a greater mystery, a life and a pulse with which we are all connected. We know also that our lives are happier, healthier and more satisfying when we reach out to it, when we make it a conscious and real aspect of our lives.
     Yet it is so easy to forget these connections, to feel alone in this world, so separate from others and from you.
     And so, we take time on this day to ritualize these connections, to make them visible as we gather at the great Banquet of Life.
     As we prepare ourselves for the taking of Communion, we offer up our gratitude for all the gifts with which you have blessed us:
· for the beautiful world in which we live
· for family and friends with whom we share our lives
· for food on our plates and roofs over our heads
· for all those things that make life abundant.
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3znysh7]     In the quiet of this sacred space and time, we especially lift up our thanks for the gift of Jesus, that great teacher of Love. May his teachings of non-violence, of sharing resources and providing mutual assistance be reborn in us today. So that we can, in turn, be channels of your love and mercy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/295039.shtml 

6.2: Consecration of the Flowers by Rev. Dr. Norbert Čapek (108 words)
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2et92p0]Infinite Spirit of Life, we ask thy blessing on these thy messengers of fellowship and brotherly love. May they remind us, amid diversities of knowledge and of gifts, to be one in desire and affection, and devotion to thy holy will. May they also remind us of the value of comradeship, of doing and sharing alike. May we cherish friendship as one of thy most precious gifts. May we not let awareness of another's talents discourage us, or sully our relationship, but may we realize that whatever we can do, great or small, the efforts of all of us are needed to do thy work in this world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/27760.shtml 

6.3: Earth Prayer: In the Spirit of Indigenous Traditions by Rev. Vern Barnet (402 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
     Infinite Spirit, sometimes called Grandfather, Grandmother —
Father Sky, Earth Mother, Creator:
We gather to praise your creation,
to honor the swimmers and crawlers,
the four-leggeds and the winged ones;
we give thanks for the beauty and glory of creation
and open our hearts to new ways to understand
our place in the universe—not the center or focus,
but a humble and balanced place,
where every step we take becomes a prayer,
where every word we say
makes harmony with the vast, vibrating cosmos,
and where we know we are singing the song of life.
     We pray to know more deeply that we are in the Garden
where every plant and animal and speck of dust
is a living prayer.
Without our brothers and sisters
of the plant and animal and mineral kingdoms,
the human family would end.
So we want to bless them, as they bless us.
We pray for humility— 
not to humble ourselves before presidents or priests,
but before the ants and trees— 
for if we cannot be in true relation to the ant,
we shall be outcasts of the garden.
     Let us cast the pollution from our eyes
so we can see the glory and live with thanksgiving.
Great Spirit, let us remember
it is not how we talk but how we walk.
When we say we love animals, let us protect them.
When we say we that we love the plant people,
let us honor them by living lightly on the earth.
When we say we love the minerals,
let us use them only in necessity,
and remember their rightful places.
Oil belongs in the ground,
not in the air through our wasteful machines.
     Wondrous trees, breathing life into the atmosphere:
your gifts of fire and shelter, fruit,
and sailing are precious to us.
And in many ways you offer us leaves of knowledge.
     May the vision of mutual interrelatedness,
cosmic interdependence,
the seamless process of generations,
not end in cough-filled skies blotting the sun,
but rather may clear air, healthy forests,
wholesome water, expansive prairie, and pungent earth
nourish paths for all creatures
through mountain and valley, and the salt sea,
and through a protective atmosphere,
as we rejoice in the inhabitants.
     Hear and empower our mantra: reduce, reuse, recycle.
     With thanks for the surprise and mystery of it all,
we pray in the name of the Creator,
the Processes and Presences, and all our relations.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5590.shtml 

6.4: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
We gather with a hunger for reconciliation.
     What is done cannot be undone.
What is done next must now be done with care.
     We gather because we are hopeful,
Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.
     That there may be more than vision in this room,
These are the wounds we must heal together—
Grief and anger for all that has been lost,
Guilt or fear in the reliving,
Pain that has gone without sufficient comfort,
Mistrust that was earned, that continues burning still,
     Every injury we may have named, and yet still carry,
Those we haven’t, can’t, or dare not speak aloud,
Those we are not ready to make public,
Those still not recognized, accepted, understood.
     These are the wounds that seek …[healing]—
Not cancellation or denial,
Wounds we will tend cautiously,
Applying the salve of understanding,
Forming scars that mark our history,
Without disfiguring the future, we might share.
     This is not a time of quick solutions, fancy talking.
This is a slow precision. This is a prayer for peace.
     We are new at this endeavor. New at listening, new at hearing.
New at taking enough time to honestly receive one another’s stories.
     What is done cannot be undone.
What is done next must now be done with care.
     We gather because we are hopeful,
Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.
     May the strength of this time together help us to walk forward.
May the wisdom of this experience help us to know our path.
May we have the courage to return, as often as necessary, until our way is clear.
May we have the perseverance, together, to see it through.
     May we cause it to be so.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-reconciliation 

6.5: Teach Us to Remember Our History by Rev. Jude Geiger (208 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
Spirit of Life, God of Many Names, Source of Hope,
We come together at the end of another week,
some worn down by struggles of health, of home, or work.
May we be a community that makes space for the sharing of joys and sorrows, angers and hopes, with grace and forbearance.
In our nation’s life, we pause 
…to remember the Native American lives lost from the European colonization on what is now our soil.
Teach us to remember our history.
Though we cannot make amends for what has come before,
may we learn from those ways, never to repeat them in our lives today.
May we develop new ways of relating to neighbor and stranger,
without violence or coercion, deceit or greed.
Mother of Grace, help us to find a sense of humility where we have privilege,
and strength where we face oppression.
In our struggles we may learn compassion;
and in our power, may we learn temperance.
As a community of faith, may we be a safe harbor
in a world that is often harsh toward difference.
Challenge us to use our presence as a healing force for justice and equity.
Knowing that although we have come far in the civil rights struggles of our times,
there are many people are still left behind,
and the work of building the beloved community,
is just as pressing as ever before.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/teach-us-remember-our-history 

6.6: We Bear the Weight of What They Could Not See by Rev. James (Jay) C Leach (476 words) (Juneteenth)
     Oh God of the black, the white, the brown and . . . the blue,
Oh God of Keith Lamont Scott*, of Justin Carr*,
and . . . of Brently Vinson* and of their grieving, troubled families,
Oh God of those in our streets
bearing the oppressive weight of armor and armaments,
and of those in our streets
bearing the oppressive weight of four centuries of injustice,
Oh God, of all people . . .
     We acknowledge and confess today
our nation’s original, founding sin,
how we took the stones of justice
and the sand of equity
and bound them together with the mucilage of racism,
setting a foundation upon which our nation now precariously rests.
     We acknowledge and confess
that some of our grandest of ideals were put into place
by those unable to perceive their own utter hypocrisies.
Equality was not, in fact, self-evident to them
and we continue to bear the weight of what they could not see.
     We acknowledge and confess today
our grief, our anger, our confusion, our mistrust, our anxiety,
our shame, our hopes, our devotion, our aspirations, our faith,
our . . . our dreams.
Our dreams.
     Remembering that when the waters are troubled,
the healing can happen, we pray:
may we not call for calm or counsel false complicity
at the very time
when the foundations need to shake,
when what has been needs to be dismantled,
when we now know more clearly than ever before
that we are not, we are not who we have claimed to be.
     Remove us from false reliance upon that
which cannot support a dream that is called . . . All.
Restrain us from futile return to a false peace
that would only undergird a stifling status quo.
Renew us, renew us, renew us for the long journey ahead,
a risky, unnerving adventure out into an unknown,
toward a dream seen now but faintly:
that one day, one day our nation will rise up
and live out the true meaning of our creed:
that all, that All are created equal.
     If the old foundations cannot sustain us, then we pray:
endow us with faith.
Endow us with faith upon which now to rely,
the spiritual insight that would enable us to perceive
evidence of things hoped for
and the assurance of things not seen.
     May we walk this challenging way with compassion.
May we no longer ignore or avoid the ways
in which we ourselves are impediments.
May we find the soul force that would sustain us
and the soul force that would propel us forward
toward that new day when justice will, at long last,
roll down like waters
and righteousness slake our thirst
with living waters from a mighty stream.
     This we pray in the name of all that we know to be
good and true and beautiful. Amen.
*Note: Keith Lamont Scott was shot by police, Justin Carr’s fatal shooting is still being investigated, Brently Vinson is—despite some dispute—being identified as the officer who shot Mr. Scott.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/we-bear-weight-what-they-could-not-see

6.7: Juneteenth Prayer by Karen Barber (208 words) (Juneteenth) 
     …We pray this Juneteenth Prayer to celebrate the glorious day when African American enslaved people were freed. We honor the spirit of all enslaved people who toiled, hoped, prayed and sang with unwavering faith for the day of freedom and jubilee. We hear the strong echoes of their faith as they sang of the determination of Jacob wrestling with the angel, of Daniel surviving in the lion’s den and of Moses leading God’s children to the promised land.  Today they firmly stand with these biblical witnesses of faith as role models of strength and perseverance.
     …We recognize and celebrate the great contributions made to our culture and nation by African Americans in all fields of endeavor. We acknowledge all their accomplishments and especially those …that history has failed to record. …Our lives have been enhanced and changed by African American scholars, artisans, workers, ministers, public servants, military leaders and musicians.
     We affirm the dignity of each person to their rights of freedom and justice. We celebrate liberators, role models and religious leaders who have fought the good fight.
     May their legacy never be forgotten. And may we be vigilant against the evils of oppression, prejudice and exploitation so we may truly be the land of the free.
     Amen.
Source: https://www.prayerideas.org/juneteenth-prayer-and-freedom-day-prayer/ 

6.8: More Truth-Telling and Healing by Rev. Leah Ongiri (210 words) (Father’s Day)
     Today—and on all other days—may we give thanks for the fathers, papas, pop-pops, dads and daddies who represent for us the steadfast presence that holds us in love and launches us into the world, whether we encounter it when we are small or already grown.
     May we be mindful of those for whom this day is complicated or irrelevant or even downright ugly:
     Some among us have no relationship with our fathers, for whatever reason.
     Some of us have hard and broken edges separating us from our fathers.
     Some among us have longed to assume the role of father and never had the chance to take on its magic and mystery.
     Some among us have fathered in ways that will never be recognized or appreciated, that will never be counted in any official reckoning.
     Amid the grief and difficulty of this day, may we remember to see and revel in the people of all genders who love
and support
and nurture
and parent
and father.
     May our gratitude for the good and the healthy be a balm for the places of pain.
     May it point us in the direction of more truth-telling and more healing, more love and more connection, on Father's Day and on all other days.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/more-truth-telling-and-healing 

6.9: Prayer for a Complicated Father's Day by Rev. Lyn Cox (323 words) (Father’s Day)
     Holidays are complicated, especially the ones named after roles. Human relationships are messy, including relationships with people who are honored by holidays.
     For a lot of people, Father’s Day brings up feelings of grief for fathers who were lost, or who couldn’t be there, or who chose not to be there.
     Father’s Day might bring up feelings of sorrow or regret for people who want(ed) to be fathers and haven’t been able to, or who haven’t been able to be the fathers they wanted to be for their kids.
     Today might be a day of divided loyalties for people who may have called more than one person “Father” or “Dad” in the course of their lives.
     Then there are the people (of a variety of genders) who are father figures, step-parents, and mentors for young people, but who don’t get the recognition they deserve, today or any day.
     On the other hand, Father’s Day can be joyful and sweet, remembering the times when dads or granddads or role models were there for us. For people who have a positive relationship with a living father figure, today may very well include happy phone calls, funny greeting cards, and tacky ties. For contented new fathers, today might be full of wonder and hope as they get used to their new title.
     And, for a lot of people, there will be a mix. Even the best dads fall short sometimes. Some fathers who struggle still have their shining moments. Nothing is simple.
     So, here’s my prayer: May we be grateful for the nurturing we have received in our lives, from sources both hidden and obvious. May we heal from the losses highlighted by Father’s Day. May we nurture each other and the generations to come. May the friendship and love we have in our lives today ease the pain and amplify the positive memories of our past. May this be a day of reconciliation and peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-complicated-holidays 

[bookmark: _heading=h.tyjcwt]7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #437 Let Us Worship by Rev. Kenneth Patton
7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp
7.3: SLT #446 To the Four Directions by Joan Goodwin
7.4: SLT #489 When Love Is Felt of Fear is Known by Rev. Max Coots
7.5: SLT #583 The Young Dead Soldiers by Archibald MacLeish
7.6: SLT #637 A Litany of Atonement by Rev. Robert Eller-Issacs
7.7: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry
7.8: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry
7.9: SLT #714 to SLT#733 Readings & Responsive Readings for Different Rituals
7.10: Understandings to Enrich Our Ritual by Jane Carrigan (146 words)
We call on the earth, the sky, the oceans and the winds recognizing that we are a tiny but essential part of the natural world. 
All: We invoke this understanding to enrich our ritual. 
We call on our understanding of Buddha, and Martin, of Jesus, and Mohammed; of all our founding principles and the teachings of our ancestors. 
All: We invoke this understanding to enrich our ritual. 
We seek the wisdom of the aboriginal peoples who walk close to the land and the wisdom of our ancestors who hold us by the hand and have much to teach. 
All: We invoke this understanding to enrich our ritual. 
We look deep into ourselves to call on the wisdom from within each of us and the wisdom we find in our sisters and brothers, if only we would look. 
All: We invoke this understanding to enrich our ritual.
Source: https://www.uuannapolis.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/The-Seventh-Inning-Stretch.pdf 
7.11: We Answer the Call of Love by Rev. Julia Corbett-Hemeyer, adapted (156 words)
In the face of hate,
We answer the call of love.
In the face of exclusion,
We answer the call of inclusion.
In the face of homophobia,
We answer the call of LGBTQ rights.
In the face of racism,
We answer the call of justice for all races.
[In the face of colonialism,
We answer the call of self-determination for Indigenous Peoples.]
In the face of xenophobia,
We answer the call of pluralism.
In the face of misogyny,
We answer the call of women’s rights.
In the face of demagoguery,
We answer the call of reason.
In the face of religious intolerance,
We answer the call of diversity.
In the face of narrow nationalism,
We answer the call of global community.
In the face of bigotry,
We answer the call of open-mindedness.
In the face of despair,
We answer the call of hope.
As Unitarian Universalists, we answer the call of love —
now more than ever.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/responsive-reading/we-answer-call-love 

8.0: Readings
8.1: Propositions I by Rev. Robert Fulghum (239 words)
     Rituals are timed by beats of the heart, not ticks of the clock.
Most of our major holidays are connected to seasons.
They are flexible feast days adapted to human needs.
Heart time is not clock time–rituals should never be hurried.
     Rituals are frames around the mirrors of the moment.
Rituals are the coin by which attention is paid to the moment.
Nobody lives without rituals. Rituals do not live without somebody.
     The rituals change when the forms of celebration no longer fit our yearnings to celebrate the realities of present circumstances. The rituals change when we reach for a more authentic expression of our deepest human experiences. What does not change is the yearning.
     …To spend time in the company of others who have our concerns, values, interests, beliefs, or occupation is to get confirmation of who we are—to feel connected to a larger image of ourselves.
    …The rite of self-affirmation by association—being with people like us.
The ritual of relevance—of belonging to a community of significance.
     From beginning to end, the rituals of our lives shape each hour, day, and year. Everyone leads a ritualized life. Rituals are repeated patterns of meaningful acts. If you are mindful of your actions, you will see the ritual patterns. If you see the patterns, you may understand them. If you understand them, you may enrich them. In this way, the habits of a lifetime become sacred.
Source: From Beginning to End: The Rituals of Our Lives by Robert Fulghum

8.2: Crafting Rituals by Esalen (254 words)
     Life has many transitions: From the birth of a child, to the loss of a parent, from getting a new job to grieving a pet. We all experience these “hello or goodbye” moments of change but what do we do to mark them meaningfully? Could our lives be better, richer, and more resilient if we had real ways to honor, sanctify, and make sense of these important thresholds?
     What we need is ritual.
     Rituals are our most trusted guide during times of change. They give us a sense of stability in the face of uncertainty and offer us a tangible and time-tested way to acknowledge that as life changes, we too must change.
     Day Schildkret, the visionary behind the Morning Altars nature/art/ritual/movement, to understand ritual crafting …[wrote] Hello, Goodbye: 75 Rituals for Times of Loss, Celebration and Change. …The historical, sociological, and ancestral understandings of ritual, its functional relationship to thresholds, and how ritual provides stabilizing and integrating benefits such as understanding, meaning, and reflection [are all important to creating rituals].
     …Ritual design [includes] …the importance of preparing ritual time and space, …the art of bearing and being witness, as well as story-sharing and story-listening…. [Skills include]
· Ritual and Meaning Making for sane-making, deeper understanding and wisdom
· Creative Expression for finding fulfillment, facing fear and courageous living
· Relating to Impermanence for skills of mindfulness, non-attachment and resilience
· Wonder for renewing a sense of awe, curiosity and aliveness.
· Witnessing and Story-sharing for profound and generous acts of listening and presence. …
Source: https://www.morningaltars.com/events-1/esalen-2023 

8.3: Tradition and Ritual Contrasted by Rev. Sarah Oelberg (180 words)
All religions have developed their own sacred traditions. Most families and cultures have as well. Traditions are simply elements of a culture or religion which are passed down over time, and which have some meaning to those who practice them. Some traditions are very old; some are quite new. Some last for generations; some fade after a few years. Some seem to be set in stone; others evolve and change with time. Traditions often include rituals, but tradition and ritual are not the same. Traditions are usually steeped in some belief, and are ways of carrying cultural or religious practices into the present time and even the future. Rituals are the ways in which we do certain things over and over, maybe the same way each time. Rituals can be as mundane as the series of things you do every morning to get yourself up and ready to face the day. Rituals do not always involve words, occasions, officials, or other people. They can be silent, solitary, and self-contained. They have more to do with the way one does something.
Source: https://norauuchurch.org/sermon/oelberg/trad.shtml 

8.4: Changing rituals to fit the time by unknown (243 words)
     Lately I’ve struggled to write newsletter columns. It took me month to figure out why.
     See, in normal times I’d head to IHOP for what I call “Breakfast Meeting with Myself.” Over the years it’s moved from mere routine to ritual. Stirring my coffee before drizzling the cream in a little whirlpool. Jotting down my newsletter thoughts while I wait for my entree, then working on my calendar between bites of bacon and pancake.
     But I no longer eat in restaurants. Mostly, I work at home…
     So much has changed in QuaranTime and it can leave us feeling uncentered. Some days it feels like floundering. Heck – sometimes we lose track of which day it is!
     There will be no easy return to “normal”, and indeed, we’re realizing that normal was not always optimal.
     So much we do not yet know – what school will look like, when so many of us will be back in our offices, or when we’ll feel comfortable in a restaurant booth.
     Church has been different too – moving to online services and figuring out how covenant groups and classes and teams can meet across phones and computer screens. And now we’re getting to know our Interim minister …as we begin exploring new possibilities for Emerson.
     What routines and rituals are you re-creating? What gives you structure and rhythm and hopefully a little joy?
     (This post brought to you by a nice homemade breakfast and fresh pot of coffee. If backup support is required, I’ve got pancake ingredients, and I hear IHOP does curbside and delivery.)
Source: https://emersonhouston.org/changing-rituals/ 

8.5: Why Rituals Work by Francesca Gino and Michael I. Norton (199 words)
     …Rituals – the symbolic behaviors we perform before, during, and after meaningful events – are surprisingly ubiquitous, across culture and time. Rituals take an extraordinary array of shapes and forms. At times performed in communal or religious settings, at times performed in solitude; at times involving fixed, repeated sequences of actions, at other times not. People engage in rituals with the intention of achieving a wide set of desired outcomes, from reducing their anxiety to boosting their confidence, alleviating their grief to performing well in a competition – or even making it rain.
     Recent research suggests that rituals may be more rational than they appear. Why? Because even simple rituals can be extremely effective. Rituals performed after experiencing losses – from loved ones to lotteries – do alleviate grief, and rituals performed before high-pressure tasks – like singing in public – do in fact reduce anxiety and increase people’s confidence. What’s more, rituals appear to benefit even people who claim not to believe that rituals work. While anthropologists have documented rituals across cultures, this earlier research has been primarily observational. Recently, a series of investigations by psychologists have revealed intriguing new results demonstrating that rituals can have a causal impact on people’s thoughts, feelings, and behaviors.
Source: https://www.scientificamerican.com/article/why-rituals-work/ 

8.6: Why we need rituals by Terry Nguyen (24 words)
     In her seminal writing on rituals, religion scholar Catherine Bell advised against establishing a firm definition for what constitutes a ritual. While there might be differences between what’s perceived as an “authentic ritual” and a “ritual-like activity,” Bell encouraged people to focus on the specifics of the process, instead of unnecessarily limiting themselves to a defined ideal. In other words, many activities can become rituals. It depends on how a person approaches them. 
     Rituals shouldn’t be reduced to just mechanistic habits. The scholar Dale Wright, in his research on Zen Buddhist rituals, believed the process can facilitate the “disciplined transformation of the practitioner” in a way that mindless routine can’t. …
     Rituals can be an artistic process, a meditation, a communal celebration, or a simple act of observation, according to Kate Southworth, a London-based artist whose works are rooted in ritual. “Rituals often have an intention,” Southworth said. “I think the framing of that intention to be as important as its enactment.” It’s a form of resistance, she added, “to let go of the rational mind of habit and routine.” 
     …[In] The Disappearance of Rituals …German philosopher Byung Chul Han [argued] rituals stabilize life. They are “temporal technologies for housing oneself,” and provide a mental refuge from the ceaselessness of social media and our fast-paced world. 
     …Han writes extensively about the decline of collective ritual in secular societies, but he doesn’t propose a return to the old ways of ritualizing. Instead, he encourages readers to form new rites that are resistant to becoming commodified.
Source: https://www.vox.com/even-better/23144784/why-rituals-not-routine 

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

8.8: Communities of Memory and Promise by Rev. Kendyl Gibbons (159 words)
     Our communities of memory and promise are founded upon covenants because we all need a defense against the impulse of immediate feelings that challenge our best intentions. It is necessary to be reminded from time to time of what you said you were going to do, and what you really want, over and above the lure of momentary comfort.
     "Covenant" is our word for the solemn promises that counteract the randomness of a future in which anything and everything is possible, by committing us in advance to certain relationships and values. We do [this] because what we build with intention, and even with difficulty, is more satisfying in the long run than the pleasures that we happen to encounter. We do it in time-consuming rituals, invoking powers that we scarcely know how to name, because we are seeking some way to give our lives the density, and dignity, and depth that we suspect, with longing, might yet be possible.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/communities-memory-and-promise

8.9: Gratitude Circle by Rev. Jane E Mauldin (366 words)
     We’ve begun a new ritual around our dinner table in which each member of the family takes a minute or two to name what he or she has been grateful for. No matter how yucky our day has been, we try to offer our gratitude in the spirit of kindness and real thankfulness. Often, the ritual’s nicest effect is to calm the troops who may be feeling a bit rowdy or punchy. That’s on a good evening. Other times, well…
     “Today,” said I one evening, trying to model appropriate behavior (usually a ludicrous pursuit), “I am thankful for the wonderful rain we had this afternoon, which watered all the trees and grass and flowers so they can grow.”
     “Today,” said Daughter #1, “I am grateful for the rain and the trees and the flowers. And I am grateful for Mom and Dad and Sister and Brother and Dog.” (A not-so-subtle attempt at ingratiating herself, as her sly smile implied, but spoken with heartfelt emotion, nonetheless.)
     “Today,” said Daughter #2, “I am grateful for Mom and Dad and Brother and Dog.” A smirk.
     “What?” Dad and Mom were stunned. “What about your sister?” Daughter #1 immediately recognized the implications of Daughter #2’s statement, which pointedly left her out. She burst into tears and ran from the table.
     We continue to work on gratitude circles at our house. Some of us find it hard to be thankful when we would rather be angry. Sometimes even I (who like to consider myself closer to perfect than many) would rather give my husband a swift verbal kick than words of appreciation.
     Yet, there is something sacred about our gratitude circles. Gratitude has a healing power at our table that is more tangible than forgiveness or even ice cream. We can’t honestly nourish a grudge at the same time that we nourish gratitude.
     So, we try. Daughter #1 came back to the table and we talked about forgiveness as well as gratitude, and we wondered aloud about pain and healing in words a child might be able to fathom.
     And we grown-ups gave a silent sigh of gratitude for yet one more chance to do our job again and go on.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/110052.shtml

8.10: We Are Not Guests by Alicia R. Forde (450 words) (Indigenous Peoples and others)
Am I a guest here. Here in this House. Are you?
Are we guests here. Here in this House. And, whose House do we inhabit?
     In the small world of our lives the borders between us: easements, fences, gates, hedges—serve to delineate, to separate us. To remind us of where my property begins and ends.
Where your property begins and ends.
If you cross over: you are a trespasser or a guest in my house.
You’ve worked to own this small plot of land and the house erected on it.
You’ve claimed it. It is now part of your self. Your definition of self. Your identity.
If I cross over your fences: I am a trespasser or a guest in your house.
     What does it mean then, that in 1845, the United States crossed over into Mexico…and took half of that country? Took land, resources, labor?
Was the U.S. trespasser? Guest?
Are there to be no consequences for taking what does not belong to you?
Should we simply forget whose House we inhabit?
     To speak of hospitality in immigration often erases historical context: The actions of the past that have led us step by step into this current predicament.
     Professor Miguel De La Torre writes, “Perhaps it might be more accurate to speak of the responsibility of restitution rather than the virtue of hospitality.” *
Hospitality, in this case, implies that the “house” belongs to us.
     That the land, the resources that are a part of this House is ours and we, who now live here, are being virtuous in our willingness to share.
     It erases the history that would have us remember that those who cross the border today those choosing to brave the harsh conditions of the desert those who face the possibility of death, imprisonment, deportation, criminalization are doing so because the U.S. once crossed their borders to extract their resources and…labor.*
It is, for them, a matter of survival.
It is, for the U.S., a matter of restitution.
The prospect of restitution is scary.
Where do we begin?
With Mexico?
With Native Americans?
With territories?
With the descendants of those who were enslaved?
     How do we acknowledge and address the complexities of our history, present and—if we’re not conscious—future of dominance?
What would right relationship look like?
What conditions and considerations would make it restitution possible?
     And. For us—Unitarian Universalists— what would it mean for us to shake off the idea of hospitality as a central principle that is often attached to immigration and delve into the concept of restitution?
Whose House do we inhabit?
For we are not hosts. We are not owners.
Nor are we guests.
What, then, is our responsibility?
*Source: Testimony from a Scholar-Activist by Miguel A. De La Torre
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/we-are-not-guests 

8.11: Equality in a Sea of Inequality by Rev. Peggy Clarke (384 words) (Indigenousness Peoples, Juneteenth and more)
     When this country was founded, the aspiration was high. The men who imagined it dreamed big, casting a vision of a world where all men were created equal, where rights were endowed by our creator, transcending culture and the expectations of the day; where life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness would be allowed and enjoyed without infringement. It was a radical and new vision, born from Enlightenment optimism, inspired by scientific discovery. It was an intoxicating vision, as bold as the Protestant Reformation that swept all of Europe.
     And they had the hubris to believe they could make it happen. They staked their claim in the Declaration of Independence and institutionalized it in the Constitution. They elected their first President and when he stepped down, relinquishing power to return to the role of citizen, those founders believed they lived to see their vision realized. A new President ran for office and the Republic was up and running. It was done. A new world order.
     Those men weren’t distracted by the genocide they inspired, or the enslavement of other people they required for this nation to be born. They declared equality while swimming in a sea of inequality. When they declared “ALL men were created equal”, they meant white, Protestant men. They didn’t mean women. They weren’t including Black people who’d been enslaved, or those who were free. They didn’t include Catholics, Jews, or people who didn’t own land. They were so proud of their inclusivity, so inspired by their own cutting-edge philosophy, that they had no idea how narrow it was, how constrictive, how small a vision.
     The men who wrote those words were calling into being a More Perfect Union. They were Establishing Justice. Insuring Domestic Tranquility. Securing the Blessings of Liberty. They believed that they, and the men of their generation, would will this new nation into being. They would establish the structures required for such a grand vision, they would test it, and then it would be done. They didn’t realize it would require many more people, many different voices. They didn’t know how many generations would have to be part of the creation of that dream—how long it would take before the nation they imagined would be made manifest.
     The soul of America has yet to be born.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/equality-sea-inequality

8.12: Reclaiming My Culture by Mike Adams (371 words) (Indigenous Peoples)
     The residential school survivors gathered in the community center recited, "Holy Mary, Mother of God, blessed art thou..." I glanced at the box with mom's ashes, expecting it to topple. I thought, "She'd flip in her grave over Catholic prayers at her memorial." Mom abandoned this forced religion, but not all Natives do. Afterward, we sang Lil'wat prayers, and then family members spoke. The room was burdened with vanished opportunities and stolen familial ties.
     Eight of us had traveled two thousand miles so Valerie could rest with her ancestors. Six decades earlier, she had been violently separated from her family and her tribe as part of the Indian Adoption Program. Today, she returned home: a beloved stranger. This exposed a heartbreak that had festered for a lifetime. Her eldest sister sobbed, recalling summers spent with her dad searching the U.S. for her stolen sister.
     My mom, my sister, and I had reunited with Lil’wat family twenty years earlier. My wife and I agreed on a Lil’wat name for my son, and we’ve all formed relationships with Lil’wat aunts, uncles, and cousins. We’ve also built lives in New Mexico, so we live far away from British Columbia, and probably will never live with my tribe. But today, I am learning Lil’wat songs, and I’m starting to learn our language, along with my son. I hope that he might one day attend a University near the Lil’wat Nation, and work on language preservation efforts.
     I hope that I can visit my people often, and visit my mom’s burial site. It’s painful knowing that she rests so far away. I cried as we crossed the Canadian border. I was leaving my mom in another world, located far away from mine. It was the right thing to do, and it brought some closure for a community traumatized by the theft of its children a lifetime earlier.
     This experience is bittersweet. I grew up isolated in white America. The only Lil’wat Indians I knew were my mom and my sister. I’ve gained family who look like me, and I’m reclaiming my culture. It’s painful knowing my mom rests in such a distant place. But it also ties me to my people, my past. It is good.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/reclaiming-my-culture 

8.13: A Proclamation on Juneteenth Day of Observance, 2021 by President Joseph R. Biden, Jr. (296 words) (Juneteenth)
     On June 19, 1865—nearly nine decades after our Nation’s founding, and more than 2 years after President Lincoln signed the Emancipation Proclamation—enslaved Americans in Galveston, Texas, finally received word that they were free from bondage. 
     …As those who were formerly enslaved were recognized for the first time as citizens, Black Americans came to commemorate Juneteenth with celebrations across the country, building new lives and a new tradition that we honor today. In its celebration of freedom, Juneteenth is a day that should be recognized by all Americans. And that is why I am proud to have consecrated Juneteenth as our newest national holiday.
     Juneteenth is a day of profound weight and power.
     A day in which we remember the moral stain and terrible toll of slavery on our country –- what I’ve long called America’s original sin.  A long legacy of systemic racism, inequality, and inhumanity.
     But it is a day that also reminds us of our incredible capacity to heal, hope, and emerge from our darkest moments with purpose and resolve.
     …On Juneteenth, we recommit ourselves to the work of equity, equality, and justice.  And, we celebrate the centuries of struggle, courage, and hope that have brought us to this time of progress and possibility.  That work has been led throughout our history by abolitionists and educators, civil rights advocates and lawyers, courageous activists and trade unionists, public officials, and everyday Americans who have helped make real the ideals of our founding documents for all.
     …Psalm 30 proclaims that “weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.”  Juneteenth marks both the long, hard night of slavery and discrimination, and the promise of a brighter morning to come.
     Juneteenth not only commemorates the past. It calls us to action today.
Source: https://www.whitehouse.gov/briefing-room/presidential-actions/2021/06/18/a-proclamation-on-juneteenth-day-of-observance-2021/ 

8.14: The Promise and the Practice: Black Joy by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (678 words) (Juneteenth)
     Barbara A. Holmes, “Joy Unspeakable
is not silent,
it moans, hums, and bends
to the rhythm of a dancing universe….
     For our free African ancestors,
joy unspeakable is drum talk…
     For enslaved Africans during the
Middle Passage,
joy unspeakable is the surprise
of living one more day…
     For Africans in bondage
in the Americas,
joy unspeakable is the moment of
mystical encounter
when God tiptoes into the hush arbor…
     Joy unspeakable is humming
‘how I got over’
After swimming safely
to the other shore of a swollen Ohio river
when you know that you can’t swim.” (used with the author’s permission)
     When theologian Barbara A. Holmes talks about “joy unspeakable,” she’s talking specifically about how the contemplative practices of the Black church have sustained Black people in America through suffering and survival. More than referring to a particular church or denomination, this experience is collective and transhistorical. It’s also a different expression of Black religion than I’m expected to exhibit, as a Black woman.
     On more than one occasion, I’ve had a particular mode of black worship projected onto me: the more charismatic modes of Black worship that we’re so familiar with—the shout, the stomp, the song. That particular style of Black worship sometimes strikes me as a caricature of joy—a shallow stereotype. I see this in the expectation that more “black” worship will bring more lively singing, more rhythmic clapping, more energetic worship. I see this in the anxiety that more “black” worship will bring more lively singing, more rhythmic clapping, more energetic worship. The shout. The stomp. The song.
     But this caricature—this stereotype—is a narrow sliver of the complexity and the richness of black spirituality and black worship.
     The modes of black spirituality that are most powerful, nourishing and nurturing for me aren’t the stomp, shout or song. Instead, I think of the rock, the sway, the bend, the moan, the hum. And I think of these things done in community. I marvel that in the midst of sadness and sorrow, in the midst of feeling the effects of generations of trauma wrought by racism and white supremacy, we can still find joy with each other. We are finding joy in each other.
     I call it Black Joy because I am Black and it is the joy that I have been familiar with my whole life. It is the joy that I have learned from Black people. It is the joy created through our collective healing — our laying down of burdens, to be picked up and shared by our people, our community. This is not joy in spite of suffering — a mask put on to hide pain, an armor put on to push through pain. This is an embrace, holding and soothing us in our suffering. This Black Joy, is joy created through our being together. This Black Joy reminds me that I am not alone, that trouble don’t last always, that I am held and carried forward by a power beyond what I can comprehend.
     I call it Black Joy, but I want to offer it—to the extent that it is mine to offer—to this faith. One of my gifts to Unitarian Universalism is the suggestion that joy is ours. We are the people who commit to justice, equity, and compassion. We are the people who aspire to world community with peace, liberty and justice for all. We are the people who affirm our interdependence with each other and the universe itself. I want to challenge Unitarian Universalism and Unitarian Universalists to claim Joy.
     Unitarian Universalist Joy will require a different way of imagining ourselves and a different way of being with each other. Claiming the possibility of Unitarian Universalist joy requires making space for the surprise that Holmes describes. Claiming the possibility of Unitarian Universalist joy requires slowing down to hear the talk of the drum—pausing to move to the rhythms of the drum. Unitarian Universalist joy requires opening to the possibility of the mystical encounter. Unitarian Universalist joy requires embodying this faith differently than many of us are accustomed to.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/promise-and-practice-joy-unspeakable-reading 

8.15: A Gospel of Living by Imani Perry (290 words) (Juneteenth)
     If I say, follow your yearnings, that seems cliché, but it isn’t. It is a sermon, though maybe a bit crude. And it has a particularly potent meaning for us. Because at the core of American racism is the belief that the things, we the Blacks desire, the fact that we the Blacks desire, are perversions, either because we get too big for our britches or because our britches are too styled and tattered at once.
     Desire is such a beautiful and mysterious thing. It is dangerous too. It coils around the world as it is. We are often driven by what we are told is the source of our loneliness, our feelings of inadequacy, our suffering. And the desire that grows can become a terrible distortion of the truth, a misunderstanding of our needs. We are also, however, driven by a yearning to be seen and understood. Sometimes that yearning is so strong we allow ourselves to be eaten up by it, by those who would exploit it. But at other times, the good times, it is what makes us leave here having done something of value.
     Take the time to strip yourself down to the core, to the simplest of joys. What if you dream your life but remove all money moves, all contingent material fantasies? And just fill it with connection, grace, and rituals? How would it be? What would it look like? That isn’t an ascetic's dream so much as it is a gospel of living in the along. It is a ritual of reorientation, a steadying, a sense of grace. It might not be enough, but it is something. And the fact is, if you get desire right, you will probably get love right too.
     from Breathe: A Letter to My Sons (pp. 146-147)
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/gospel-living 

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

8.17: My Father's Things by Ken Nye (234 words) (Father’s Day)
     My dad died 28 years ago.
I still have some of his things:
     A red plaid Pendleton bath robe.
(I look like Dad in that thing now.)
     An old Sears table saw bought used in 1950.
I still use it, (but for rough cuts only).
     An old grinding wheel, noisy as sin,
but sharpens mower blades in no time.
     Trays and trays of screws and nuts,
sorted in biscuit pans by size.
(Just stir and search.)
       His gold watch given to him in '57.
It hasn't worked for years.
It's going to cost too much to fix it,
so I keep it in my drawer.
      I had his pocket knife but lost it.
(I always lose my pocket knife.)
     There are other things of his I have as well:
     I have his feet. I swear, my feet look just like his.
     I have his eyes. (They're big and brown.)
     I have his gait (knees kicking out like bow-legged cowboys).
     When I walk in front of storefront windows, it's my dad.
     I have some other things of his too:
     A love of animals,
especially dogs,
one of God's greatest inventions.
     His value system and code of conduct,
the do's and don'ts of being a man.
     Some might say, "Bathrobes and saws and codes of conduct
are not exactly jewels to take to the bank."
     I answer, "Jewels don't shine as brightly as my father's things."
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/my-fathers-things 

8.18: Wounds from Our Fathers by Rev. Myke Johnson (596 words) (Father’s Day)
     Each of us has gifts and wounds from those who fathered us. This is inevitable; even the best fathers in the world disappoint their children sometimes. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be able to grow up. But I know that some wounds are deeper than others. Some people’s hearts have been broken by their fathers’ neglect or abuse, or by the absence of good fathering in their lives.
     When Father’s Day comes along, while it may be a joyful day for some, it can bring up the pain others carry from painful relationships with their fathers. It can also trigger grief and sadness for those who have lost their fathers or whose fathers’ lives have been diminished from illness or old age. Let this be a day when we can honor our fathers, and also honor our fathering-wounds.
     Jane Myers Drew, a psychologist whose father died when she was only a toddler, wrestled with the question of how to recover from fathering wounds. She offers some guidance for healing in her book, Where Were You When I Needed You, Dad? She says that first of all, we must increase our awareness of our father’s impact on us: we must define what we missed from our dad when we were young, and what we received from him. Then, we must get in touch with any hurt and anger we may be holding onto regarding our dad, and make room for expressing our feelings, mourning and letting go of our pain.
     When we have honored our feelings, we are able to look again at our father, seeing him as a human being in his own right, and cultivating a deeper understanding of his situation. This will help us to say good-bye to the dad of our youth, and to release any expectations we have that can no longer be fulfilled. Then, we turn to healing the child within, reconnecting with that young part of ourselves who wanted to be nurtured and treasured by a tender father. We try to become our own good father, finding ways to fill in for the experiences we missed with our dad.
     Fathering ourselves will be different for each of us. Each of us had unique childhood experiences, different gifts and wounds that we received. For some it may not be simple or easy to undo the damage of childhood. But even if we didn’t receive all the fathering we needed from our biological fathers, or other childhood caregivers, we can receive fathering from others even as adults.
     All of us, as adults, can learn to parent ourselves and each other, to share the gifts we received from our fathers and to heal from the wounds of our childhoods. We can adopt father figures to help us learn what we didn’t learn from our own parents. Father figures are those who believe in us, who treat us like we’re special. It might be as simple as a neighbor who teaches us how to wash and wax the car. It might be an art teacher who encourages us to draw or paint, or a friend who listens to our struggles and confusion.
     Part of growing up is realizing that our fathers are human beings with gifts and failings. Part of growing up is letting go of needing our fathers to be better than they were. This is easier to do if we realize that we can offer and receive fathering from others. When we can do this, we are also better able to honor the gifts and forgive the wounds we have received from our fathers.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/wounds-our-fathers 

8.19: Rituals Form a Congregation by Rev Ann Marie Alderman (269)
     As humans, we all share what might be described as brokenness, meaning that none of us are perfect. It is familiar to feel incomplete, not quite there yet; even broken. Life can certainly break your heart with loss, with betrayal, with never fully achieving what you hoped you would, of never getting what you may have dreamed you deserved, never reaching what some might call nirvana, at least not for long. Yet, in this human life there are absolutely those moments of release, of reprieve, of stepping out of the feeling of imperfection and into a sense of wholeness, everything is right.
     When we move from chaos to clarity, we get the feeling of being in the right place at the right time, in sync with all that is.
     Rituals are important, because they do this magic thing for us, which is a kind of healing, centering, and grounding. Ritual does that by locating us, marking us in a time and space that is beyond that which is routine, or mundane. A rite or a ritual has the potential of refreshing our sense of purpose and connection, of being complete.
     Think about it. We UUs, certainly not as ritualistic as some faith communities, do several rituals in every worship service. We light the chalice. We say the same affirmation again and again. We often remember to sound the singing bowl. We drop stones in a glass bowl filled with water. Annually in spring, we celebrate the flower communion. In the late summer/early fall we have a water communion. All those rituals, and more, are significant in forming this congregation.
Source: https://uucsh.org/reflections/why-are-rituals-important/

8.20: Propositions II by Rev. Robert Fulghum (95 words)
     To be human is to be religious.
To be religious is to be mindful.
To be mindful is to pay attention.
To pay attention is to sanctify existence.”
     …Rituals are one way in which attention is paid.
Rituals arise from the stages and ages of life.
Rituals transform the ordinary into the holy.
     Rituals may be public, private, or secret.
Rituals may be spontaneous or arranged.
Rituals are in constant evolution and reformation.
     Rituals create sacred time.
Sacred time is the dwelling place of the Eternal.
Haste and ambition are the adversaries of sacred time.
Source: From Beginning to End: The Rituals of Our Lives by Robert Fulghum

8.21: Like a Bowl Catching Rainwater by Rev. Arthur Severance (286 words)
     Some of us left traditional religions because the ritual there had ceased being meaningful for us. The ritual was tied to words which didn’t make sense any more, as if we had entered another realm of reality and could no longer understand the words which had once been pregnant with meaning, which had once sustained us. Many people leave traditional religions and find nothing to replace the need for ritualizing from beginning to end. 
     …The conscious renewal of ritual and celebration,” says [UU minister William] Houff, “is a way to return to the sacred from the clamor of the world. Ritual and celebration give us the revelation that the spiritual is part of life. We are religious beings. If we make a conscious choice away from religious ritual, we will fill the vacuum with other unconscious rituals, such as habits, neuroses, and symptoms.”
     Like sleep deprivation, one can suffer too from ritual deprivation, from spiritual dryness. …Ritual is comforting; it creates the illusion, at least, that we are in control of this crazy, out of control world.
     “Like a bowl catching rainwater,” Houff continues, “ritual is the form we put forth to catch the spiritual. We must leave some part of our lives ‘out of control’ so the unexpected can happen. We must leave a hole in space and time. Sometimes it’s scary to decide how much to structure and how much to leave out of control. The hole in time is the sabbath, the holiday, the feast, the celebration. It is the time we take to play with the gods, the Great Spirit interacting with our own, in order to be fully human.”
Source: https://eastshore.org/sermons/october-30-2007-roberts-rules-of-rituals/ 

8.22: Unitarian Universalist Ministers as Ritual-Makers by Rev. Robert Fulghum (116 words)
I get calls frequently from couples who want to get married and want a religious ritual for their wedding, but not a traditionally Christian or Jewish one. They are no longer practicing their childhood religion, or perhaps they have never had any formal religion, but they want a religious ceremony. not a civil one. They can’t find a minister, priest, or rabbi who will marry them unless they are members or unless they believe a certain way. They are looking for a ritual-maker who might create a ritual for this momentous occasion, this uniting of hearts. It is not easy to shop for the ritual one wants, because one usually has a practitioner along with it.
Source: From Beginning to End: The Rituals of Our Lives by Robert Fulghum

8.23: Coming to Church is a Ritual by Rev. Arthur Severance (248 words)
     Just coming to church is a ritual…. There’s no guarantee on Sunday that church will change us or comfort us or challenge us. Maybe it will be the wonderful music—of the organ, the piano, the choir, a violinist or a flutist or a guitar or even a hymn. Maybe it will be a story…. Maybe it will be a reading or a phrase that …becomes an enlightenment…. Maybe the ritual of the chalice lighting or the lighting of the candles for Joys and Concerns …will be what we needed this day, and maybe nothing will click. But the Sunday ritual is …crucial…. The ancient idea of sabbath was to set aside one day of the week to reconnect with the sacred…. Our psyches need ritual, need Sunday, need holy days, need religious connection to ultimate meaning.
     The function of ritual is paradoxical: to both anchor us to high places on the steep slopes of this world on which we are always losing our footing and to free us from the despair of being stuck in the world’s mud. Ritual behavior softens the phases of life when we are reminded how hard it is to be human. Ritual behavior enriches the phases of life when we are reminded how fine it is to be human.
     We need rituals to somehow connect to what it means to live life to its …fullest. It is in the major life passages …that we most truly know the religious needs of ritual.
Source: https://eastshore.org/sermons/october-30-2007-roberts-rules-of-rituals 

8.24: The Necessity of Ritual by Rev. Willam Houff (285 words) 
     …We are consciously returning to ritual—in some cases resurrecting and adapting old forms, in others trying to originate new ones. The search is highly spiritual in its implications. It responds to the eternal questions: “What do we believe in? How can we find meaning in our lives? How do we create structure and order? How shall we get to where we are going?
     The quest, however desperate and poignant, is not an easy one. Meaningful rituals, like compelling symbols are not readily contrived. They come from a place deeper than whim or rationality. Poet Gary Snyder is correct: “They must come from dreams and visions, and from the particular place where you live.” And historian Morris Berman says, “You know what you need to do, dammit; just listen.”
     …Philosopher Aldous Huxley saw very clearly the development of our modern ambivalence toward ritual. The ambivalence is not limited to our own times. Indeed, the great religious prophets, in their advanced stages of spiritual development and customary hostility to alien faiths, regularly took a dim view of religious rituals; they recognized how readily such observances lose their symbolic meaning and become idolatrous and turn into magic-making.
     Yet in their reservations about ritual, sages and saints no doubt expected too much of those who were inspired by them. As history shows most abundantly, both the vested stewards of religious institutions and their adherents habitually refuse to follow such lofty paths. They insist upon more sentimentality, pageantry, and mystery.
     …As rituals are essential to the identity and well-being of most individuals, so they are equally necessary to the formation and functioning of coherent communities. 
Source: Infinity in Your Hand: A guide for the spiritually curious by William Houff

8.25: The Value of Ritual by Rev Stephen Furrer (281 words)
     Whenever I think about ritual, I think of Rabbi Jerome Molino…. …I met him in 1983, but his connection to our UU movement goes back …to 1935, when he was called as the first Rabbi at the Reform synagogue in Danbury. … “You Universalist Unitarians (as he always called us) are a lot like us Reform Jews,” he once said to me; “Same theology, same polity—you just don’t have rituals.”
     There’s a lot of truth to that. But in fact ritual is any activity that a society establishes to celebrate and renew commonly held perceptions
     …We talk about the Flower Communion, the Water Communion. This despite the fact that the word “communion” is emotionally packed for some… —as it was for Ralph Waldo Emerson—because of its connection to the Eucharist of Christianity.
     … [Consider that] communion is not only a proper noun; it’s also a common noun, meaning intimacy or connection. Eating and drinking are parts of a universal experience; to exalt this common experience into a unifying ritual can be healing and restorative. …Especially at such times [when] sharing a ritual meal, bouquet, or water ceremony can bring a community together, pointing the way to renewal and reconciliation. 
     …Communion—as a common noun: intimacy and connection—is more a state of mind (or state of heart) than a rite. Something we share when, recognizing that there’s violence everywhere— including our own hearts—people agree to try and be a loving community anyway; communion happens whenever we agree individually to leave shame and blame behind—or at least keep it at bay—that we might soar collectively.
Source: https://uucsh.org/reflections/why-are-rituals-important/

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: _heading=h.3dy6vkm]10.1: Remaining Mindful (49 words)
As we leave this sacred space, may we remain mindful of the rituals that give meaning to life, mark passages along the way, reinforce values, articulate yearnings, provide hope, strengthen connections, and confer wisdom. May we tend these rituals with care, this legacy that connects ancestors to future generations.
Source: Touchstones

10.2:Source: SLT #683

[bookmark: _heading=h.1t3h5sf]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: _heading=h.4d34og8]
      Annotated Sermons
11.1: Ritual: A Seventh Inning Stretch by Jane Carrigan
[bookmark: _heading=h.2s8eyo1]Source: https://www.uuannapolis.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/The-Seventh-Inning-Stretch.pdf 
Length: 1,939 words.
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Jane Carrigan begins her sermon by recounting her sadness at having to have a hysterectomy in her mid-forties, which meant that she would never be a mother. Since she could not find a ritual to mark this transition, inventing one was the only possibility. Carrigan begins her discussion of ritual by recounting the importance of rites of passage and personal rituals. She then outlines five reasons why rituals are essential. (See the excerpt below.) Next,  Be Ours a Religion by Rev. Theodore Parker (35 words)
Be ours a religion which, like / sunshine, goes everywhere; / its temple, all space; its shrine, the good heart; its creed, all truth; its ritual, works of love; its profession of faith, divine living.
Carrigan shares why reading the book A Member of the Wedding by Carson McCullers in eighth grade was so important to her. The main character, twelve-year-old Frankie, struggles to feel a part of a “We,” as did Carrigan. Her decision to change her last name from Spencer to Carrigan, when she married, something she never anticipated, became part of her ritual to become a part of a “We.” 
     Carrigan then introduces a ritual that begins with a clip from the movie Avatar https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-u5SiCCmVv0 called I See You. She links this to the Zulu two-part greeting. The first part is “I am here to be seen,” with the response, “I see you.” She then invited people to pair up and say the words to each other and then reverse the exchange.
     Encouraging people to create meaningful rituals, Carrigan described her daily rituals as she trained for and eventually ran two marathons. The process represented for her a critical mid-life rite of passage. Carrigan concludes her sermon writing, “As Abigail Brenner implores us: Let’s embrace rituals as tools that give us the freedom to take responsibility for the direction and purpose of our lives, and may we seize and shape this freedom—consciously, deliberately, and joyfully.”
Excerpt: Why do we have rituals in our lives? What do they give us? 
     Abigail Brenner, MD in Psychology Today suggests that “By creating and performing personally expressive rituals for our selves we move freely into our own spiritual lives, taking charge of marking and honoring the transitions, the special moments in our lives that we find significant, in the ways we deem meaningful. Rituals are tools that give us the freedom to take responsibility for the direction and purpose of our lives. Our task is to seize and shape this freedom….”
     Rituals serve as a bridge between our outer and inner worlds, between the profane and the sacred, and between the ordinary and the extraordinary. 
     …Rituals provide us with a sense of renewal. They offer us a time-out from our every day routine, habitual existence. They are a time to rest, replenish, and restore our selves on our long and winding path through life. Rituals help us to reevaluate our journey thus far and to reaffirm the path we are traveling. 
     …Rituals provide an ongoing way to structure our lives. The ritual process provides a sense of stability and continuity amidst the ever-changing, hectic and often chaotic world in which we live. Rituals engender a sense of healing calm and a feeling of trust in life’s flow and forward movement. 
     …Rituals give us a way to connect to family, past and present. Rituals tie us to our ancestors and to our heritage. Their creation and performance helps us to understand where we came from. As a bridge between past and future, they enable us to access, honor, and strengthen our own identity.
     …Rituals provide the essential tools for co-creating our own lives. Creating and performing rituals that are personally meaningful to us. And help us set the intention that will ultimately enable us to manifest our aspirations. 

11.2: The Importance of Ritual by Stephanie Canada Gill
Source: https://austinuu.org/wp2013/the-importance-of-ritual/ 
Length: 2,480 words
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Stephanie Canada Gill begins with a definition of ritual and then points to ritual aspects of the congregation’s worship service. She then shares a story of witnessing a communion service when she was young. She saw how meaningful it was to participants, although it did not touch her. Later, the memory of that experience led her to search for meaningful rituals. The search brought her to this UU congregation and then to paganism. 
     Gill writes, “Ritual touches something in our core, something significant and deep in us which has existed at least as far back as the painted caves, and likely before that. It touches our emotions, but it also appeals to our minds. Ritual speaks to the part of us which is so often beyond words.” She then talks about the significance of smudging (see excerpt) and its connection to the sense of smell, a ritual she performs following the sermon. 
     Regarding ritual she explores the importance of storytelling, singing, and, in the case of Buddhism, breathing. Gill then discusses the sanctuary as ritual space and writes, “This weekly Worship service IS our ritual.” She notes that the fact that they will soon have a new minister raises the challenge of change, adding, “Resisting change is difficult, but embracing change will transform you.” In conclusion, Gill writes, “The emotions …summoned …in ritual, their power, our connections with the divine …are not tangible. But these are the seeds of something which can compel us to express them beyond the confines of ritual.”
Excerpt: …Smudging …is a sacred act, which revolves around some similar concepts world-wide. It’s an ancient rite, we really have no idea how far it goes back in any of the cultures which use it.
     Smudging has an element of purification, and of defining sacred space via scent. The two are intertwined, because in essence it sweeps away whatever is mundane, in order to make room for the sacred. Distracting thoughts, impurities from outside the circle of the holy space – smudging pushes those things out in order to create a void which the sacred can fill. It recognizes that in order for something new to be born, something old must give way. The smoke fills the room, and then fades. Now a new space is created.
     Within that context; smudging has a symbolic connection to planting, to rededicating, to preparing the way for something new to begin. The way is made clear. What will we plant once the weeds have been plowed under? What are the furrows waiting for? These are decisions which are planted in our hearts, and later will bloom into words and actions
     I believe we are accustomed to thinking of sacred space as someplace where the sacred somehow simply happens. But; in fact, the sacred consists of what we bring to the space, what we do while we are there, and how we take it and apply to our lives both within the ritual context and beyond. A ritual can be seen as a temporary construct, but in truth no ritual is successful if it does not in some way impact our lives on an ongoing basis.

11.3: Flower Power and Radical Welcome by Rev. Kevin Tarsa
Source: https://www.uugrassvalley.org/wp-content/uploads/2020/05/Flower-Power-and-Radical-Welcome-Sermon-B-May-17-2020.pdf 
Length: 2,128 words.
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Rev. Tarsa begins by referring to the reading, Open the Doors by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (see https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/open-doors), which is ironic since the congregation was meeting virtually because of COVID-19. He then recounted the history of the Flower Communion created by Norbert Čapek in Prague in 1923 and called a Flower Festival. Next, Tarsa interrupts the story, laments about being online, and shares an update from UUA President Rev. Susan Frederick-Gray regarding the necessity of continuing to meet virtually. Following this, he resumes sharing the history of the Flower Communion. Finally, he concludes the history of the Flower Communion by writing, “If we understand and take to heart the Unitarian Universalist values beneath that ritual to their fullest, we will seek to value the gifts that each person brings, even those whose presence stretches us and invites us to change.”
    For Tarsa, this includes radical welcoming. The balance of the sermon is informed by the writings of Episcopal priest Stephanie Spellers, author of Radical Welcome. Tarsa then focuses on moving from invitation and inclusion to radical welcome. (See the excerpt for a summary.)
     He concludes the sermon by writing, “In Radical Welcome, everyone takes responsibility for fostering belonging and building relationships, and members grow deeper in their faith and their humanity as a result. Stephanie Spellers suggests that Radical Welcome is not about liberating those coming in the doors. It’s about liberating those of us who are already inside.”
Excerpt:  At the level of invitation, we offer a general and broad welcome, assuming that our being friendly is enough for someone to feel welcome…. The underlying message is, “You will be assimilated” …to the extent you are willing to be like us, to believe like us, to behave like us.  
     …At the next level of welcome, the level of inclusion, we work a little harder at incorporating those who are different in some way. We are more specific in our welcome, we name LGBTQ persons, or that Black Lives Matter. We make surface changes to reduce the barriers….
     We work at the welcoming, but only up to the point where we might have to change our culture…. 
     It’s an important move to make in our personal lives and in our community life, moving from invitation to inclusion. 
     …Radical Welcome, then, genuinely embodies the belief that each one of us is better off when all of us can be ourselves and express ourselves fully, when we can learn from one another. People outside the majority norms aren’t merely tolerated, but centered, integrated and valued fully for who they are and the unique perspective and the life-changing gifts they bring. When offering a radical welcome, new, out-of-our-ordinary people, especially people typically marginalized in some way, are not only invited and accepted and incorporated, their presence transforms the community, liberates the community from its assimilating sameness. 
     Radical welcome is about allowing out-of-our-ordinary people to change us. 

11.4: Making Ritual: Making Meaning with an Orange Communion by Rev. Rebecca Bryan
Source: https://www.frsuu.org/sermons/making-ritual-making-meaning/ 
Length: 1,187 words.
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Relatively Easy
Synopsis:  Rev. Bryan begins by discussing their new two-month probe of spirituality and service. She notes that rituals are a critical way of helping keep spirituality and service in balance. Bryan reminds the congregation that an upcoming ritual will install her as a minister. Rather than simply discussing ritual, she indicates that the sermon will end with an orange communion. Bryan discusses the importance of rituals, both personal and faith-based rituals. Then, she returns to the upcoming installation service before briefly discussing the history of communion. For Bryan, the main benefit of communion is its symbolism of connection. She notes that until about 600 CE, communion was a ritual of fellowship, adding that “Transubstantiation was not even confirmed until the Council of Trent in the mid-1500s.” Before transitioning to the orange communion, she talks about some of the church’s communion silver, including a charming story about a silver tankard.
Excerpt: Before you chose this orange, it was in a bowl with many other slices of fruit. And before that, it was in its skin, whole and complete. It was in a box of other oranges, on a shelf in the grocery store. There was a worker, maybe young, maybe old, who worked and put that box of oranges on the store shelf. 
     There was a driver who drove the truck from the ocean harbor where it had been transported by sea from Brazil to the United States. 
     There was a person who organized that trip, ensuring that the oranges were packed properly and would arrive safely. 
     There were workers, who picked the orange. Imagine one. This is a man who has a family. A wife with three children, two boys and a girl. 
     There is the tree from which this orange hung and grew and was picked. 
     That tree may have been standing there, rooted in its soil, taking in the sun, for forty or fifty years. 
     Imagine yourself forty years ago, what age were you? Were you born? 
     The tree was there, bearing fruit. Workers were picking them. 
     Now, before you eat the fruit, bless the tree and all the people who made it possible for you to eat this fruit. Bless the earth and all people, remembering that we are all interconnected. What we do, how we live, impacts the earth, and people around us. It affects people we will never know. 
     With gratitude, place the orange slice in your mouth and eat it. Promising as you do to be as mindful, kind and loving as possible. 
     Remembering that indeed we are all one. 

     Sermons and Sermon Excerpts
11.5: Sweet Corn & Watermelon by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (2,141 words)
This sermon, filled with personal memories, is included to provide a template to create your own piece built around your personal rituals and memories regarding summer when you were young. 
     It was summertime. I was probably 8 or 9 years old. Johnnie Porko, a year or two younger than me, lived on the street behind my grandmother’s house. His father had planted a garden of mostly sweet corn. The corn stalks were taller than we were, and the ears were huge. He invited me to lunch, and we picked several ears of corn, shucked them, and threw them into a pot of boiling water. A few minutes later, we took them out, drenched them in butter, and began eating. Our faces were soon covered with butter and pieces of corn. It was the best corn I ever ate. Nothing has ever come close to that taste, and I doubt it ever will. Memories like this have a certain ecstasy that continues to delight for a lifetime. When I think of summer, I think of that sweet corn. 
     For Unitarian Universalist minister Lynn Ungar, the symbol of summer is watermelon. In her poem, Watermelon, she writes, “You know / what summer tastes like—the pink flesh / of a generous earth, / this rounded life / fully ripe, fully flavored. / How could you be ashamed / at the tug of desire? / The world has opened itself to you, / season after season. / What is summer’s sweetness / but an invitation to respond? / There is only one way / to eat watermelon. / bury your face / in the wetness / of that rosy slab / and bite.”
     Sweet corn and watermelon are but two of the defining images of summer. Countless others bestow upon this season a certain magic. Perhaps the enchantment of summer is related to the freedom created by the seemingly endless annual school vacation and all that was possible within that sweep of time. The routine of the school year, which became increasingly oppressive and impossible as April turned to May, was miraculously blown away like the seeds on a white, tufted dandelion blossom with that last day of school. The unfettered days of summer had 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 since playing hide and seek was much more exciting after dark in the shadows of the street lights in front of my grandmother’s house. With no air conditioning, we erased the boundary between inside and outside. 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, we children began stirring at first light, eager to start another day. 
     Sweet corn, watermelon, and so much more were images of summer as lush as the green that dominated grass, bush, and tree. I remember pick-up baseball games played for hours with neither team really winning, so we could keep playing. Daniel Okrent writes, “In summer, when each day rolled smoothly into the next, and the sun accommodated game upon game upon game—in summer, we played baseball, and we did nothing else.” And I remember evenings on the front porch listening to the Pittsburgh Pirates play baseball on the radio with the animated play-by-play broadcast of long-ago radio announcer Bob Prince. 
     The annual family outing to the amusement park, first West View Park and later Kennywood, was always magical. Each year, I hoped I would be tall enough to ride on the roller coaster. And then I was. I rode with my mother, and I was scared almost to death. But when it was over, and I had survived, I only wanted to ride it again. The sights, sounds, and smells of the amusement park were intoxicating. Unfortunately, getting enough of the merry-go-round, cotton candy, or french fries drenched with vinegar and salt seemed impossible. 
     The amusement park may be the perfect metaphor for summer. The word, amuse, means to occupy in an agreeable, pleasing, or entertaining fashion. Summer certainly amused me. It had, by itself, a richness every bit as exciting as the amusement park.
     Summer was the time to go swimming. Nothing made a hot summer day as delightful as several hours spent at a local pool. I vividly remember the summer I learned to swim underwater with my eyes open. The courage to do that seemed its own rite of passage. And I remember the summer I learned to dive into the water from the side of the pool: more courage, another rite of passage. 
     Summer was also the time to eat ice cream, especially soft-serve at a local Tastee-Freeze. The fact that my grandmother loved ice cream was certainly a factor in our eating a lot of ice cream. 
     Not only was summer the time to eat sweet corn and watermelon, but it was also the time to eat all the food grown in our garden. Elizabeth Hardwick writes, “The first peas, the lettuce out of the ground, the always too greatly abundant zucchini—and at last, a genuine tomato. ... No doubt the taste for these has grown sharper from the fact that we have them all year round in an inauthentic condition of preservation. When the memory is never allowed to subside, according to each thing in its time, the true summer taste of vegetable and fruit is more astonishing.”
     Sweet corn and watermelon tasted better in those long-ago summers. So did the beefsteak tomato from the garden, and the peaches picked so ripe that the juice ran from the corners of your mouth, down your chin, and usually onto your shirt. The only way to eat such sweetness without making too much mess was to stand in front of the kitchen sink and bend over, so the excess juice would drip from your face and run down the drain.
    And summer meant forbidden Fourth of July firecrackers and sparklers that my uncle purchased in Ohio or New Jersey. John Updike writes, “One’s own memories of the Fourth tend to blend, much as summer days blend one into the next. My father, in the firefly-rife backyard of my first home, lights a bundle of little firecrackers and darts dramatically back, and we all stand around in an awed circle, at what we hope is a safe distance, as the device twists and jumps and shouts it furious, frustrated noise. It wants to kill us, and can’t. I hold a sparkler at arm’s length, marveling that its sparks do not burn.”
     Summer also meant my uncle taking a carload of kids to the local drive-in with more horror movies than you could imagine. They were the kind of movies that made my nightmares particularly vivid. And yet, the next time my uncle asked, I would be the first in line.
     Summer was a time for travel, which meant two long car trips. The first was to our relative’s farm in Maryland. Our cousins, Coburn and Samuel, were about the same age as my sister and me. They delighted in having us city kids in the country to play tricks on. The second trip with my uncle and grandmother was to see the country. I saw most of the United States from the back seat of a Rambler station wagon before the age of thirteen. This was before car air-conditioning and inter-state highways. We never had a reservation. We drove some 300 to 500 miles, depending upon the sightseeing that interrupted the driving, and then began looking for a cheap motel with a vacancy once it started to get dark. Sometimes we found one rather quickly, and sometimes it took considerably longer. These trips were incredible adventures, despite my sister and I constantly fighting in the back seat. Each year the destination was different: New England, Florida, Canada, Alaska, California, and more
     And summer was much more than this. It meant occasional fishing trips because my grandmother loved to fish. Another rite of passage involved learning how to bait your hook with a worm. It also meant overnights spent at my great-grandmother’s house. We were separated in age from our great-grandmother by seventy years, and yet we could listen to her childhood stories repeatedly. We particularly loved her story about an evening encounter with a mountain lion while she was herding the cows back from the pasture. Sweet corn and watermelon and memories. What are your memories of summer’s past?
     Summer is like an amusement park, and yet an archaic meaning of amuse is to delude or deceive. In truth, summer seems like a magical time out of time. The season’s richness comes, in considerable measure, from accumulating memories from our youth. We treasure this season, in part, because of all that it has meant. And we are deluded or deceived if we think some eternal summer is possible. Labor Day came school began again, though sadly now in mid-August. We will write yet another essay on what we did on our summer vacation. And then the rhythm imposed by summer recess will end unless we become a teacher and have the good fortune to repeat this gift of childhood again and again. We leave behind the summers of our childhood, but not the 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 in my education, a thought that carried me into the summer recess. But, within a day or two, I lost my worries to the genuine business of enjoying the season. I’m not sure how, but something magical occurred because when the fall returned, I entered the fourth grade and mastered the advanced learning required there. This growth is the true purpose and magic of summer: a child can grow a year older in two months. I doubt such change would be possible without the freedom and infinite opportunities a summer held. 
     Sweet corn, watermelon, and memories: What memories will you make this summer that will delight you years from today?
     Summer can be defined and enriched by an almost unending series of rituals. Summer is a time and a space, two components of ritual, that beckons a child to fill it with “wow.” All that we need to add are various actions that confer magic and meaning to this season. 
     In his novel Dandelion Wine, Ray Bradbury wrote, “Sitting on the summer-night porch was so good, so easy and so reassuring that it could never be done away with. These were rituals that were right and lasting: the lighting of pipes, the pale hands that moved knitting needles in the dimness, the eating of foil-wrapped, chill Eskimo Pies, the coming and going of all the people.”
     And yet, as should be evident by all of the preceding, memories of summer past are significant. Still, with the march of one generation after another, the summer rituals must adapt and evolve, or children will lose meaning and memories. If summer is a time out of time that will provide a treasury of life-long memories, we must ensure that we take the necessary time, attention, and imagination to enrich their summer days. There is no need to call these special activities rituals since your children will do so in the richness of time. Antoine de Saint Exupéry was correct when he wrote, “In a house which becomes a home, / one hands down and another takes up / the heritage of mind and heart, / laughter and tears, musings and deeds. / Love, like a carefully loaded ship, crosses the gulf between the generations. / Therefore, we do not neglect the ceremonies / of our passage: when we wed, when we die, / and when we are blessed with a child; / When we depart and when we return; / When we plant and when we harvest. / Let us bring up our children. It is not / the place of some official to hand to them their heritage. / If others impart to our children our knowledge / and ideals, they will lose all of us that is / wordless and full of wonder. / Let us build memories in our children, / lest they drag out joyless lives, / lest they allow treasures to be lost because / they have not been given the keys. / We live, not by things, but by the meanings / of things. It is needful to transmit the passwords / from generation to generation.”
     Sweet corn and watermelon.
Source: Touchstones

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
“The very ritual practices that the New Atheists dismiss as costly, inefficient and irrational turn out to be a solution to one of the hardest problems humans face: cooperation without kinship.”   Jonathan Haidt

“Rituals are a good signal to your unconscious that it is time to kick in.”   Anne Lamott

“For me starting the day without a pot of tea would be a day ...out of kilter.”   Bill Drummond

“Rituals keep us from forgetting what must not be forgotten and keep us rooted in a past from which we must not be disconnected.”   Tony Campolo

“The function of ritual, as I understand it, is to give form to human life, not in the way of a mere surface arrangement, but in depth.”   Joseph Campbell

“Any ritual is an opportunity for transformation. To do a ritual, you must be willing to be transformed in some way. The inner willingness is what makes the ritual come alive and have power. If you aren’t willing to be changed by the ritual, don’t do it.”   Starhawk

“Ritual consists of the external practices of spirituality that help us become more receptive and aware of the closeness of our lives to the sacred. …I can light a candle because I need the light or because the candle represents the light I need.”   Christina Baldwin

“Ritual affirms the common patterns, the values, the shared joys, risks, sorrows, and changes that bind a community together.”    Starhawk

“Religion becomes a hollow shell of its former self when ritual remains and thoughtful reflection disappears.”   Nouman Ali Khan

“The first ritual that you do during the day is the highest leveraged ritual, by far, because it has the effect of setting your mind, and setting the context, for the rest of your day.”   Eben Pagan

“Ritual is necessary for us to know anything.”   Ken Kesey

“Ritual links together our ancestors and descendants, those who went before with those will come after us.”   Starhawk

“It seemed to be a necessary ritual that he should prepare himself for sleep by meditating under the solemnity of the night sky... a mysterious transaction between the infinity of the soul and the infinity of the universe.”   Victor Hugo

“…Ritual …is a symbolic transformation of experiences that no other medium can adequately express.”   Susanne Katherina Langer

“Bedtime rituals for children ease the way to the elsewhere of slumber—teeth brushing and pajamas, the voice of a parent reading, the feel and smell of the old blanket or toy, the nightlight glowing in a corner.”   Siri Hustvedt

“I have the greatest love for the rituals of organized religion—the sense of community and belonging it can confer to people.”   Kabir Bedi

“I have rituals for cleaning out resentments, disappointments, heartbreak, depression, and for work.”   Hubert Selby, Jr.

“It’s so important to engage your kids to create rituals and moments that they will always remember.”   Josie Bissett

“Ritual is, therefore, a primary site of contact between self and society, a place where our individual selves are transformed into collective selves.”  Mark Pedelty

“In our society, many of the old rituals have lost much of their power. New ones have not arisen.”   R.D. Laing

“We not only nurture our sacred relationships through ritual, but we are nurtured by them as well. In ritual, we move, and we are moved.”   Allison Leigh Lilly

“In addition to facilitating a sense of security and predictability, a childhood history steeped in family rituals also provides a robust template of belonging and meaning to take into our adult years. Who doesn’t want that for the next generation?’   Sabina Read

—from here to end is Sunday june 4th

“When we light a candle in our ritual space, we ignite a flame within ourselves. When we pour water or burn incense as offerings, we offer ourselves as well, to soak into the earth or rise in gentle wisps of smoke towards the sky.”   Allison Leigh Lilly

“The telling and hearing of stories is a bonding ritual that breaks through illusions of separateness and activates a deep sense of our collective interdependence.”   Annette Simmons

“Rituals are those repeated actions done again and again in the interest of things like focus, grounding, tradition, cultural symbolism, predictable life rhythms, and feeling a part of something.”   Craig Kelley

“It reminds me that ritual and symbol are as necessary to human beings as air and water. They mark us as human, and give us identity.”   Kathleen Norris

It is important to embody the sentiments and fundamental ideas of religion. Life can no more dispense with symbols than language with metaphors: a ritual is an acted metaphor. Alexandre Rudolphe Vinet

“Ritual is able to hold the long-discarded shards of our stories and make them whole again. It has the strength and elasticity to contain what we cannot contain on our own, what we cannot face in solitude.”   Francis Weller

A handshake. A kiss. A coronation. A parade. A dance. A meal. A graduation. A mass. A ritual is the performance of an intuition, the rehearsal of a dream, the playing of a game.”   Frederick Buechner

“Stories and rituals are used in different cultures to help individuals and communities heal from trauma.”   Oscar Perez

“Rituals are like electrically powered transmitters sending stimulating sparks of electric current or inspirational feelings that connect us to our inner being or soul.”   Wes Adamson

Appendix: Rituals
A.1: An Anthology of Rituals
     Skinner House Books is compiling …an anthology of rituals grounded in our shared Unitarian Universalist faith.
     …[It] will include rituals that can be used by individuals, small groups, families and congregations in the following categories: transitions, lament & mourning, healing, marking the cycle of the year, marking the cycle of life, and commitment, courage & celebration.
     The core values of innovation, justice and liberation, and religious depth will guide the selection….
     Innovation: We have a deep love for the history, tradition, and theology of Unitarian Universalism. Innovation and new expressions of Unitarian Universalism will allow our faith to thrive, to reach more people, and to guide us into the future.
     Justice & Liberation: All that we do as Unitarian Universalists is grounded in a commitment to justice and liberation. In our best expression of worship and ritual, the prophetic and the pastoral are interwoven. As white editors, we are committed to answering the calls put out by the 2020 Commission on Institutional Change report, including de-centering whiteness and centering the lived experience of people historically marginalized in our Unitarian Universalist faith. We will prioritize contributors who have lived experience of the rituals they write.
     Religious Depth: We believe that Unitarian Universalism has the depth to sustain and hold people in the most tender moments of their individual lives and in times of transition and turmoil in our world. The rituals in this anthology will be deeply grounded in our Unitarian Universalist theology, offering embodied ways to connect with our faith and our sources of strength and sustenance.
Source: https://www.uua.org/publications/skinnerhouse/submissions/call-submissions-anthology-rituals 

A.2: Unitarian Universalist Church of Mankato Rituals
Description of the ten rituals that are used throughout the church year.
Source: https://uumankato.com/worship/uufm-rituals/ 

A.3: Ritual to Affirm & Bless a True Self by Rev. Karen G. Johnston
This ritual created by Rev. Karen G. Johnston, and perhaps others, marked and celebrated a public change of a person’s name and gender. As Rev. Johnston said, “Releasing the name given to you by your parents, you do not let go of your family. Releasing the gender you were assigned at birth, you do not let go of your life that came before this moment.” The text of the ritual is accompanied by a video of the ritual.
Source: https://blog.awakeandwitness.net/wp/2023/02/ritual-to-affirm-bless-a-true-self/ 

A.4: Ritual at the UU Congregation of Las Vegas
Once a month the worship service includes a longer ritual experience. We forgo the sermon and instead participate in a communal ritual. Examples of these might be a Blessing of the Animals; a ritual where congregants add water to a common bowl and express intentions for the coming congregational year; a New Years ceremony to release the old and welcome the new; a shared symbolic meal to honor the land that we live up on; the creation of a community altar to remember and honor our ancestors; a flower ceremony where congregants bring in individual flowers to create a shared bouquet; and more.
Source: https://www.uuclv.org/what-to-expect.html 

A.5: A Stream of Living History by Rev. Erika Hewitt (166 words)
[bookmark: _heading=h.17dp8vu]This ritual entails having an empty vase on the altar, and cut flowers. It's especially meaningful to have founders or other "pillars" of the congregation have flowers with them in the service, and to have the congregation's children bring those flowers forward and put them in the vase (perhaps supervised by an adult).
     This ceremony is but a moment in the life of our congregation, which is a stream of living history. Our strength—our current vitality and joy—comes in part from our roots: those who gave life to the congregation from its founding [number of years] ago up until today.
[At an installation or ordination service: Before we call upon the authority of the Fellowship’s members in this ceremony,] 
We place flowers on the altar to remember those people—living and dead, clergy and lay*—who shaped the congregation that we call our spiritual home.
     Please come forward now if you have a flower, or hold your flower up for a child to bring it forward.
Leader reads a list of congregational founders, or pillars. If they have died, their flower could be brought forward by someone who has a connection to them (such as a surviving spouse). If they're alive, they can bring forward their own flower!
When those names have been read, and flowers placed:
     Lend your memories to our honor; please call out the names of past members who form the cloud of witnesses celebrating with us today.
More flowers are placed for these names.
As we balance between our past and future—the roots that gave this congregation life, and the story we have yet to write—may we know ourselves not only as a people of joy and gratitude, but also as a people of memory, and a people of honor.
*"Clergy and lay" is appropriate to include on occasions that celebrate professional ministry, such as ordinations and installations. On those occasions, this could be led by a founder or other "pillar" of the congregation.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/stream-living-history 

A.6: Litany of the Generations by Rev. James (Jay) C Leach (941 words)
This is adapted from a litany by Gail Forsyth-Vail, who suggests the following to maximize the reading's power: Identify seventeen people who will come forward to represent the generations of African Americans in the British colonies and in the United States. As you name the first generation, indicate to a person that they should stand. Each time you call a new generation, you indicate silently that another person should stand next to the previous person. The line of people will get longer and longer. When you say, "you represent..." address that person directly. When you do the "children's children's children's..." part, move along the line, indicating each person in turn. You may want to pre-arrange with the first person; the rest will follow easily.
1. You represent the first generation of West African people who were enslaved and brought to Jamestown in year 1619 arriving before the pilgrims came to Plymouth Rock.
2. You represent the children of those people, born between 1625 and 1650. You remain enslaved alongside others as slave trading develops.
3. You represent the children's children of those Jamestown slaves, born between 1650 and 1675, and you remain enslaved throughout the colonies in both north and south.
4. You represent the children's children's children of those Jamestown slaves, born between 1675 and 1700, a fourth generation to be enslaved.
5. You represent the children's children's children's children of those Jamestown slaves, born between 1700 and 1725. Many more European Anglos have arrived and continue to claim the land as their own. Certain cities and towns are centers of great wealth, in part because you remain enslaved.
6. You represent the children's children's children's children's children, born between 1725 and 1750. Many Indigenous, Native Americans have been driven out to make way for the expanding population in these British colonies. But you are still here and still enslaved.
7. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1750 and 1775. The colonies have begun a push for independence, stating that "all men are created equal." That claim does not include you since you are still enslaved.
8. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1775 and 1800. The British colonies are now the United States. Some enslaved people from northern towns were even forced to fight in the American Revolution. The early presidents include enslavers. Thousands more West African people arrive here in chains. You remain enslaved.
9. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1800 and 1825. This country’s population is booming. Textile mills in the North demand more cotton and make more profits for privileged owners so farmers in the South, with free labor, grow more and more cotton, and thus need more and more slaves. As enslaved people continue to arrive, you too remained enslaved.
10. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1825 and 1850. Native Americans are forced from their land, many die or are slaughtered. The United States has taken a huge piece of Mexico and now rules over its Spanish-speaking citizens. There are now groups of people writing and speaking against slavery, and yet, you remain enslaved.
11. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children of the Jamestown slaves, born between 1850 and 1875. The country has fought a Civil War. After 244 years, slavery has officially ended. You are emancipated. You are the eleventh generation to live here but the first to do so out from under the specter of slavery. You are poor, uneducated; many people in the north and south are working hard to limit your rights.
12. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1875 and 1900. After a brief period of empowerment, the Supreme Court has now ruled that separate is not only permissible, it is necessary. You are no longer a slave, but the law says you have fewer rights and privileges than white people.
13. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1900 and 1925. The NAACP comes into existence. A world war is fought with black soldiers amongst the U.S. troops. They return home to intense oppression. Lynchings take place from Maine to California, including more than 80 here in North Carolina. A black migration from south to north fosters new forms of segregation and exclusion in northern cities. You still live and work under laws that separate you from white people and your children attend schools that are clearly inferior.
14. You represent the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children, born between 1925 and 1950. The country suffers the Great Depression, fights in the Second World War. Just as in the rest of society, people of color in the army are kept separate from white people. Whole towns full of new homes are built after the war for the returning soldiers. People of color are not allowed to live in those towns.
15. You represent the children born between 1950 and 1975. You witnessed Brown vs. Board of Education, the Montgomery Bus Boycott, the March on Washington, Selma, Civil Rights legislation. Martin and Malcolm. Cities north and south continue to fight vigorously against school desegregation for the children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children of the Jamestown slaves.
16. You represent the children born between 1975 and 2000. There’s a Black Power movement and the declaration that Black is Beautiful. We have finally elected the first and still only African American woman to the Senate and have elected the first African American governor since Reconstruction. School integration is finally the practice in the whole land for the children’s children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children's children. And, housing is still woefully segregated in cities north and south.
17. You represent the generation born since 2000. Now, we have an African American president. We have an astounding incarceration rate for African Americans in what some call “the new Jim Crow.” We have blacks in position of authority locally and nationally. It’s been almost four centuries since, 17 generations back, your forebears arrived here. We still question whether black lives really matter.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/litany-generations 
See the original, Speaking a History by Gail Forsyth-Vail at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/speaking-history 

A.7: A Blessing for Finals by Alex Haider-Winnett (246 words)
This group blessing is designed to be shared by many voices or read by just one. Alex suggests creating an altar with a chalice and testing supplies (which are then distributed to students as they need them).
     Speaker 1: We have come to the end of the quarter/semester/year. An end to these classes.
     Speaker 2: We give thanks for the things we have learned: For the new questions that arose, the new passions kindled, for the wisdom and knowledge gained. We give thanks for the friendships that blossomed and the colleagues we have made. We are grateful for this time.
     Speaker 3: We apologize for the missed opportunities: For the deadlines that were not met. For the readings that were left undone. For the papers that were late and were turned in not-quite finished. For the canceled meetings and the emails that were ignored. We forgive ourselves and each other.
     Speaker 4: We acknowledge the sacrifices we have made: The late nights. The skipped meals. The moments of hard choices. We know that our worth is not based on our grades. The quality of our papers does not reflect on the quality of our personhood. That we are worthy of love especially when we struggle.
     Speaker 5: We look forward to this time of transition: May we find comfort in the completion of work. May we rest in the mystery of unanswered questions. May we find ways to refresh our spirit and prepare for new times of learning. Just as the seed sprouts in the dark quiet of the soil, may we find ways to grow in this time.
     Speaker 1: For all that we have shared, learned and grown; for the grace of missed opportunities and for obstacles great and small—we give thanks.
Alex adds: Finals can be a stressful time of balancing schedules, completing big projects, late nights, poor sleep, skipped meals, etc. The UU Campus Community at University of California-Davis shares a blessing for finals season. It is an opportunity to slow down, be grateful for all that was accomplished and offer grace for each other. It has become a cherished ritual before the rush of the last week of school.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessing-finals 

A.8: Ritual for Letting Go by Rev. Barbara F. Meyers (743 words)
Stories We Live By
     Humans are built to tell, listen to and live out stories.  A story that we believe and tell ourselves can shape our lives and affect who we are.  This is especially true when it is a story that we tell ourselves about who we are and what we are capable of.  It has the power to limit our lives and the power to live creatively.  When we recognize a story for what it is, and realize that it is something that we don’t want to live with any more, it is time to let it go.  This ritual is an opportunity to let go of a story you have been living with and not let it continue to define who you are.  It is about a metaphoric cleansing, setting of intentions, self-anointing, healing, new beginnings and possibilities.
     I want you to think of some story that you have been living with and want to let go of.  It might be something recent or something you have been holding for a long time.
     For example, it might be…
· holding onto hurt after a friend hurts you or when an important relationship ends
· continuing to feel sorrow or failure over the loss of some responsibility, position, capability, or ability that was important to you
· a belief that you aren’t capable of doing something you would really like to do
· thinking you are a worthless human being because of some past physical, psychological or other failure. This last example was true of me for years after I first experienced mental health problems.  Internalizing some of the stigma that society has against mental illness, I thought I was a worthless human being.  When I was able to let go of this story, my life started to blossom in many ways.
· When something comes to an end, it can leave an opening for something else unexpected, rewarding, and different to start growing.
     Here is the ritual, we will call casting stones.
· Find a stone and hold it in your hand.
· Imagine the story that you want to let go of and visualize transferring it and the feelings you have about it to the stone.
· See the depression and anxiety swirling in your body, through your arm, into your hand and leaving your fingers as it transfers into the stone.
· Allow at least a minute for you to visualize this.
· Now you release the burden. It may help for you to repeat:
· I realize what I am holding on to and why I am holding on;
· I forgive myself for holding on;
· This stone has taken my heavy burden from me
· I now release the burden so that I may feel light and free again.
· Now cast the stone into the water. Visualize your heavy feelings going with the stone and choose to really believe that you’ve released the heaviest part of your burden.  The problem is symbolically released as the stone leaves you.
     Some of you may want a longer version of this ritual for some deep-seated problems. If so, take a stone and keep it in your pocket for a week. When you feel negative feelings about the story coming to you, hold it in your hand and visualize transferring them to the stone, similar to what we’ve just done.  After about a week, cast your stone into a body of water, or deep into an open or wooded area.
How is it that a ritual like this can work?
     People have long believed that rocks and stones can be charged with feelings. Utilizing visualization to place your pain outside of yourself and then transferring that pain physically away from you isn’t just symbolic.  With the longer version of the ritual, taking seven days to experience your pain fully when it’s overtaking you and then allowing yourself to release it can be very effective.
     Letting go is challenging, and sometimes you have to do it again and again and again until it sticks. You show it to the door, and somehow it keeps creeping back in. And then you gently guide it back out.
     The cue here is gently. It is as true for letting go as it is for any type of change. What you resist persists.
     Benediction: May the stories that define our lives be stories that we welcome stories that bring healing and hope.  Amen.
Sources: This ritual is adapted from rituals at:
   Five Cool Rituals to Help You to Let Go, by Jennifer St. Germain, https://smalllifeslowlife.com/2015/08/08/small-life-slow-life-five-cool-rituals-to-help-you-let-go/ 
   A Ritual of Letting Go, Cleansing, Intention and Hope, by Lois Van Leer, www.uua.org/worship/words/ritual/ritual-letting-go-cleansing-intention-and-hope 
   9 Beautiful Releasing Rituals to Help You Let Go, by Marthe
Source: https://mpuuc.org/mental-health-resources/mental-health-sermons/ritual-letting-go/ 

A.9: Ritual for The Day of the Dead/All Souls by Rev. Christine Robinson (499 words)
     The long Summer has faded, now, and these first days of November mark the beginning of the coming of Winter. The frost has taken our tender plants, leaves have begun to fall from the trees, geese begin to arrive from the north. The days are cooler, the weather unsettled, and the evenings are suddenly dark. Our children have played with death and fear, Christians have marked All Saints and All Souls days, both holidays commemorating the dead, and our Hispanic neighbors have celebrated the Day of the Dead. If we were members of traditional Mexican families, we would go this evening to have a picnic on the graves of our family members, celebrating, remembering, and honoring. Most of us are far from the grave sites of our ancestors, but we can also honor those who have gone before us, and we will do that after the interlude by inviting any who wish to come forward and silently light a candle for their own beloved dead. There are candle stands at each end of the platform; please line up in the side aisles and return to your seat via the center aisle. I invite you to use the interlude as a time of centering and preparation for this ceremony.
Musical Interlude
Meditation and Honoring of our Beloved Deceased
     At this darkening time of the year, our thoughts turn to things past, to life retreating, to those who are no longer with us. Images come to our minds; of dear companions, who once graced our lives, loved ones whom we miss, persons whose lives made an impact on our lives; of all those who were here, contributing, caring, and are now gone.
     Our memories bring both joy and sadness; let us not push these feelings away. For our recollections attest to the enduring importance of these friends, this love, our memories.
     May these brave and lovely spirits live again in our tender thoughts, and prove that death and distance are powerless to sever the bonds that connect truly loving hearts.
     And now, I would have us recall to mind those members of this community who have died within the year, and after I call their names, I invite you to come forward and light your own candle for those who you would honor and remember. Church members who died during the last year are: (list while second worship leader lights a candle for each. Then minister and worship leader each take a taper and assist persons lighting candles on each side of the chancel.)
Time of Silence and Candle Lighting
Minister's Prayer
     Peace be with you
     Response: And also with you
     Spirit of Life, whom we know best in our own loving and being loved, hold us as we remember those we have loved, and those who have loved us. May our gratitude sparkle in our lives, may our tears lubricate our souls. Help us to know that we are not alone in our grieving, and help us also to come to that peaceful place in which we can take what we learned from those who have gone before us into our own lives. Remind us that we, too, are mortal; and that the only enduring legacy we leave is the love that shines through our lives. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5925.shtml 

A.10: Lifting Water Communion above privilege and trivia by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern
     A Unitarian Universalist friend and I were talking about class tensions in church, and he said that he found Water Communion hard to bear because it was so much about the places people had gone on their summer vacations.
     Oh yeah. I’ve been to some Water Communions that felt that way too. It is so easy for our ingathering ceremony, in which people bring water and pour it into a communal bowl, to turn into a “what I did on my summer vacation” recitation, which can make the ritual obliviously exclusive of those who don’t have summer homes, or summer vacations, or the money for airfare, or the luxury to stop working for even one week out of the year. What a shame; it’s so opposite of what the Water Communion can be.
     The core symbolism of the Water Communion is that we all come from water: as a species on a planet where life began in the ocean, as mammals who float in amniotic fluid as we are readied for birth, as beings whose cells are mostly water. And yet we are separate from each other, and we have been apart–since there tends to be a slowing-down, a different rhythm in the summer months, even in churches that have services and religious education right on through the summer–and now we are reuniting. We are separate and together, the way water scatters into rain and streams and clouds and springs and ponds and puddles and yet flows together again and again, one great planetary ocean. Not only is no drop of water superior to any other; all water comes from the same place.
     So the class issue is only a part of what’s awry with the “where I went this summer” approach to the ritual. Even if everyone in the world had a summer home in Provence, “This water comes from our summer home in Provence” would not be what I wanted this ceremony to be about. It’s so trivial, whereas “We are separate beings and yet all one” is one of the profoundest truths we try to encompass.
     I’ve deliberately shaped our Water Communion at the Unitarian Universalist Church of Palo Alto (UUCPA) with these concerns in mind, and that conversation with my friend made me realize that other UUs could learn from that process, so I’m going to share it here. I’d also like to learn from readers: judging by this description, or by your experience of UUCPA’s Water Communion if you’ve been there, have we succeeded? And what do you do in your congregation to keep our attention focused on the deepest meanings of the Water Communion?
     Here are some dos and don’ts that have guided me.
     Don’t: have an open mike where everyone describes where the water came from. Not only is this impractical for any but the smallest congregations, but it just about orders people to say “We brought this from the Mediterranean, where we went on a beautiful cruise.”
     Do: provide a way for people to share the significance of the water they’ve brought, and have a leader or leaders share a precis. Doing this has allowed me to rephrase people’s descriptions in a way that honors the most important aspects, while playing down the others. So, for example, if someone writes, “This water comes from our family’s summer home on Cape Cod, where I’ve gone since I was a small child visiting my grandparents–this year I was there with my grandchildren,” I might share, “Water from the Atlantic Ocean,” or “Water from a place made sacred by five generations of one family,” or “Water from a multigenerational family gathering,” or some combination of those.
     Do: frequently model modest origins for your own water. I usually bring mine from my home tap, even if I’ve been somewhere exotic. (In the spirit of full disclosure, one reason is that when I do travel, I always forget to bring back a little bottleful . . . !)
     Do: make reference to the water’s many sources. At UUCPA, we have banners that artistically express the four directions and elements; sometimes we use those in this service and people pour their water into a bowl under one of the banners. They can have a time of meditation to think about where their water comes from, symbolically or literally, and choose the direction/element accordingly. …
     Don’t: just pour the water down the drain. While keeping it in the water cycle, that doesn’t honor the sacredness of the ritual. People are bringing something of themselves when they bring that “water from a special day at the beach” or “tap water from my great-grandfather’s house,” so it’s important to let them know that it will be treated with due reverence.
     Do: do something important with the water. For example, carry it out ceremoniously after the service and water a special tree. . . . Bless it and invite everyone to put it on their foreheads / hands / feet / hearts. . . . We save some of ours for dedications throughout the year, and pour some in from last year’s dedication water so that the water is now gathered from many years of rituals (does anyone else do this? I don’t even remember if I came up with that idea, or inherited it on arriving in Palo Alto). I usually pour the rest out on our grounds with some words of thanks and praise. (A comment by a church member just reminded me of another possibility: invite people to bring some of the mingled water home, the way we do with the flowers at Flower Sunday, and encourage them to mindfully use it, e.g., to water a plant.)
     Do: frame the ritual in terms of its larger meanings. There are so many. Our Minister of Religious Education, Dan Harper, has done a wonderful, geeky demonstration of just how many molecules of water we’re talking about, and how big a number that is. (Remember, we’re serving in Silicon Valley. When you ask, “Are there any geeks here who can come hold this paper for me?,” many hands shoot up.) He uses that to prove our literal interdependence. The year Water Communion was preceded by Hurricane Katrina, we had to talk about the destructive power of water, and that was a chance to go into some theological depth.
     And, if you’re reminding folks about Water Communion now, as summer starts, don’t emphasize that they should bring their water back from special travels. There’s no need to mention travel at all. This year, my reminder in the newsletter said “We bring water from the places of our lives.”
     I’d love to hear what others do.
Source: https://sermonsinstones.com/2013/06/13/lifting-water-communion-above-privilege-and-trivia/ 

A.11: Incorporating Ritual into Sunday Service by P. Oorbeck
     …Ritual planning requires consideration of some basic questions: What is the purpose? How many people will attend? How much experience have the participants had in ritual? How much time is available? How much space? 
     Similar questions can be applied to your Sunday objectives. What is your intention, your overall goal? 
     …Congregations have widely varying comfort levels with ceremony. …Being respectful of the groups' need for continuity and familiarity will help gain acceptance for changes you wish to make. 
     …Look for ways to expand on the ceremonies that are already in place. 
     Are you planning an entire service as ritual? …Large groups require more planning for any ritual, congregations with ministers will likely expect a more structured presentation, while small fellowships and lay-led groups may be more open to innovation or on-the-spot improvisation. …The energy dynamic of people sitting in rows is very different than that of people in a circle; your plan must take that into account. 
     Have you included participatory actions, as well as observer actions? Good ritual grabs us the way it does because we become united in its energy. Unison activities, even those as conventional as hymn-singing and responsive readings, help create a group gestalt. …Try, especially, to make your primary ritual action one in which everyone can participate. 
     Plan within an acceptable "comfort zone" for the congregants. … Explain the circle / …why you are invoking the four directions / …you are smudging, or sprinkling or lighting candles. This helps …the congregants participate more intelligently, even if at times they are just observing. 
     And don't be afraid to repeat your efforts. Something unfamiliar and suspicious to the group the first time it's presented, will be old-hat and taken in stride the third or fourth time! 
     Here's some other strategies: 
     …Use your church's standard order of service as a frame around the ritual content. Rather than start out the morning rattling congregant's expectations by casting circles or calling quarters, use your church's standard openings and closings, compress your ritual actions and substitute them for where a sermon would go. 
    …The best strategy? Keep it fun and keep it simple. …
Source: https://www.cuups.org/resources/PDFS/05.96CUUPSNews.pdf 

A.12: Dance of Restoration by Clara M. Sciortino
A …ritual that explicitly reinforces community is the Dance of Restoration, which is performed annually. When performing this ritual, the congregation forms two concentric circles, the inner circle facing the outer circle, and everyone is given a flower. Then, the pastor of the congregation will call out a statement, presenting a difference that may exist between congregants, and the congregation responds, “It will not divide us,” and everyone exchanges their flower with the person standing across from them. Some of these statements included:
· “If I am black, and you are white…”
· “If I am gay, and you are straight…”
· “If I am homeless, and you own a home…”
· “If I have papers, and you are undocumented…”
· “If I am a Republican, and you are a Democrat…”
· “If I am an addict, and you are not…”
Obviously, this ritual was created to reinforce community that ran deeper than identity markers. However, intriguingly, after some of the statements, usually ones surrounding political beliefs, the congregants would mutter to each other, “Well, that might divide us!” as they exchanged their flowers. This demonstrates the tension around political beliefs that exists within the congregation.
Source: Faithful Non-Believers: Examining Ritual and Belief in a Unitarian Universalist Congregation by Clara M. Sciortino at https://soundideas.pugetsound.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1258&context=summer_research 

A.13: Leading a Pagan-Themed Unitarian Universalist Sunday Service by Rev. Erica Baron
Commentary on three approaches to pagan-themed rituals in a worship service: Pagan-Themed Sermon, Shorter Sermon Plus Meditation, and Ritual as the Center
Source: https://www.patheos.com/blogs/naturessacredjourney/2015/10/leading-a-pagan-themed-unitarian-universalist-sunday-service/ 

A.14: Crisis, Solidarity, and Ritual in Religiously Diverse Settings: A Unitarian Universalist Case Study by Sarah Kathleen Johnson, 15 pages, focuses on Joys & Concerns at the First Unitarian Church in South Bend, Indiana
Link: https://www.researchgate.net/publication/361787497_Crisis_Solidarity_and_Ritual_in_Religiously_Diverse_Settings_A_Unitarian_Universalist_Case_Study 

A.15: Spirit of the Season-Light-Hanukkah by Rev. Margaret A. Beckman
This is a thoughtful sermon about Hanukkah that conveys the history behind the ritual that concludes with recommendations about how to bring this ritual alive. As Ron Wolfson writes, “The ritual of lighting the menorah is an act in publicizing one’s belief in the constant availability of hope. As each generation passes this ancient custom on, parents are constantly teaching their children that the battle can be won, that darkness can be overcome. Hanukkah stands as a symbol of what is possible.”
Source: https://www.uuworld.org/articles/bridging-ritual-process-commitment 

A.16: Spiritual Theft by Rev. Myke Johnson (257 words)
     Non-Indigenous people who seek to reconnect with the earth must be wary of the dangerous problem of spiritual theft. On the one hand, we have much to learn from Native peoples about this land and about what it means to honor our relationship to the land. We must take our lead from those who have been living here for millennia, who have the knowledge that comes from belonging to a place. And they have shared much of their knowledge with all of us. But in our search for help, we can also do damage, because of the context of the broken bonds between us, because of ongoing societal oppression and colonization.
     Native spiritual traditions are not for sale. They are inextricably woven into the network of relationships of Native communities and of the particular lands in which those communities live. Spirituality is a fundamental element of the Native struggle against the destruction of their cultures and homes, perhaps their most important resource to heal their own broken connections with the land and their ancestors. Their spiritual traditions are not meant to be exported piecemeal for some other purpose, however earnest it may be.
      Please don’t spend your money on so-called “Native” spirituality workshops. Don’t try to steal someone else’s culture. Do your own spiritual work. Research the stories of your ancestors. Learn their names and their birthplaces. Trace the journeys that brought them to the land where you now reside. Learn the stories of their brokenness and their connections. Ask them to help you find your way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/spiritual-theft 
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