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Worship Resources for Reconciliation





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: Gathering by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke, adapted (125 words)
1.2: We are called to gather in worship as a beloved community by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (79 words)
1.3: Break Down Barriers by Rev. Rhys Williams (116 words)
1.4: We gather together to face ourselves honestly by Philip Larson (16 words)
1.5: As we gather together this morning by Rev. Bets Wienecke (112 words)
1.6: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (106 words)
1.7: In Need of Healing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (77 words)
1.8: To this house we come bringing our boldest dreams by Rev. Lawrence E. McGinty (180 words)
1.9: May we come into this building by Rev. Dr. Kenneth R. Warren (80 words)
1.10: Come Into This Place by Rev. Margaret Weis (83 words)
1.11: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)
1.12: Lay It Down by Rev. Joan Javier-Duval (113 words)
1.13: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (130 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: This Light Unites Us by Rebecca Pankhurst (34 words)
2.2: The Promise and the Practice: Thirsting for Restorative Justice by Rev. Rebekah Savage (82 words)
2.3: A Faith of Wholeness by Rev. Debra Faulk (80 words)
2.4: For Every Time We Make a Mistake by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
2.5: The Love That Redeems Us All by Rev. Max Coots (39 words)
2.6: On The Brink by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (44 words)
2.7: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)
2.8: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
2.9: A Flame to Light Our Path by Debra Burrell (38 words)
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.2 SLT #16 ‘Tis a Gift to Be Simple 
3.3: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.4: SLT #93 To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love
3.5: SLT #102 We the Heirs of Many Ages
3.6: SLT #121 We Build a Land
3.7: SLT #124 Be That Guide
3.8: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power
3.9: SLT #126 Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing
3.10: SLT #160 Far Too Long, by Fear Divided
3.11: SLT #168 One More Step
3.12: SLT #169 We Shall Overcome
3.13: SLT #170 We Are a Gentle, Angry People
3.14: SLT #175 We Celebrate the Web f Life
3.15: SLT #179 Words That we Hold Tight
3.16: SLT #186 Grieve Not Your Heart
3.17: SLT #289 Creative Love, Our Thanks We Give
3.18: SLT #323 Break Not the Circle
      Singing the Journey 
3.19: SJT #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow 
3.20: SJT #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place
3.21: SJT #1012 When I Am Frightened
3.22: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear
     Popular Music
3.23: Song of Reconciliation by Christine Dente, Margaret Becker, and Susan Ashton (4:28)
3.24: Afterglow by Taylor Swift (3:44)
3.25: Back To December by Taylor Swift (5:04)
3.26: Hello by Adele (6:06)
3.27: Forgiveness by TobyMac [Lyrics] ft. Lecrae (4:14)
3.28: Praying by Kesha (4:59)
3.29: Prodigal Son by The Rolling Stones (2:52)
3.30: Reunited by Peaches & Herb (3:57)
3.31: Wings of Forgiveness by India Arie (4:56)
3.32: Last Time I Say Sorry by Kane Brown & John Legend (3:16)
3.33: Hurt by Christina Aguilera (4:31)
3.34: All In a Family by Loudon Wainwright III (2:36)
3.35: Forgiveness by Collective Soul (5:02)
3.36: Sweet Forgiveness by Barabra Streisand (5:13)
3.37: Never Really Over by Katy Perry (4:00)
3.38: I Forgive You by Kellie Pickler (3:33)
3.39: Whatever It Takes by Lifehouse (3:31)
3.40: Forgiveness by Matthew West (3:48)
3.41: Pray for Forgiveness by Alicia Keys (4:45)
3.42: If I Could Turn Back Time by Cher (4:05)
3.43: Forgiveness by Macy Gray (5:20)
3.44: Forgive by Rebecca Lynn Howard (3:53)
3.45: Where Forgiveness Is by Sidewalk Prophets (4:04)
4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Wisdom Story: Building Fences (734 words)
5.0: Meditations
5.1: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
5.2: A Blessing for the Divorced or Separated by Rev. Meg Riley (195 words)
5.3: At One by Rev. Victoria Safford (adapted) (401 words)
5.4: Here is where it all begins by Rev. Maureen Killoran (180 words)
5.5: Meditation on Forgiveness by Jay E Abernathy, Jr (247 words) (originally written for Yom Kippur)
5.6: Remembering by Rev. Mark Stringer (adapted) (147 words)
5.7: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (221 words)
5.8: Here We Are by Rev. John Corrado (168 words)
5.9: Let Us Tell Stories of Mothers by Rev. Maureen Killoran (366 words)
5.10: Getting Through This Day by Rev. Theresa Hardy (124 words)
5.11: The Death of American Innocence by Rev. Tess Baumberger (311 words)
5.12: Give Voice to Mourning by Rev. Lindasusan Ulrich (337 words)
5.13: God Gave Me a Word by Rev. Amy Petrie Shaw (653 words)
5.14: Any Other Questions? by Rev. Victoria Safford (349 words)
6.0: Prayers
6.1: Let Us Begin by Asking Forgiveness by Rev. Lori Gorgas Hlaban (127 words)
6.2: Holy and Creative Light by Rev. Charles W. Grady (320 words)
6.3: Ibrahim’s Prayer by Rev. Jan Taddeo (339 words)
6.4: Let Us Learn Peace by Rev. Annie Foerster (190 words)
6.5: Prayer of Turning by Rev. Lyn Cox, adapted (318 words)
6.6: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #1 by Rev. Connie Simon (280 words)
6.7: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #2 by Rev. Viola Abbitt (197 words)
6.8: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (218 words)
6.9: Prayer for Mother's Day by Wayne B. Arnason (220 words)
6.10: Because We Live with Mystery by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
6.11: Broken Relationships and Broken Hearts by Rev. Beth Merrill Neel (99 words)
6.12: A Prayer for the World by Rabbi Harold S. Kushner (152 words)
6.13: Prayer for a Time in Need of Empathy by Tanya Cothran (155 words)
6.14: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker
6.15: Each Breath by Rev. Leaf Seligman (183 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr
7.2: SLT #478 A Prayer of Sorrow by U.N. Environmental Sabbath Program
7.3: SLT #576 A Litany of Restoration by Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley
7.4: SLT #585 Councils by Marge Piercy
7.5: SLT #637 A Litany of Atonement by Rev. Rob Eller-Isaacs
8.0: Readings
8.1: The Parable of the Prodigal Son (489 words)
8.2: Mutual Mothering by Rev. Dr. Jade Angelica (459 words)
8.3: Everybody Else by Jabari Jones (488 words)
8.4: Transcending Boundaries by Rev. Yvonne Seon (338 words)
8.5: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
8.6: Healing by Rev. Adam Lawrence Dyer (250 words)
8.7: We Are Not Guests by Alicia R. Forde (450 words)
8.8: Confessing Communities by Rev. Robin Tanner (362 words)
8.9: Holy Interruption by Julica Hermann de la Fuente (357 words)
8.10: How To Discuss The Truth by Rev. Marco Belletini (169 words)
8.11: Mattering by Mark Hicks (213 words)
8.12: The Promise and the Practice: "Black Joy" Reading by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (675 words)
8.13: There Is No Easier Way by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (458 words)
8.14: To All Get Free Together by Chris Crass (339 words)
8.15: Visitors in the Struggle for Racial Justice by Rev. Aisha Ansano (410 words)
8.16: Do You Believe in Justice and Equality? by Ijeoma Oluo (288 words)
8.17: The Difficult Path of Forgiveness by Kent Nerburn (262 words)
8.18: Unitarian Universalist Confession by Rev. Mary Edes (241 words)
8.19: We Are Whole by Rev. Beth Lefever (159 words)
8.20: The Nature of Healing by Deena Metzger (183words)
8.21: Healing Woundedness by Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen (88 words)
8.22: from Salvation from Hell by Rev. Burton Carley (161 words)
8.23: On Being Asked to Change “Black Lives Matter” to “All Lives Matter” by Rev. Daniel Schatz (633 words)
8.24: The Promise and the Practice: "Words Matter" Reading by Rev. Carol Thomas Cissel (602 words)
8.25: The Unseen Skeleton by Isabel Wilkerson (245 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: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #1 by Rev. Dr. Rebekah Savage (67 words)
10.2: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #2 by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (35 words)
10.3: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #3 by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (81 words)
10.4: May the love that overcomes all differences by Rev. Frederick Gillis (33 words)
10.5: Closing Words for Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (69 words)
10.6: Holy and Generous Love by Elena Westbrook (60 words)
10.7: Go in peace. Live simply by Rev. Marco Belletini (107 words)
10.8: We shall overcome by Rev. Jonalu Johnstone (80 words)
11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.
11.1: Speaking to the Locks by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/speaking-locks) (874 words)
11.2: Forgiven by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (878 words)
11.3: Beginning Again by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1091 words)
11.4: Still in Prison? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (887 words)
11.5: Missing the Mark by Rev Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (974 words)
11.6: Life is an Adventure in Forgiveness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,517 words)
11.7: Houses & Mirrors by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Text from Touchstones) (864 words)
11.8: Essay: First Principles and Reconciliation by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (2,102 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

[bookmark: _heading=h.30j0zll]Part 3: Worship Resources
1.0: Opening Words
1.1: Gathering by Rev. Renee Ruchotzke, adapted (125 words)
     It was at a gathering of white women
…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 …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 

1.2: We are called to gather in worship as a beloved community by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (79 words)
     We are called to gather in worship as a beloved community. We are called to set aside distractions and anxieties, that we might touch deeper springs and be renewed. We are called to seek and to share comfort for the hurts that afflict. We are called to desire more love, more justice, and life more abundant. We are called to truth, to mercy, to humility, courage, and reconciliation. Let us answer the call with the Yes of our lives.
Source: Touchstones

1.3: Break Down Barriers by Rev. Rhys Williams (116 words)
     Spirit of life, come to us to break down barriers; to widen horizons; to make us less judgmental. Help us to see the larger picture and the kinder conclusion; to love and let live; to embrace and forgive; to sustain and care.
     Help us to reach out to our better selves, that we may love more and hate less, care more and reject less, that bound together by understanding we may sustain each other through trial and tribulation, through joy and happiness, through sickness and health.
     Help us, O God, to be joined in a common purpose of hope and fulfillment. Renew and revive us. We seek a common, holy ground for one and all. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5378.shtml

1.4: We gather together to face ourselves honestly by Philip Larson (16 words)
     We gather together to face ourselves honestly, to forgive ourselves gently, to love one another fervently.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5447.shtml

1.5: As we gather together this morning by Rev. Bets Wienecke (112 words)
As we gather together this morning, 
May we learn to recognize and affirm 
     The pieces of possibility -- 
     The bits of good -- we bring. 
May we encourage rather than control; 
     Love rather than possess; 
     Enable rather than envy. 
Allowing our individual gifts to weave a patchwork of peace: 
     The soft deep blue of sensitivity and understanding; 
     The red energy of creativity; 
     The white heat of convictions; 
     The risky, fragile green of new growth; 
     The golden flashes of gratitude; 
     The warm rose of love. 
Each of us is indispensable 
     If we are to minister to a broken and wounded world. 
Together, in our gathered diversity, we form the whole. 
So be it.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5185.shtml 

1.6: Praise the World in all its Pain and Blessing by Rev. Maureen Killoran (106 words)
We are called today, from the midst of pain and challenge, we are called to praise the world. From a world that appears broken, we are called to praise life’s moments of joy and grace. From time that seems to freeze in ongoing exchanges of platitudes and blame, we are called to reach out to those around us...to connect with those we care about...to try to make amends with those from whom we are estranged. The world is too fragile. There is too much pain. Let us bring our hearts together on this day. Let us praise the …world, in all its blessing and its pain.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/praise-world-all-its-pain-and-blessing 

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

1.8: To this house we come bringing our boldest dreams by Rev. Lawrence E. McGinty (180 words)
     To this house we come bringing our boldest dreams—seeking here the inspiration and strength to make them be! To this house we come hoping to bury broken dreams, to be sustained through their pain and to discover new ones amidst their tears. We come here lonely, isolated from meaningful human contact, searching for warmth and closeness and care. Needing to grow beyond plateaus of the commonplace, we seek here challenges and commitments productive of greater wholeness and deeper meanings.
     We come intense and constructed, hoping for encouragement to shed our pretenses and to be ourselves. Filled with despair and self-doubt, we seek affirmations prodding us to say “yes” to ourselves and to life. Somehow, always putting happiness ahead of ourselves, we enter this place trusting that what happens here will enable us to make and to accept a little bit of it now—today!
     Strange place, this house—here we cry, sing, laugh, hurt, dance, touch, survive, celebrate, grow, search, doubt, hope, rejoice, pray, trust, care, learn, think, wonder, be, become! Yes, this morning, to this house we come.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5428.shtml

1.9: May we come into this building by Rev. Dr. Kenneth R. Warren (80 words)
     May we come into this building hallowed by generations of thoughtful worship. May we come into the company of this congregation, enlightened by reason and moved by concern. May we come with open minds and warm hearts.
     May we here cultivate a confidence that human intelligence and human affection can temper and ultimately overcome cruel circumstance and misguided malice, with faith in the power of good over evil.
     So may we find both our social responsibilities and our individual salvation.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5888.shtml

1.10: Come Into This Place by Rev. Margaret Weis (83 words)
Come into this place with your whole self – the parts that are raw and exposed;
the part that is beaming with joy;
the part that is seeking the truth, the new, the possibility.
Come into this place – open your heart, lay down your burden, lift up your hope – for something new to happen.
Come into this place, with fellow travelers on the journey –
some faces new
and others familiar
and all welcoming you here – now, to this moment.
Come, let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/come-place

1.11: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)
We gather here to worship:
to seek the truth, to grow in love, to join in service;
to celebrate life’s beauty and find healing for its pain;
to honor our kinship with each other and with the earth;
to create a more compassionate world,
beginning with ourselves;
to wonder at the mystery that gave us birth;
to find courage for the journey’s end;
and to listen for the wisdom that guides us
in the quietness of this moment.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5440.shtml 

1.12: Lay It Down by Rev. Joan Javier-Duval (113 words)
     Here
here is where you can lay it down
Lay down all that you have carried
the weight of the world that has rounded
your back
leaving you aching and exhausted
     Here
here is where healing begins
where burdens are set down
and alongside one another’s
their magnitude does not seem as great
     Here
here is where the door is thrown open
and the light can lift away the shadows
and what was hidden can now be seen
     Here
here is where you can rest
where nothing is expected
but that you bring all of who you are
into the presence of the holy and of this loving community
     Let us worship together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/lay-it-down 

1.13: Ever in Our Midst by Rev. Karen G. Johnston (130 words)
     Ancestors who spoke with bravest fire,
lend us your senses
that we may know another world
is on her way, breathed into life
with our participation in her creation.
     Forebears who led the way where there was, at first, no way,
lend us your persistence, your temerity, your assurance
that the moral arc of the universe does, indeed, bend towards justice.
     Ones who went before us,
sacrificing for a future not your own,
help us to give of ourselves
that the common stones in our hands today
might be cathedrals of compassion today,
halls of restorative justice tomorrow,
sheltering walls of Beloved Community the day after.
     …Let us be thankful and full of praise
to be in the company of those who came before,
yet are ever in our midst.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/ever-our-midst 

2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: This Light Unites Us by Rebecca Pankhurst (34 words)
This light unites us.
This light unites us with our neighbors,
Our friends and our enemies.
Most importantly,
This light unites us within ourselves.
Our hearts,
Our souls,
Our spirits.
This light unites us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/coming-age  

2.2: The Promise and the Practice: Thirsting for Restorative Justice by Rev. Rebekah Savage (82 words)
     We light our flaming chalice as a beloved people
united in love
and thirsting for restorative justice.
     May it melt away the tethers that uphold whiteness in our midst.
May it spark in us a spirit of humility.
May it ignite in us radical love that transforms our energy into purposeful action.
     This a chalice of audacious hope.
This chalice shines a light on our shared past,
signaling our intention to listen deeply, reflect wisely,
and move boldly toward our highest ideals.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/promise-and-practice-chalice-lighting-1 

2.3: A Faith of Wholeness by Rev. Debra Faulk (80 words)
A chalice lit in our midst is a symbol of our liberal faith,
A faith built on the foundation of freedom, reason and tolerance
A faith sustained by acts of kindness and justice
A faith that visions a world flourishing, with equality for all her people
A faith that demands the living out of goodness
A faith that requires thoughtfulness
A faith of wholeness
This tiny flame is the symbol of the spark of all this within each of us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-symbol

2.4: For Every Time We Make a Mistake by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
(May be read responsively)
     For every time we make a mistake and we decide to start again:
We light this chalice.
     For every time we are lonely and we let someone be our friend:
We light this chalice.
     For every time we are disappointed and we choose to hope:
We light this chalice.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/every-time-we-make-mistake

2.5: The Love That Redeems Us All by Rev. Max Coots (39 words)
May God—the mind that sees our faults, the tears that sting our wounds, the laugh that soothes our aches, and the love that redeems us all—be illuminated by the light we kindle in this house of faith.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/may-god%E2%80%94-mind-sees-our-faults

2.6: On The Brink by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (44 words)
All that we have ever loved
And all that we have ever been
Stands with us on the brink
Of all that we aspire to create:
A deeper peace,
A larger love,
A more embracing hope,
A deeper joy in this life we share.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/brink 

2.7: The Symbol of our Shared Faith by Paul Stephan Dodenhoff (64 words)
Joy and grief
Health and sickness
Light and Darkness
Peace and anger
Life and death
Wholeness and brokenness
We each bring all of these here to this sanctuary of unity in diversity
For this one hour of this one day
And pour them out
Commingling the oil of our lives
To become the flame of this chalice
The symbol of our shared living faith.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-our-shared-faith 

2.8: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
Let our lives be a prayer
That waters dry souls
Mends broken hearts
Refuses to be terrorized
Seeks this world’s beauty
And carries us through its storms.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/let-our-lives-be-prayer 

2.9: A Flame to Light Our Path by Debra Burrell (38 words)
Fire consumes, and casts a bright light.
May our chalice flame consume our regrets for the past,
our fears about the future, and our worries about today.
May it light for us a path of joy and peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/flame-light-our-path
[bookmark: _heading=h.1fob9te]
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath
3.2 SLT #16 ‘Tis a Gift to Be Simple 
3.3: SLT #86 Blessed Spirit of My Life
3.4: SLT #93 To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love
3.5: SLT #102 We the Heirs of Many Ages
3.6: SLT #121 We Build a Land
3.7: SLT #124 Be That Guide
3.8: SLT #125 From the Crush of Wealth and Power
3.9: SLT #126 Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing
3.10: SLT #160 Far Too Long, by Fear Divided
3.11: SLT #168 One More Step
3.12: SLT #169 We Shall Overcome
3.13: SLT #170 We Are a Gentle, Angry People
3.14: SLT #175 We Celebrate the Web f Life
3.15: SLT #179 Words That we Hold Tight
3.16: SLT #186 Grieve Not Your Heart
3.17: SLT #289 Creative Love, Our Thanks We Give
3.18: SLT #323 Break Not the Circle
      Singing the Journey 
3.19: SJT #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow 
3.20: SJT #1008 When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place
3.21: SJT #1012 When I Am Frightened
3.22: SJT #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear
     Popular Music
3.23: Song of Reconciliation by Christine Dente, Margaret Becker, and Susan Ashton (4:28)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=djh123wf-nU 
3.24: Afterglow by Taylor Swift (3:44)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8HxbqAsppwU 
3.25: Back To December by Taylor Swift (5:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QUwxKWT6m7U 
3.26: Hello by Adele (6:06)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YQHsXMglC9A 
3.27: Forgiveness by TobyMac [Lyrics] ft. Lecrae (4:14)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xfkhqpl81NA
3.28: Praying by Kesha (4:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v-Dur3uXXCQ
3.29: Prodigal Son by The Rolling Stones (2:52)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=humDgJ-SmHI 
3.30: Reunited by Peaches & Herb (3:57)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hhkkwxFiDTM 
3.31: Wings of Forgiveness by India Arie (4:56)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qxMLZjqZ8wE
3.32: Last Time I Say Sorry by Kane Brown & John Legend (3:16)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZHuv0hO-D7w 
3.33: Hurt by Christina Aguilera (4:31)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wwCykGDEp7M
3.34: All In a Family by Loudon Wainwright III (2:36)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nRMD0rfZ3QE
3.35: Forgiveness by Collective Soul (5:02)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dcGy-BT5suk
3.36: Sweet Forgiveness by Barabra Streisand (5:13)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BJnFdXjr-I8  
3.37: Never Really Over by Katy Perry (4:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aEb5gNsmGJ8 
3.38: I Forgive You by Kellie Pickler (3:33)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rFC20P25mZ4
3.39: Whatever It Takes by Lifehouse (3:31)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=J0ERtpogPTs 
3.40: Forgiveness by Matthew West (3:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FMn0QNdiuGE
3.41: Pray for Forgiveness by Alicia Keys (4:45)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=30jXfCjWszQ 
3.42: If I Could Turn Back Time by Cher (4:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9n3A_-HRFfc 
3.43: Forgiveness by Macy Gray (5:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FwE6wetsitc
3.44: Forgive by Rebecca Lynn Howard (3:53)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VTFX0Q7rq-E
3.45: Where Forgiveness Is by Sidewalk Prophets (4:04)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dRpabLhQZ2k 

4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: Wisdom Story: Building Fences (734 words)
     Long ago now, two sisters inherited a farm from their parents. They decided to divide it in two, using the small creek that ran through it as a natural boundary. This division made sense since one sister wanted to grow grapes while the other vegetables. Though small, both farms were quite successful. Beth’s vineyards produced luscious grapes, while the vegetables from Amanda’s farm sold out quickly each week at the local farmer’s market.
     Though separated by a year in age, most people thought they were twins. They seemed so alike that the villagers would mistake one for the other, and they would even finish each other’s sentences. Their love for each other was quite remarkable, and they shared everything: farming ideas, tools, meals, stories, and their crops. Given this, the disagreement that occurred was so unexpected and painful, and it quickly escalated. They stopped sharing. They stopped talking. Their hearts grew hard. A relationship that had once been so sweet became bitter. To their credit, the villagers did not take sides, but they were saddened to see the conflict grow.
     One day, a traveling carpenter arrived at the village. Looking for work, he stopped at Amanda’s market stand and struck up a conversation. 
     “Hello, ma’am,” he said, “I was wondering if you know of anyone who has need of a carpenter. I can build just about anything.” 
     Amanda answered, “Actually, I have a project in mind. I need a fence built along the side of my farm that runs along a creek that is on the west side of my farm. It’s a vegetable farm. Perhaps you saw it as you came into our village.” 
     “Ma’am, do you mean that creek with vegetables on one side and grape arbors on the other?” 
     “Exactly. I need a fence built. My sister owns the other farm, but we had a falling out two years ago. Since I no longer want anything to do with her, I need a fence to make sure she stays on her side. Can you make it tall enough so I don’t even have to see her?”
     The carpenter paused for a moment and then said, “Yes, ma’am. I understand exactly what you need and why you need it. I am quite good at building fences. I can start tomorrow and complete it in a week.” So, they agreed on a price, and the carpenter began the next day.”
     Amanda watched his progress. First, he started building the fence at one end of the property line. Then he stopped, went to the other end of the property line, and started building. And so, it went. Half a day on one end. Half a day on the other. Slowly the gap between the two grew smaller. Beth also watched the fence go up and grew even angrier at Amanda.
     One day, both sisters had to go to the village. Amanda was there to sell vegetables, while Beth was there to buy supplies. When they returned to their farms in the late afternoon, the fence appeared to be done except for one thing. In the middle of the fence, the carpenter had built a beautiful bridge over the creek to connect the two farms. 
     Amanda was shocked. Why had the 
carpenter built a fence and a bridge? Beth was amazed. Why had Amanda had the carpenter build a fence and a bridge? Looking at the bridge, Beth’s heart softened, and she began crying. She remembered all she had shared with Amanda over the years. Beth ran to the bridge and began crossing. Amanda, who had been inspecting the fence, saw her coming. When Amanda saw Beth’s tears, she also started crying and met Beth in the middle. They stood there for a long time, just hugging each other. No words were necessary. They had reconciled, and both were grateful.
    Finally, they turned toward Amanda’s farm and went to talk to the carpenter. Amanda spoke first. “You sure know how to build a fence. It’s not what I expected, but I am so grateful.” Then Beth added, “What you built is so beautiful. I have some carpentry work if you are interested.”
     The carpenter replied. “Well, ma’am,” he said to Amanda. “I’m glad you are pleased with my work.” Then he turned to Beth. “Thank you for the offer of more work, but I must move on. You see, I have more fences to build.”
Source: Touchstones, inspired by A Repair Job, from Building Bridges at Tapestry of Faith

5.0: Meditations
5.1: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)
I will lift up my voice and sing;
Whatever may befall me,
I will still follow the light which kindles song.
I will listen to the music
Arising out of grief and joy alike,
I will not deny my voice to the song.
For in the depth of winter, song,
Like a bud peeping through the dry crust of earth,
Brings back memory,
And creates anew the hope and anticipation of spring;
Out of a world that seems barren of hope,
Song decries beauty in the shapes of leafless trees,
Lifts our eyes to distant mountain peaks which,
Even if we see them not,
Remind us that they are there, waiting,
And still calling to us to come up higher.
Out of the destruction of dear hopes,
Out of the agony of heartbreak,
Song rises once more to whisper to us
That even this is but the stage setting for a new beginning,
And that we shall yet take the pieces of our hearts
And put them together in a pattern
Of deeper, truer lights and shades.
I will lift up my voice in song,
For in singing I myself am renewed,
And the darkness of night is touched
By the promise of a new dawn,
For light shall come again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/i-will-lift-my-voice 

5.2: 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 

5.3: 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

5.4: Here is where it all begins by Rev. Maureen Killoran (180 words)
     Here is where it all begins. It cannot be otherwise.
Here we have come to listen; we have come to hear.
     An old woman sat here yesterday on a park bench,
a brown bag at her side, her eyes sparkling
as children frolicked on a carousel.
     “Nice day,” I said.
     “You’re right,” she said, and smiled.
     We built a bridge and sat there silently.
And a policeman came, took the brown bag,
led the woman away.
I said nothing; there was nothing to say.
And the world moved on,
and pain and joy were strangers once again.
     And yet here in the moment of connection
is where it all begins,
it cannot be otherwise.
The city’s named and nameless stories are what we are to hear.
Someone’s child is hungry.
Someone has lost a job.
Someone’s marriage hurts so much there are no words.
Someone needs a friend.
     The stories come—oh, pray that we may hear,
and we may tell.
Pray that we may bridge city streets, with caring,
that we may give and receive the blessing of love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5474.shtml

5.5: 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

5.6: Remembering by Rev. Mark Stringer (adapted) (147 words)
     …We think back to the friends we have made,
The sorrow we have endured
The love we have found
The loneliness we have survived.
We think back to the blessings of being forgiven
And the gift we offered to ourselves when we forgave.
We think back to those who listened to us in our times of need
And the times we could have listened more.
We think back to the things we traded for our time
And to what we may have overlooked in the process.
We think back to the times when we were afraid and uncertain and we trudged ahead anyway, and the times when we were compassionate when we could have been cold.
…May we see more clearly
Against the dark backdrop of our living
The true light of our lives:
The love we give to others
And the peace we nurture in ourselves.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/292603.shtml

5.7: Meditation on Broken Hearts by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (221 words)
     Let us enter into a time of meditation…
Feel the earth beneath your feet as it supports you.
Feel the love of this community as it surrounds and enfolds you.
Feel your breath as it flows in and out of your body.
Listen to your heartbeat.
Listen to your heart . . .
     And how is it with your heart?
Does your heart feel whole, shielded by intellect, cocooned by reason, closed to feeling?
Or is it broken, fragile to the touch, brimming with the pain of loss? Or has your heart been broken and healed so many times
that it now lies open to the world,
knowing that true growth comes not without pain,
that tears may wear down barriers,
that we may carry the hearts of others
even when our own is too heavy for us to bear.
     None of us has an unblemished heart, not one.
For such perfection can be found only in death,
and we who are alive still have much to heal.
     So let us give thanks for the broken places in our hearts,
and in our lives.
For it is only through such brokenness that we may truly touch one another
and only through touching one another that the world may be healed.
     Let us give then thanks for the brokenness that we share.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/143231.shtml 

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

5.9: Let Us Tell Stories of Mothers by Rev. Maureen Killoran (366 words)
    Let us tell the stories of mothers… stories that could be true.
     Let us tell of warm mothers, soft and round, likely to be found with flour on their nose, and always ready to pour you a glass of milk to go with the cookies on your plate. These mothers are increasingly rare.
     Let us tell of mothers who are like bubbles of champagne: they surprise your senses, leave you giggly, but when you least expect it they erupt with an unexpected ‘pop.’
     Stories that could be true.
     Then there are grouchy mothers, stressed mothers, exhausted mothers, faces lined with worry and spirits tired and grey.
     Other mothers are wise and reliable; not prone to many words or to a lot of noise — but you know that when you need them, they’ll be there.
     Let us tell of fierce mothers, the ones who’ll love you even when you’re wrong.
     Let us tell also of absent mothers, whose memory shimmers at the edges of your heart.
     Let us tell of distant mothers . . . cruel mothers . . . loving mothers . . . giving mothers. There are walk-away mothers . . .save-the-world mothers . . . too-busy mothers . . . mothers you cry because you lost them, and mothers who make you cry because you can’t . . .
     Stories that could be true.
     May we hold in our hearts the mothers we have known; those who loved us—and those who tried.
     May we forgive the mothers who didn’t get it right, and try to release the knots of disappointment . . . anger . . . grief . . . pain.
     May we hold in our hearts the truth that mothering—nurturing—is a task that belongs to us all.
     However old or young you are, whatever your gender, may you make extra room for nurturing in your life this week.
     May you say something real to a harried store clerk, give a co-worker a genuine compliment, take time to listen deeply to a friend.
     In our shared silence may we remember, and reflect, and create anew, the stories of love and nurture, from this point forward, stories that can be true.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/let-us-tell-stories-mothers 

5.10: Getting Through This Day by Rev. Theresa Hardy (124 words)
I got out of bed this morning because of all those who had to get out of bed before me:
Martin and Coretta, the day after his home was bombed. (What did they tell the children?)
My father, every day of his young life in Lowndes County, Alabama.
John Lewis, after nearly escaping death on the Edmund Pettus bridge.
My ancestors, who were dragged to the U.S. in chains,
laid flat like chattel on ships… and survived.
They survived and got out of bed each morning.
I am sick and tired and grieving and ready to quit this country.
But I got out of bed, shamed by the thought of letting these ancestors down.
For now, that’s how I am getting through this day.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/getting-through-day

5.11: The Death of American Innocence by Rev. Tess Baumberger (311 words)
     Innocence does not die at once, in that first raptured thrust.
It dies in each small seduction, in every subsequent acquiescence.
American innocence did not die in that bright flashing terrorist act,
it dwindled breath by breath, in great and tiny acts of terror,
     It died with every smallpox blanket sold to an Indian village,
with every arrogantly greed-wrested acre,
with every language and culture that disappeared,
it died on the Trail of Tears.
     It died with every African shackled and torn from homeland, family,
with every auction block sale of humanity,
with every black woman raped by a white slave owner,
it died in the Middle Passage.
     It died with every civil rights activist beaten or killed,
with Martin Luther King, Malcolm X, and the Black Panthers
it died in Montgomery and Selma and Little Rock.
     It died with Roosevelt’s refusal to accept Jews fleeing the Nazis,
it died with every black man sent first to the front lines
it died with two atomic weapons dropped upon Japan,
170,000 lives lost in two great flashing instants.
     It dies with every chemical weapon developed,
with every nuclear test, wherever it happens,
with every bomb or jail built instead of a school.
     It dies with every KKK rally and every single lynching,
with every man searched by police because he’s black,
with every black man beaten by white officers,
with every child who witnesses or perpetuates gang warfare,
it dies with every racist or sexist or homophobic or anti-Semitic joke.
     It dies with every bombed synagogue, mosque, temple,
with every black church burned,
with every abortion clinic bombed,
with every hate-filled word or deed.
     It dies with every sweatshop built on a poorer country’s soil,
with every product bought, made by a political prisoner,
with every homeless person,
with every starving despairing child.
      Oh, innocence never dies at once, only delusion does.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/death-american-innocence

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

5.13: God Gave Me a Word by Rev. Amy Petrie Shaw (653 words)
     I was talking with God the other day, ‘cause we’re cool like that.
And God said “Hey, I want you to tell people something.”
And I was kinda busy, so I pretended like I didn’t hear.
And God poked me and said, “I’m not kidding. Pay attention,”
(‘cause while we’re cool, we aren’t that cool
And I know when I have pushed it way too far.)
So I put down my coffee cup and I turned around.
     And God said, “Let me hang a Word around your neck, so that Everyone can see it. And you better speak it when you’re out, ‘cause I’ll know if you don’t.
And it will be heavy,
So heavy,
On your soul.”
     And a Word was hung around my neck to take out to the people standing in the streets.
A Word was preached into my ear and laid into my mouth and burned into my Heart until all I could see was the shape of the Word and the Word was all.
And the Word was Love.
     And God said “Now get out because
You don’t have all day, and that Word is gonna get heavier.
And you got some work yet to do.
    So I’m taking my Word out into the world.
     Love came down on this green earth.
Love came down and turned over the tables and set the world on its end
Love made it clear that it was the Word for the poor and the broken hearted. For the queer boi and the angry girl.
Love was the Word for late night hookers and the long-haul truckers, for the
heroin junkie and the runaway cutters.
     Love was the Word for all of the screwed up and pushed over and too tired and I can’t take no more.
Love was the Word for the HIV patient and the man with no papers.
Love was the Word for me and for you, for the saints and the sinners and the scramblers in between.
     Love came down and made a way
for there to be a way
and then
Love said “We are never going back.”
     (he who has ears let him hear)
     Love said we are all a part of something bigger and if you cannot rise with us, if you
cannot Love with us
then you should get the Hell out of the way because
We aren’t going anywhere and you
are in the path.
     (he who has ears let him hear)
     Love came down for the World to know and
I’m holding out this Word so
even when you and God are just like that you can’t pretend you didn’t know.
     I cannot put it down.
Not for a politician spewing hatred.
Not for a minister vomiting out bile in the costume of a saint.
Not for money or for country or for kin.
     I’m holding my Word in my mouth
‘Cause the next time I see God I wanna be able to say “You gave me a Word and I carried it just the way you asked.”
     You gave it to me and I took it.
I showed it to everyone I met.
     You gave it to me and I showed it to her and gher and ze and him.
I showed it to them and they and those over there.
     I never put it down.
(I can never put it down).
     I was talking with God the other day, ‘cause we’re cool like that.
And God said “Hey, I want you to tell people something.”
And I was still kinda busy, so I pretended like I didn’t hear.
And God said, “I’m not kidding. Pay attention,”
(‘cause while we’re cool, we aren’t that cool
And I know when I have pushed it way too far.)
So I put down my coffee cup and I turned around.
     And then God gave me a Word.
And now I’ve given it to you.
Start moving.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/god-gave-me-word 

5.14: Any Other Questions? by Rev. Victoria Safford (349 words)
     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: Let Us Begin by Asking Forgiveness by Rev. Lori Gorgas Hlaban (127 words)
     Spirit of life and love
God of many names—and no name—
Divine spirit which resides in all,
     We do not always understand each other.
We do not always speak or listen carefully.
We often find it difficult to look beyond our selves to our common purpose 
…We cause suffering to each other and ourselves.
     In this time together,
Let us begin by asking forgiveness, and be reminded that:
We seek to understand each other.
We seek to speak to each other in truth with love.
We seek to listen to each other in love with caring.
We seek the common good and a life lived in accord with our highest aspirations.
     We call upon the living spirit in each of us to make it so.
     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/295434.shtml 

6.2: Holy and Creative Light by Rev. Charles W. Grady (320 words)
     Holy and Creative Light, teach us to love this earth, our home. Together we live in one small house, even though to us it seems so large, with so many rooms. This quiet star, marbled blue and white, was hanging here and spinning in black space long before we came. Whole families, kingdoms, empires of teeming life arose and passed away before us. Now we are here, not knowing how or why. Slowly we have begun to learn about our house: how delicate, how self-contained, how easily torn apart! Holy it is, this bubble of rock, water, air—not to be consumed, nor smashed like the careless child’s toy, but to be cared for and cherished, to be kept clean and livable for all the later tenants in their generations. Teach us to be servants of life, and not prideful masters. For we are caretakers and stewards here, with a great responsibility: to watch over the house, to savor its beauty, to breathe its air.
     Eternal One, addressed by the human heart through many names, but never to be encompassed by any name, even the holiest: we would know more of ourselves within this hour. We would find more light, knowing dimly somehow that to be a human is, precisely, to be responsible. To feel shame at the sight of misery condoned; to feel shame when we hear of suffering shrugged away; to resist the inroads of arrogant wrong from whatever quarter; to struggle against oppression. We would stand up with quiet strength, and together plant our tree of justice and truth, our flower of mercy, our stone of understanding, our foundation for peace. May wonder and adventure, curiosity and humor, live in us always. May we search in faith for the green fields beyond the desert of this time, and look for the dawn coming over the sea’s horizon rim, and for the stars beyond the dark. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5578.shtml

6.3: Ibrahim’s Prayer by Rev. Jan Taddeo (339 words)
     Beloved Children of the Oneness of many names,
you who cover the land
in numbers greater than the stars,
I petition you, I pray to you,
because you are the fruit of God’s promise to the World;
because each of you holds a piece of the truth of all that is;
because the vision of Beloved Community needs each one of you.
     And this is what I pray:
Show loving kindness for one another,
use wisely the unique gifts of your humanity:
your free will, imagination, creativity, compassion;
your knowledge, power of understanding, and awareness;
all that is an image of the Highest Good.
     See the beauty in your cousin’s eye;
the wisdom in your sibling’s smile.
Listen for the truth which is unspoken in each heart.
Hold one another with tenderness,
and allow love to transcend fear;
fear that too often darkens your thoughts and poisons your heart.
     Come together followers of Moses, Jesus, and Mohammed,
(Peace Be Upon Them All).
     Embrace the children and followers of all the prophets who call us toward peace;
all the seekers and people of good will;
adore all that emerges from the mystery of life.
     Treasure one another.
     Call forth wholeness for your fellow creatures.
     Protect and renew the sustenance for life: the earth, the air, the water;
hold the fire with gentleness; use it wisely for growth and goodness.
     Come together from the deserts, the mountains, the wetlands and the shores.
     Lift the veil of indifference, learn to understand one another’s plight, and share
in the beauty, wonder, joy and awe of life.
     Love mercy and kindness, and walk humbly with one another, and with all creation.
     Love your neighbors as you love yourself.
     Give to others the full measure of your goodness,
so they will give unto you the same.
     As you honor the covenant of your traditions,
may you also covenant with all people of good will:
a covenant of love, compassion, humility,
generosity, gratitude and celebration.
     May it always be so. Peace, Salaam, Shalom. Blessed Be. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/ibrahims-prayer

6.4: Let Us Learn Peace by Rev. Annie Foerster (190 words)
(The prayer was written to be read by three people, as indicated by the typefaces.)
     Peace is more than the absence of worry.
It is the creation of safe havens for all;
It is the building of security for everyone;
It is the forgiveness of self, as well as one who would
harm you.
     Let us seek contentment; let us learn peace.
Peace is more than the absence of discordance.
     It is the intent listening to diverse points of view;
It is the intentional speaking of all voices,
one at a time;
It is the tension within silence that welcomes
all thoughts.
     Let us seek harmony; let us learn peace.
Peace is more than the absence of tension.
    It is studying the hard lesson of letting go;
It is breathing through pain into tranquility;
It is forming friendship out of enmity.
     Let us seek serenity; let us learn peace.
Peace is much more than the absence of war.
     It is observing the promised truce when anger would say, “no”;
It is finding the just compromise when the ego would
say, “my way;”
It is striving for reconciliation when the heart would say, “revenge.”
     Let us seek amity for all the earth; let us learn peace.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/let-us-learn-peace

6.5: Prayer of Turning by Rev. Lyn Cox, adapted (318 words)
     Spirit of Life, Source of Love, you who know our struggles and failures as well as we know them ourselves, be with us as we enter into this time of reflection. Give us the courage to travel through a moral inventory of our lives, to notice the places where we have missed opportunities to live our values, to acknowledge the times when we have done harm. Inspire us with the will and the means to change for the better. Guide us to make amends where we can. Turn us toward life…: a life of growth, a life of compassion, a life of learning from experience.
     Eternal One of Blessing, we ask these things not only in our individual lives, but also in our communal life. Lead us to fresh understanding of systemic oppression, of dehumanization, of callous disregard for the neighbors we have failed to acknowledge. Open our hearts to the words and ideas of those most impacted, and join our hands in the work of rebuilding this world from love.
     Beloved unseen, there are those among us and connected to us who are suffering. Guide us to join you in the spirit of kindness, to support systems of care, and to offer our presence when we can. We pray for all who are affected by police violence. We pray for refugees around the world, and for all those affected by unjust immigration policies. We pray for those resisting totalitarianism. We pray for those bearing witness to the destruction of their way of life through ecological devastation. We pray for those who are ill, who are grieving, who are struggling, who are seeking recovery, who are working to make a change. Let your love wash over them and us, and bring us into life-giving right relationship.
     Singer of skies and mountains and pastures, in this season of turning toward life, remind us to be grateful, and to celebrate joy where we find it. We lift up our loved ones who have achieved milestones. We give thanks for the beauty of this day, for this community, and for the opportunity to be together. This space holds the entirety of our lives, the highs and lows. With all of these things on our hearts, we continue our prayer in silence.
(Silence)
     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-turning-new-year 

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

6.7: The Promise and the Practice: Pastoral Prayer #2 by Rev. Viola Abbitt (197 words)
     Let us open our hearts, still our minds and enter a time of prayer.  
     Let us call forth and hold in our hearts the stories of all who have come before us, the memories of those who are with us today, and the hope for tomorrow and for all of those who will come after us.  
     Let us be thankful for this opportunity for healing, forgiveness and reconciliation, while knowing that we can never, should never, forget what has brought us here today.  
     Let us be glad that voice has not only been given to those whose sorrow and pain were their companions in this faith, but that the stories told by those voices have been received with a goal of redemption and understanding.   
     Let us call upon that light which shines in each of us to give us the strength to walk together into the future and do the work that is necessary, and which does not end here today.
     Let us have the wisdom to lovingly have the conversations we need to have with each other, that we must have with each other, in order to grow this faith in radical love and inclusion.
Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/promise-and-practice-pastoral-prayer-2

6.8: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (218 words)
Spirit of Life and Love, known by many names and yet fully known by none, we give thanks for this time and this place of renewal. We give thanks for the ability to begin again: after the disaster, after the tragedy, after the loss, after meeting the challenge set before us. Grant us the courage to continue on the journey, the courage to speak up for the well-being of others and ourselves and the planet. May we forgive each other when our courage falls short, and may we try again. Grant us hearts to love boldly, to embody our faith and our values in living words and deeds. May our hearts open to embrace humility, grace, and reconciliation. Grant us the ability to learn and grow, to let the Spirit of Love and Truth work its transformation upon us and within us. Grant us the spirit of hospitality, the willingness to sustain a fit dwelling place for the holy that resides in all being. Grant us a sense of being at peace in the world, even as we are in motion. Let us cultivate together the strength to welcome every kind of gift and all manner of ways to be on the journey together. To this we add the silent prayers of our hearts.
(Pause) Blessed be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/courage-continue-journey 

6.9: Prayer for Mother’s Day by Wayne B. Arnason (220 words)
     Spirit of Life,
     Known to us in many ways, but so often, in so many cultures, in the image of a mother,
Hold us in your arms this day.
     Let all that we value and all that we hold dear in the images of motherhood we carry be our guide.
     We are grateful for all the parents that share the community of this congregation: The young ones and the old ones, those still with us and those departed. May the blessings they give us be rich and overflowing. For some of us our experiences and images of parents have been tarnished by absence or abuse. Let us not forget that not all mothers, not all parents, have been able to rise to the many challenges that parenting brings us. May we find healing and maybe even forgiveness for all the ways that our parents fell short of fulfilling the love that gave us birth.
     The community of this church gives us a great blessing: we are gifted with the chance to celebrate births, and parenting, and the glorious unfolding of human potential. Today is a day for such celebration. Let us make the most of it. Let us use it for thanksgiving and renewal and re-dedication in the good company of loved ones and friends.
     May it be so! Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5626.shtml 

6.10: Because We Live with Mystery by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (146 words)
     Giver of being and freedom, thou who touches our lives in unforeseen ways, who unsettles our ease and upsets our self-satisfactions:
     We wait in these moments of stillness to let the hidden processes of healing and growth do their silent work within us, and to let the quiet work of reconciliation be renewed among us.
     Because we know that the ultimate issues of life—healing and growth, reconciliation and renewal—cannot be forced, neither by excess of activity nor by tumult of words, we seek out this stillness. We seek the quiet—the resting place—of our restless hearts.
      Because we live with mystery, we trust that which is deeper than we know—which touches our hearts—which steadies us and rekindles our spirits—which, finally, in faith, may be named the love that has laid hold upon us, and will not let us go.
Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/dark-tremors 

6.11: Broken Relationships and Broken Hearts by Rev. Beth Merrill Neel (99 words)
     Holy God, hear our prayer. There is pain and there is sorrow, there are broken relationships and broken hearts. Sometimes we are the cause of those things. We have caused pain. We have broken the relationship. Sometimes we are simply a part of them – we are the ones who suffer, we are the ones who are broken. So, we ask for your forgiveness, and we ask for your healing. Beyond that, we ask that you would help us turn from our former selves to the persons you have created us to be, full of mercy and grace and love.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/broken-relationships-and-broken-hearts

6.12: A Prayer for the World by Rabbi Harold S. Kushner (152 words)
Let the rain come and wash away the ancient grudges,
the bitter hatreds held and nurtured over generations.
Let the rain wash away the memory of the hurt, the neglect.
Then let the sun come out and fill the sky with rainbows.
Let the warmth of the sun heal us wherever we are broken.
Let it burn away the fog so that we can see each other clearly.
So that we can see beyond labels, beyond accents, gender or skin color.
Let the warmth and brightness of the sun melt our selfishness.
So that we can share the joys and feel the sorrows of our neighbors.
And let the light of the sun be so strong that we will see all people as our neighbors.
Let the earth, nourished by rain, bring forth flowers to surround us with beauty.
And let the mountains teach our hearts to reach upward to heaven. Amen.
Source: https://dragoon1st.tripod.com/poetree/files/new_kushner.html 

6.13: Prayer for a Time in Need of Empathy by Tanya Cothran (155 words)
     God, teach us to consider also how others experience the world. To understand how my reality and their reality are different and yet they share qualities of the same core desire.
     Teach us to listen for shared feelings, for places of connection.
     Teach us to be curious and open to hearing differences.
     Teach us to love into brokenness
to give space for,
to be patient with,
healing.
     Let us be strong in our vulnerability
in our not-knowing,
in exposing our less-than-perfect scary bits, to those in front of us.
     Give us courage to face judgment, scorn, and hatred because of the greater good.
     Let us be disciples of Essential Goodness, strong in our knowing that in each Being there is a divine light of the soul.
      Give us the strength, God, to keep feeling empathy, even when we are tired and broken.
     For it is then that You are feeling the empathy through us. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-time-need-empathy 

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

6.15: Each Breath by Rev. Leaf Seligman (183 words)
Loving God,
     We pause in the stillness to rest for a moment, to quiet ourselves so that we can feel what stirs within us. Each breath draws us closer to the pulse of life and with each exhalation we make room for something new. May we find in this gathering the comfort of those who care. May we encounter patience along our growing edges and compassion in our most tender spots. Here may we find the inspiration and encouragement we need to face our challenges and nurture ourselves. And in the presence of suffering across the globe may we redouble our efforts to practice kindness where we are, with the hope that the light of our actions travels like the light of faraway stars. May our gestures of compassion and generosity seed possibility. May we walk humbly with one another, choosing reconciliation over resentment as we try to live right-sized. When life presses in and shifts us off balance, when pain assails us, when frustration mounts, may the rhythm of our breath steady us and bring us back to a place of gratitude.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/each-breath 

[bookmark: _heading=h.3znysh7]7.0: Responsive Readings
7.1: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr
7.2: SLT #478 A Prayer of Sorrow by U.N. Environmental Sabbath Program
7.3: SLT #576 A Litany of Restoration by Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley
7.4: SLT #585 Councils by Marge Piercy
7.5: SLT #637 A Litany of Atonement by Rev. Rob Eller-Isaacs

8.0: Readings
8.1: The Parable of the Prodigal Son (489 words)
     Jesus said, “There was a man who had two sons; and the younger of them said to his father, ‘Father, give me the share of property that falls to me.’ And he divided his living between them. Not many days later, the younger son gathered all he had and took his journey into a far country, and there he squandered his property in loose living. And when he had spent everything, a great famine arose in that country, and he began to be in want. So he went and joined himself to one of the citizens of that country who sent him into his fields to feed pigs. And he would gladly have fed on the food that the pigs ate; and no one gave him anything. [Then he understood and] he said, ‘How many of my father’s hired servants have bread enough and to spare, but I perish here with hunger! I will arise and go to my father, and I will say to him, ‘Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you; I am no longer worthy to be called your son; treat me as one of your hired servants.’
     And he arose and went to his father. But while he was yet at a distance, his father saw him and had compassion, and ran and embraced him and kissed him. And the son said to him, ‘Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you; I am no longer worthy to be called your son.’ But the father said to his servants, ‘Bring quickly the best robe, and put it on him; and put a ring on his hand, and shoes on his feet; and bring the fat calf and kill it, and let us eat and make merry; for my son was dead, and is alive again; he was lost, and is found.’ And they began to make merry.
     Now his elder son was in the field; and as he came and drew near to the house, he heard music and dancing. And he called one of the servants and asked what this meant. And he said to him, ‘Your brother has come and your father has killed the fat calf, because he has received him safe and sound.’ But he was angry and refused to go in. His father came out and entreated him, but he answered his father, ‘Lo, these many years I have served you, and I never disobeyed your command; yet you never gave me even a goat that I might make merry with my friends. But when this son of yours came, who has devoured your living with prostitutes, you killed for him a fat calf!’ And [the father] said to him, ‘Son you are always with me, and all that is mine is yours. It was fitting to make merry and be glad, for your brother was dead, and is [now] alive; he was lost, and is found.’”
Source: A Reading from Luke 15:11-32, The Oxford Annotated Bible, Revised Standard Version (RSV)

8.2: Mutual Mothering by Rev. Dr. Jade Angelica (459 words)
     For decades prior to my mother’s diagnosis of Alzheimer’s, we had suffered a strained relationship born from her alcoholism. When I learned she had Alzheimer’s, my hope for forgiveness and reconciliation drained away, along with her cognitive abilities.
     But the world of Alzheimer’s teems with surprises. As Mom’s disease progressed, the ways I had disappointed her disappeared from her consciousness, and our struggles effortlessly ended. In her “now,” I was her kind, loving companion. My faithful presence was all that mattered to her; for the first time in my life, I felt wholeheartedly accepted by my mom—just exactly as I am. The wounds from the past began to heal in the arms of a mother who loved me in the present.
     For our relationship to heal, my acceptance of Mom was also essential. Having learned about Alzheimer’s process of decline, I let go of expecting Mom to be the mother I had always wanted, and embraced the mother she now was. After doing this, in many ways she became the mother I needed.
     Since I didn’t expect, demand, or want Mom to be anyone other than who she was, she became the one person who could never disappoint me. I gratefully received whatever she offered, not asking for more. I realized just how much Mom was still able to give—including important things a daughter needs from her mother. For example, I trusted that she would be available to me whenever I was sad or stressed and needed a hug. She was always happy to see me, and she let me know that I was appreciated—through looks, smiles, touches, and sounds.
     Perhaps Mom lacked the ability to intentionally mother me in these ways, but I received the experience of being mothered nonetheless. Sometimes I actually sat on her lap like her little girl. Although I’m petite and Mom was quite robust at the time, I kept one foot on the floor, holding most of my weight off of her. I also used this foot to slowly rock her wheelchair. As Mom held me tightly, I imitated the voice of her baby doll, softly saying, “Mama, Mama.” I believed these words brought her comfort. I also believed that if Mom could speak, she would be saying, “Mama, Mama” to me. I’m not sure which one of us was healed more by what felt like an experience of mutual mothering.
     Although Alzheimer’s was the catalyst for the changes within us and the connection between us, this didn’t make our love for each other less real or less profound. What Mom gave to me, and what Mom received from me, created an unbreakable bond and actualized a transformative love story that will be mine for the rest of my life.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/mutual-mothering

8.3: Everybody Else by Jabari Jones (488 words)
     On a spring day in Farmington, Maine, as I was walking downtown, I made my way through a line of cars that were waiting for the light. In front of me was a large Confederate flag flying from the back of a white pick-up. I crossed the street, not looking at who was driving the truck, and went into the store. As I went about my business, I felt stunned; my mind stirred with thoughts and feelings, memories and speculations. I felt fear, and anger, and curiosity; worry, and defiance, and humiliation.
     As I stood at the register, I chatted with the older white woman behind the counter. “Hi, how are you today?”
     “I’m good, how are you?,” she replied. I paused, and then I told her about the truck with the flag.
     She said something like, “Oh, yes, we have some of that around here, but don’t let it upset you. Don’t let it get to you.”
     I appreciated her gesture, her attempt to comfort me. At the same time, her gesture made me more uncomfortable. She was asking me to respect that person’s right to fly that flag and shrug it off like everybody else. What she failed to see, or perhaps ignore in a gesture of “colorblindness” wrapped in the First Amendment, is that I am not like everybody else who walks in the shadow of that flag. I am from “away;” my hair is coarse; my skin is dark brown. I am a black man in Maine. In so many ways, I am not like everybody else around here. But I want to belong here. In so many ways, that flag represents the denial of my rights, my belonging.
      It is impossible for me to blend in, to hide my black body, to “not let it get to me.” I don’t have the privilege of hiding from history. Because I am conscious, I know what it is; I know its name. It rides in the back of a pick-up truck, it proudly stalks around town like an alpha predator. It clings to me like a nightmare, while it seems like everyone else is walking through a dream. I point at the thing and say “Look!,” and the crowd replies, “Yes, but…”
      When I hear “Yes,” I feel heard. When I hear “but,” I become invisible; my life doesn’t matter. It’s this “but—,” this disbelief in the truth of black bodies, this tolerance for something that is ugly and intolerant, that is the terror that “everybody else” allows to walk in their midst: a casual terror that I cannot escape any more than I can escape my own body, my own consciousness. A terror that makes all lives matter less. I struggle to wake up from the nightmare, and the dream that is its mirror image. I struggle to make my life matter, for black lives to matter, so that all lives will matter.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/everybody-else 

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

8.5: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
     Blackmail, blacklist, black mark. Black Monday, black mood, black-hearted. Black plague, black mass, black market.
     Good guys wear white, bad guys wear black. We fear black cats, and the Dark Continent. But it’s okay to tell a white lie, lily-white hands are coveted, it’s great to be pure as the driven snow. Angels and brides wear white. Devil’s food cake is chocolate; angel’s food cake is white!
     We shape language and we are shaped by it. In our culture, white is esteemed. It is heavenly, sun-like, clean, pure, immaculate, innocent, and beautiful. At the same time, black is evil, wicked, gloomy, depressing, angry, sullen. Ascribing negative and positive values to black and white enhances the institutionalization of this culture’s racism.
     Let us acknowledge the negative connotations of whiteness. White things can be soft, vulnerable, pallid, and ashen. Light can be blinding, bleaching, enervating. Conversely, we must acknowledge that darkness has a redemptive character, that in darkness there is power and beauty. The dark nurtured and protected us before our birth.
      Welcome darkness. Don’t be afraid of it or deny it. Darkness brings relief from the blinding sun, from scorching heat, from exhausting labor. Night signals permission to rest, to be with our loved ones, to conceive new life, to search our hearts, to remember our dreams. The dark of winter is a time of hibernation. Seeds grow in the dark, fertile earth.
     The words black and dark don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. The words white and light don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. Imagine a world that had only light—or dark. We need both. Dark and light. Light and dark.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5934.shtml 

8.6: Healing by Rev. Adam Lawrence Dyer (250 words)
     Don’t speak to me of “healing” racism,
or “wounded souls” or the “painful hurt”
until you are willing to feel the scars
on my great-great-grandmother Laury’s back.
     Don’t speak to me of “values”
or “justice” or “righting wrongs”
until you are able to feel the heartache
of my great-grandfather Graham
whose father may have been his master.
     Don’t speak to me of “equity”
or “opportunity” or the “common good”
until you are able to hear the fear
from my grandmother Mae
as the only black woman in her college.
     Don’t speak to me of “passion”
or “longing” or “standing on the side of love”
until you know the shame
felt by my mother Edwina
mocked by teachers for the curve of her back.
     Don’t speak to me of “together”
or “understanding” or “empathy”
until you know my rage
as a young actor hearing the direction
to “be more black . . . more male.”
     The pain you are trying to heal has no real name.
This “pain” you speak of has no story;
it is anonymous, vague, and empty.
     Don’t speak to me of “healing”
for I heal the second I am ripped apart.
My wounds self-suture,
and like the clever creature I am,
I just grow new legs to outrun the pain ever faster.
It is something I have had to practice for generations,
that feel like an eternity.
     So, please don’t speak to me of “healing”
because you cannot know what healing means
until you know the hurt.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/healing 

8.7: We Are Not Guests by Alicia R. Forde (450 words)
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 

8.8: Confessing Communities by Rev. Robin Tanner (362 words)
     “Uh, where’s the booth?”
     Having been raised by a Christian-on-the-periphery, New Age mom and a Buddhist-leaning dad, I was a little perplexed at my first confession. I was eight years old, attending a Catholic school. That’s a whole different story, but let’s stay with the confessional “booth” for now.
     It was a room, sunlight pouring in through a window with two softly-padded chairs. I sat down beginning with the words we memorized. Funny, the things that stick.
     “Forgive me Father—”
     The priest smiled and interrupted me. “What have you done that you wish you hadn’t done?” This wasn’t in the script!
     “Uh.” We sat together in silence for a while. Then, it began like a few drops when you’re not certain it will rain but suddenly the clouds open.
     I shared mistakes, some intentional, some unintentional. I nervously waited for the penance. How many Hail Marys?
     Instead, he asked in a kind tone: “What could you do to make it better?”
     I’ve learned since that this is not everyone’s experience of confession, but it’s why I became an early advocate for confession. You see, I also grew up with a Granny who reviewed her day every evening. If she found she caused pain, she would call the person to apologize. Even as a young child, I got a few phone calls.
     The Confessing Church was a movement begun among German Protestants during the Nazi regime. After the government attempted to unite all German Christian churches into one pro-Nazi church, the Confessing Church resisted the takeover. Among their founders was Dietrich Bonhoeffer. The confessing church was not entirely successful, in part because many of its members were not all in.
     I long for progressive religious communities that are confessing communities—places where we admit our wrongdoings, are held accountable, and called back into covenant.
     More and more, I dream about a community where a liberating love insists on justice and power redistribution — on right relationship; a community where truth flows freely amongst her people.
     I know it is possible. I once lived in its grace and challenge. I believe it can be, but we are going to have to be all in.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/confessing-communities 

8.9: Holy Interruption by Julica Hermann de la Fuente (357 words)
     One of the most humbling lessons of my anti-racism education career was when I witnessed a difficult and racist presentation in a Unitarian Universalist gathering, and I didn’t think it was mine to interrupt. In fact, there were over forty people in the room, and nobody thought it was theirs to interrupt.
     It was like witnessing a trainwreck in slow motion. It was terrible. And no one said stop.
     When the speaker was finished, we all struggled to process what had just happened. No one said, “We need a caucus for the people of color in the room”—because there were six of us—”to figure out what we need.” There was stark silence, followed by tortured conversation.
     I learned that day that if I am in the room, it’s my responsibility to interrupt when someone is being harmed, and to center their (or our) needs. It doesn’t matter what my hierarchical position is in the system; I’m part of a covenantal community and when a covenant gets broken, it’s my responsibility to name that break, with kindness and the intention of healing, and to call us back into right relationship.
     To throw a wrench into the agenda is one of the more destabilizing things that we can do in majority-White spaces, because white supremacy culture teaches us to be efficient, to stay on task, to aim for perfection. The alternative is being relational: instead of staying on task, we can pay attention to what just happened and what needs to be done in order to restore right relationship. We can center those who have been placed at the margins.
     This holy muscle of interruption is about courage, about a commitment to love at a higher level, about liberation and wholeness. It’s about being willing to risk being unpopular in the moment, and taking the heat that will happen when you interrupt the process.
     When something happens that requires interrupting, it’s ours to do—and the more privilege we have according to our social location, the more responsibility we have to leverage that privilege. When we do, we bring the beloved community into being in that moment.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/holy-interruption 

8.10: How To Discuss The Truth by Rev. Marco Belletini (169 words)
How to discuss the truth that some men love men,
and some women, women, and some, both,
with the children in the church school and church home?
Nonchalantly.
Without drum-rolls.
Without tip-toe preparations.
Without calculating and predicting to the nth degree.
With candor.
With open ears.
With unfailing tenderness.
With one foot in the Realm of God
and the other foot on that solid earth
made of the ashes of Radclyffe-Hall, Auden, DaVinci,
Emma Goldman, Susan B. Anthony and Mark De Wolfe.
With real hope in our purpose
and thanksgiving in our pulse.
With the full iris of our living tradition in the eye.
Without using the inherited Augustinian scalpel
that splits flesh from spirit and pleasure from good.
Without homilies on toleration.
With the words “some of us” and not the words “them” and “they.”
With as much heart as intellect.
Without embarrassment.
With stories and examples as wonderful as a tale by Seuss.
With rhapsodies on the glories of friendship.
With gladness for uncertainties.
With joy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/how-to-discuss-the-truth 

8.11: Mattering by Mark Hicks (213 words)
     My father asked if I am gay
I asked Does it matter?
He said, No not really
I said, Yes.
He said get out of my life.
I guess it mattered.
     My friend asked why I talk about race so much?
I asked, Does it matter?
He said, No not really
I told him, Yes.
He said, You need to get that chip off your shoulder.
I guess it mattered.
     My neighbor asked why I put that ramp up to my front door.
I said, Does it matter?
He said, No not really
I told him because it made my life easier.
He said, Is there a way to make it less obvious?
I guess it mattered.
     A member of my church asked why I like gospel music.
I asked, Does it matter?
She said, No, not really.
I told her that it connects me to my southern, Christian childhood.
She said, I think you’re in denial about your oppression.
I guess it mattered.
     My God asked me, Do you love yourself?
I said, Does it matter?
She said, YES!
I said, How can I love myself? I am gay, Latino, disabled, and a Christian in a hostile climate.
She said that is the way I made you.
Nothing will ever matter again.
Originally written anonymously by a gay, high school student and adapted by Mark Hicks.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/mattering 

8.12: The Promise and the Practice: “Black Joy” Reading by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (675 words)
     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.
Barbara A. Holmes (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 

8.13: There Is No Easier Way by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (458 words)
     I once saw a little sign, carved in wood, that read, “There is only the hard way.” Many of us have been harmed by theology that told us that suffering was a sacrifice that would bring us closer to God. Many of us were told that our suffering would redeem us, even when we knew that actual redemption would have been to be free from the suffering to begin with. Many of us are only here because of the sacrifices of others. So much of what is possible to carve out in this world requires some giving up, some letting go, some sacrifice.
     That is the truth of that little wooden sign: there is no easy way. There is only the hard way. In particular, the work of justice often asks us to do impossible, hard, terrifying things. There is no easier way. There is only this one hard way. Folks with more privilege sometimes get caught up here. “If it’s hard, maybe we are doing it wrong,” we tell ourselves. We are lulled by our experiences of choosing between a hard choice and an easier one. Folks with less privilege know that many of our choices are between a horrific choice and a horrific choice. We learn to live with that and keep going.
     Many of us want to do the right thing, the just thing, the generous thing, and also to not have to give anything at all. We want to share our opinions but not actually donate our evenings, our weekends, our doing-dishes-while-on-the-conference-call to get to understand the work enough to be able to offer meaningful thoughts. We want people to trust us and let us shape the vision but not actually risk inviting folks out to tea, dinner, beers, or church to build a relationship that endures and carries us forward. We may want to post the cute meme without actually making the phone call to the city councilor or state representative. We want to be part of that powerful, courageous, game-changing, direct action without the long-past-midnight planning meetings, the messy decision making, the frayed relationships, and the constant wondering if this is even worth it. We want to talk about being bound together in interdependence but do not actually want to give our guest room to a stranger, give a paycheck to someone we’ve never met, or turn our schedule inside out to do what needs to be done.
     The word sacrifice might be too much mess for some of us, too tainted by oppression and coercion. What matters more is that we are willing to live our lives in the shape of what is being asked, not hope that what we are asked to do will fit the shape of our lives.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/there-no-easier-way

8.14: To All Get Free Together by Chris Crass (339 words)
     To become an anti-racist faith community, the key question for a white/white majority community is not “How do we get people of color to join our faith community?” It is, instead, “How can we make a prolonged, spiritually-rooted, engaged commitment to uprooting white supremacy within our community and take ongoing collective action to challenge it in society?”
     Our goal is not to have white people sit alongside a person of color so as to affirm that those white people aren’t racist. Our goal is to build and be part of beloved community, united to end structural oppression and unleash collective liberation in our faith communities, schools, neighborhoods, workplaces, and throughout society. Our goal is to join hands across the divisions of racism in our faith and in our communities, and affirm the humanity in each other.
     Our goal is to join our hearts and minds to the task of destroying white supremacy in every worldview, policy, law, institution, and governing body of our society. For our faith communities to be places of healing from the nightmare of racism that haunts people of color and white people. For our faith communities to be places of nourishment, sustaining the multiracial struggles of our people to advance economic, racial and gender justice. For our faith communities to be part of the continual process of working within the movement as part of the journey to end oppression in society. For our faith communities to raise our children of all backgrounds to be freedom fighters and practitioners of liberation values.
     Our goal is for our faith communities to be spiritually alive, learning from and contributing to liberation cultures and legacies. For our faith communities to be welcoming homes for people of all colors, sexualities, classes, ages, abilities, genders and citizenship statuses. For our faith communities to regularly invite us into and prepare us for courageous action for collective liberation, held in loving community for the long haul.
     May our faith communities be active agents in the world, to help us all get free together.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/all-get-free-together

8.15: Visitors in the Struggle for Racial Justice by Rev. Aisha Ansano (410 words)
     No matter what tactics and methods racial justice activists use, the general response of society will be a collective head-shaking and tsk-tsk-ing — because what people are actually complaining about are not the specific tactics that are being used in the struggle for racial justice, but that the struggle for racial justice exists at all.
     I imagine that for most people, the immediate reaction to that statement is defensiveness. “I really don’t think that the struggle for racial justice shouldn’t exist,” some might respond. “I just think there are better ways to go about it than blocking traffic and making me late for work. I get annoyed and frustrated and it really doesn’t convince me to join your fight.”
     What, exactly, is going to convince that person to join the fight? Picket signs on the side of the road? Then they’ll just think, “Look at those troublemakers disturbing the peace over there,” as they drive on their way to work. Then they’ll promptly forget about it.
     It’s not the specific methods that are making people uncomfortable. It’s the fact that the struggle for racial justice is seeping into their awareness in ways that they can’t ignore.
     Think about it in terms of this metaphor: You’re visiting a foreign country where the customs are very different from what you are used to, and the language is different, and some of the things they do are not only different but make you feel deeply uncomfortable. As a guest in that country, it is not for you to say that the things that people who live there are doing are wrong. Instead, your role is to learn, to pay attention and try to understand how things work, and to adapt. But if you do something that goes against their norms, it’s also your role as a guest to not insist that they let you do things however you want to do them. It is your role as a guest to pause and consider what you’re doing.
     White people tend to be visitors to the struggle for racial justice, ones that aren’t forced to be there but can choose to come in and leave whenever they like. People of color reside in the struggle for racial justice by virtue of their race. As people who are constantly in the struggle, people of color have the right to make claims on what they find okay and not okay, what they see as helpful and not helpful.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/visitors-struggle-racial-justice

8.16: Do You Believe in Justice and Equality? by Ijeoma Oluo (288 words)
     [W]hen people say that they don’t like my tone, or when they say they can’t support the “militancy” of Black Lives Matter, or when they say that it would be easier if we just didn’t talk about race all the time—I ask one question:
     Do you believe in justice and equality?
     Because if you believe in justice and equality you believe in it all of the time, for all people....
     When people of color speak out about systemic racism, they are opening up all of that pain and fear and anger to you. They are not doing this because they enjoy it; it is an incredibly painful and vulnerable experience. We do this because we have to, because systemic racism is killing us. And yes, that pain and fear and anger will sometimes show in our words and our actions. But to see all of that pain, and how we fight still after entire lifetimes of struggle—and then to tell us to be more polite is just plain cruel.
     To refuse to listen to someone’s cries for justice and equality until the request comes in a language you feel comfortable with is a way of asserting your dominance over them in the situation. The oppressed person reaching out to you is already disadvantaged by the oppression they are trying to address. By tone policing, you are increasing that disadvantage by insisting that you get to determine if their grievances are valid and will only decide they are so if, on top of everything they are already enduring, they make the effort to prioritize your comfort. Whether you are consciously meaning to do this or not, this is the effect tone policing has on people of color.
     from So You Want to Talk About Race, pages 204, 207-8.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/do-you-believe-justice-and-equality 

[bookmark: _heading=h.2et92p0]8.17: The Difficult Path of Forgiveness by Kent Nerburn (262 words)
     This is the dilemma that faces us all when we decide to walk the difficult path of forgiveness. Are we complicit in wrongdoing if we do not challenge those who wrong us? Or are we contributing to the darkness in the world if we get caught up in the web of heartlessness and cruelty that gave birth to the injustice?
     …Somehow, …each of us, must find a way to respond to the cruelty and injustice in the world in a way that doesn’t empower those who harm others. At the same time, we must avoid becoming ensnared by their anger and heartlessness.
     …Forgiveness cannot be a disengaged, pastel emotion. It is demanded in the bloodiest of human circumstances…. To be a real virtue, engaged with the world around us, it must be muscular, alive, and able to withstand the outrages and inequities of inhuman and inhumane acts. It must be able to face the dark side of the human condition.
     How we shape such forgiveness is one of the most crucial questions in our lives. And, it is not easy. 
     …But we can and we must; it is our human responsibility. Even though we know that forgiveness, misused, or misunderstood, can become a tacit partner in the wrongs around us, we also know that, properly applied, it is the glue that holds the human family together. It is the way to bridge the loneliness that too often surrounds us. We must find a way to build that bridge, even if our hands are clumsy and the materials at our command are flawed.
Source: Calm Surrender: Walking the Path of Forgiveness by Kent Nerburn

8.18: Unitarian Universalist Confession by Rev. Mary Edes (241 words)
     Here we are gathered, Humanist, and Christian, Non-theist, Buddhist, and Jew, Pagan, and Seeker—a Unitarian Universalist congregation. Let us confess what we know to be true.
     We are quick to proclaim our faith, but slow to live the teachings of that faith as it has been handed down to us, across every generation—from prophets, preachers, and sages, scientists, historians, and poets, great thinkers of every age, from ordinary women and men who would have us understand what it is to be, and what it is to love the neighbor.
     We are quick to judge one another, but slow to act for justice, equity and compassion in human relations. We are quick to ignore or smooth over broken places among us, too fearful to work for peace and healing. We are quick to share our knowledge, but slow to temper that knowledge with the love and wisdom that leads us always closer to the truth.
     In small and large ways, we are overwhelmed by all we cannot do.
     For all the times we fail to affirm and promote the inherent worth and dignity of every person, when we do not affirm and promote the goal of a world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all, when we live as though interdependence were a personal choice and not a fact of our existence, we ask forgiveness of one another and we vow to begin again, in this and every moment.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184457.shtml

8.19: We Are Whole by Rev. Beth Lefever (159 words)
     We are whole,
even in the broken places,
even where it hurts.
     We are whole,
even in the broken places,
the places where fear impedes our full engagement with life;
where self-doubt corrupts our self-love;
where shame makes our faces hot and our souls cold.
     We are whole,
even in those places where perfectionism blunts the joy
of full immersion into person, place, activity;
where “good enough” does not reside except in our silent longings;
where our gaps must be fast-filled
with substance, accomplishment, or frenzied activity
lest they gape open and disgust.
     We are whole
where we would doubt our own goodness, richness, fullness and depth,
where we would doubt our own significance, our own profoundness.
     We are whole,
even in our fragility;
even where we feel fragmented, alone, insubstantial, insufficient.
     We are whole,
even as we are in process,
even as we ¬stumble,
even as we pick ourselves up again,
for we are whole.
     We are whole.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/175456.shtml

8.20: The Nature of Healing by Deena Metzger (183words)
     People who chose right-living as a way to heal themselves rarely indulge in the kind of hedonism or narcissism that one might expect. The changes that I have witnessed have been, dare I say, “wholesome.” People who undertook this path began to opt for simpler lives rather than luxurious ones, for intimacy rather than adventure, for meaning rather than excitement. And so the healing of their lives had a beneficial effect on those around them. They found that in healing their individual life they could not but positively affect their families and their kin-net, their communities.
     …In my mind, there is a direct relationship between the healing of my being and the healing of the world. Where healing and peacemaking are one, they are the bridge between individual healing and the healing of the community. I do not ask for my healing without committing entirely to the healing of the other as the small possibilities of the healing of the world are sacred gifts extended to me as well. The world’s body. My body. The same. This is the very nature of healing.
Source: http://deenametzger.net/healing-in-the-community/ 

8.21: Healing Woundedness by Dr. Rachel Naomi Remen (88 words)
The healing of our present woundedness may lie in recognizing and reclaiming the capacity we all have to heal each other, the enormous power in the simplest of human relationships: the strength of a touch, the blessing of forgiveness, the grace of someone else taking you just as you are and finding in you an unsuspected goodness. Expertise cures, but wounded people can best be healed by other wounded people. Only other wounded people can understand what is needed, for the healing of suffering is compassion, not expertise.
Source: Kitchen Table Wisdom: Stories that Heal by Rachel Naomi Remen

8.22: from Salvation from Hell by Rev. Burton Carley (161 words)
     The other day I was asked if Unitarians offered “salvation from Hell.” Such questions are usually hostile. However, I remembered a scene from the novel by Georges Bernanos, The Dairy of a Country Priest. The priest encounters a woman who is completely turned in on herself. She has been abandoned by her daughter and betrayed by her husband. Death has claimed her young son. With so much loss and grief her heart has hardened. So the priest urges her to unlock her hardened heart, pleading: “Hell is not to love anymore.”
     I told the person seeking to trap me that indeed Unitarians offered salvation from hell, for to tuck ourselves away in a little ego-world of our own is hellish. To deceive ourselves into believing that our world is the world is hellish. To not have opportunities to be of service is hellish. To have to think alike to receive love is hellish. I said, “Yes, we offer salvation from hell.”
Source: http://first-unitarian-church-of-worcester.blogspot.com/2007/11/heart-of-unitarian-universalism-sermon.html

8.23: On Being Asked to Change “Black Lives Matter” to “All Lives Matter” by Rev. Daniel Schatz (633 words)
     As a Unitarian Universalist minister, it is sometimes my role to answer correspondence that comes to our congregation from members of the community. Last night, I received this brief note in my inbox:
     Good Evening:
     I am very upset at the signage that is outside of your church stating that “Black Lives Matter.” Since when has God chosen to see us by the color of our skin. The sign should be taken down and replaced with ALL LIVES MATTER. How will this nation of ours ever join together if we are constantly looking at everyone by their race. Unless you were actually there in Ferguson or in New York or Cleveland, you do not have all the facts.
     A Bucks County Resident
     It’s a sentiment I’d heard before, and I gave a great deal of thought before sending the following response:
     Dear [name],
     Thank you for writing with your concern. Of course, all lives matter. Central to Unitarian Universalism is the affirmation of the inherent worth and dignity of every person. Sadly, our society has a long history of treating some people as less valuable than others. Study after study has confirmed that in equivalent situations, African Americans and Latinos are treated with deadly force far more often than White people, and authorities held less accountable. Unfortunately, racial bias continues to exist even when it is no longer conscious—this too is confirmed by multiple studies. A lack of accountability in the use of force combined with unconscious bias is too often a deadly combination – and one that could place police officers, as well as the public, in great danger.
     To say that Black lives matter, is not to say that other lives do not; indeed, it is quite the reverse—it is to recognize that all lives do matter, and to acknowledge that African Americans are often targeted unfairly (witness the number of African Americans accosted daily for no reason other than walking through their neighborhood—including some, like young Trayvon Martin, who lost their lives) and that our society is not yet so advanced as to have become truly color blind. This means that many people of goodwill face the hard task of recognizing that these societal ills continue to exist, and that White privilege continues to exist, even though we wish it didn’t and would not have asked for it. I certainly agree that no loving God would judge anyone by skin color.
     As a White man, I have never been followed by security in a department store, or been stopped by police for driving through a neighborhood in which I didn’t live. My African American friends have, almost to a person, had these experiences. Some have been through incidents that were far worse. I owe it to the ideal that we share, the ideal that all lives matter, to take their experiences seriously and listen to what they are saying. To deny the truth of these experiences because they make me uncomfortable would be to place my comfort above the safety of others, and I cannot do that.
     I very much appreciate you writing to me, and am glad that we share the goal of coming to a day when people will not be judged, consciously or unconsciously, on the basis of their race. I believe that day is possible, too, but that it will take a great deal of work to get there. That work begins by listening to one another, and listening especially to the voices of those who have the least power in society. If nothing else is clear from the past few weeks, it is painfully evident that a great many people do not believe that they are treated fairly. Healing begins by listening to those voices and stories.
     Thank you again for writing me.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/change-black-to-all 

8.24: The Promise and the Practice: “Words Matter” Reading by Rev. Carol Thomas Cissel (602 words)
     If I made a list of every single Unitarian Universalist congregation I have served, visited or worshipped at, they would have a few things in common—including the use of these words.
     Perhaps on the front of the Order of Service? Or scrolling across the home page of their website? Maybe they’ve been emblazoned on a rainbow-colored banner hanging in the sanctuary? Wherever they are, more often than not, the words are proudly combined with another expression that has been embraced in everyday UU vernacular: “All Are Welcome Here!” The congregations, churches, and fellowships on my list, all have one or more of these words proudly on display.
     I know why they are used so freely. Initially, I feel embraced by them. There’s a warmth of recognition when my eyes first catch, capture their sight. A sense of being acknowledged and valued moves from heart to head and then a smile settles on my lips. My heart blooms. I feel like the Welcome Table has been set for me, and I am eager to pull up a chair.
     All of this takes place in an unmeasurable instant. In the next moment, it is tempered. I remember past experiences and unconsciously recalculate and measure my response. The petals of my heart close a bit, protecting the delicate stigma and stamen that lie within. Fear of disappointment rises within me like the sun.
     I love those words. I want what they promise. But I have been repeatedly disappointed. It is simply not enough to print them on an Order of Service or in a newsletter; they must have meaning and intention at their core. A desire for multicultural worship is wonderful, but it will not flower if that seed of yearning is not nurtured by a commitment and a plan.
     Longing for diversity (of race, gender or age) is only a beginning. It calls for caring and creative programming. Our congregations are primarily white, female and over 60. If we are to serve into the future that must change. I believe that we can transform first ourselves and then the world. I am injured repeatedly when we do not. When we use words just for the sake of using them I am hurt.
     Without true resolve, planning and measurable goals behind the things I see, my trust and hope are broken anew.
     Why does it hurt? Every time I see those words I feel the possible revival of Unitarian Universalism germinating in the warm soil of Spirit. I’ve seen the transformation begin to take place in Washington State, Washington DC, and California. Congregations in Oklahoma continue to push our faith forward. So, yes: I am hopeful—hopeful but wary. On too many occasions and in too many places, these words and the ideals which they carry are given lip-service.
     Words matter. They lift and hold us. They illuminate the future and shower us with possibilities. When misused, they hurt. Verbal cuts and abrasions sting. Language leaves wounds that become scars.
     Words matter. If you and your congregation are not ready to meet the promises you craft, and then share with the world—stop publishing them. Please don’t invite me to sit at your table unless you have a warm, satisfying meal to serve. It doesn’t have to be a gourmet feast; a potluck is fine. The soufflé may only have risen halfway. The cookies might be burned on the edges. The pasta can be overcooked. That’s okay. I’m starving. What it must be is full-filling, real, made with love and ready to be eaten.
     Remember: I believe what you say and write. Words matter.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/promise-and-practice-words-matter-reading 

8.25: The Unseen Skeleton by Isabel Wilkerson (245 words)
     We in the developed world are like homeowners who inherited a house on a piece of land that is beautiful on the outside, but whose soil is unstable loam and rock, heaving and contracting over generations, cracks patched but the deeper ruptures waved away for decades, centuries even. Many people may rightly say, “I had nothing to do with how this all started. I have nothing to do with the sins of the past. My ancestors never attacked indigenous people, never owned slaves.” And, yes. Not one of us was here when this house was built. Our immediate ancestors may have had nothing to do with it, but here we are, the current occupants of a property with stress cracks and bowed walls and fissures built into the foundation. We are the heirs to whatever is right or wrong with it. We did not erect the uneven pillars or joists, but they are ours to deal with now.
     And any further deterioration is, in fact, on our hands....
     Like other old houses, America has an unseen skeleton, a caste system that is as central to its operation as are the studs and joists that we cannot see in the physical buildings we call home. Caste is the infrastructure of our divisions. It is the architecture of human hierarchy, the subconscious code of instructions for maintaining, in our case, a four-hundred-year-old social order. Looking at caste is like holding the country’s X-ray up to the light.
     From Caste: The Origins of Our Discontents, pages 16-17.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/unseen-skeleton 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice
9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)
We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again.
Source: SLT #456

9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)
The Chalice is now extinguished, but its light lives on in the minds and hearts and souls of each one of you. Carry that flame with you as you leave this place and share it with those you know, with those you love, and most especially, with those you have yet to meet.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/carry-flame

9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)
We extinguish the chalice here that it might glow gently in our hearts.
May it light your path as you leave this place.
May it guide your way until we are together again.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6049.shtml

9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)
We extinguish this chalice flame,
daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,
that freedom, reason and justice
will one day prevail in this nation and across the earth.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/daring-vision

9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)
     When we take fire from our chalice, it does not become less.
It becomes more.
     And so we extinguish our chalice, but we take its light and warmth with us,
multiplying their power by all of our lives, and sharing it with the world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/it-becomes-more

9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)
It is our work, shared with each other in covenant,
That creates and sustains this beloved community.
We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on
in the directions we have chosen today.
The light of this faith lives on in us, together,
in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.
Amen and Blessed Be.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/work-we-share

9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
As flame is to spirit, so spirit is to breath, and breath to song. Though we extinguish the flame in this sanctuary, may we tend it in our hearts until we meet again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/breath-song

9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
We have basked in the warmth and beauty of this flame and this community.
As the chalice flame is extinguished, let us carry its glow within.
Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/kindle-new-sparks

9.9: Shape a New World by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)
We extinguish this flame, a mere wisp of matter in process, almost as insubstantial as the thought of it. Yet our civilization has harnessed the power of such a flame to drive and shape a new world. So may it be with the power of our thoughts, that in truth and love they may drive and shape a new world.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6050.shtml 

9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)
Worship Associate: This is the message of our faith
Congregation (left): To act with passion in the face of injustice.
Congregation (right): To love with courage in the midst of life’s pain.
Worship Associate: This is the meaning of our chalice flame.
All: May it empower our hearts until we are together again.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/message-our-faith 

10.0: Closing Words
10.1: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #1 by Rev. Dr. Rebekah Savage (67 words)
Spirit of Life, Spirit of Love,
We have gathered under the banner of a shared faith.
We are born of a welcoming grace that extends and receives love;
we are touched by the ways we have fallen short of who we strive to be;
and we here we reborn — forged by a greater courage.
Let us move from this place,
Encouraged and refreshed for the journey ahead.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/promise-and-practice-benediction-1 

10.2: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #2 by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (35 words)
Hush:
Somebody’s calling your name—
Can you hear it?
Calling you to a past not quite forgotten,
Calling us to a future not fully imagined?
Hush, hush:
Somebody’s calling our name.
What shall we do?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/promise-and-practice-benediction-2

10.3: The Promise and the Practice: Benediction #3 by Rev. Kimberly Quinn Johnson (81 words)
We are the ones we have been waiting for.*
We are not perfect, but we are perfectly fitted for this day.
We are not without fault,
but we can be honest to face our past as we chart a new future.
We are the ones we have been waiting for.
May we be bold and courageous to chart that new future
May we have faith in a future that is not known
We are the ones we have been waiting for.*
*the words of June Jordan in “Poem for South African Women,” which she presented at the U.N. on August 9, 1978
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/promise-and-practice-benediction-3

10.4: May the love that overcomes all differences by Rev. Frederick Gillis (33 words)
May the love that overcomes all differences,
that heals all wounds,
that puts to flight all fears,
that reconciles all who are separated,
Be in us and among us
now and always. Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5990.shtml

10.5: Closing Words for Hard Times by Rev. Maureen Killoran (69 words)
No matter how weak or how frightened we may feel, we each have gifts that can make a difference in the world. In this coming week, may you do at least one thing to support the broken; to welcome the stranger; to celebrate what is worthy; to do the work of justice and love.
Be strong.
Be connected.
Each day, act—so you may be a little more whole.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/closing-words-hard-times

10.6: Holy and Generous Love by Elena Westbrook (60 words)
     Go in hope, for the arc of the universe is long and we can bend it toward justice.
     Go in courage, for together we have the strength to confront injustice in our daily lives and the larger world.
     Go in love, because a holy and generous love is both the reason and the means by which we transform our lives.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/holy-and-generous-love

10.7: Go in peace. Live simply by Rev. Marco Belletini (107 words)
Go in peace. Live simply, at home in yourself.
Be just in your word, just in deed.
Remember the depth of your own compassion.
Do not forget your power in the days of your powerlessness.
Do not desire with desire to be wealthier than your peers, and never stint your hand of charity.
Practice forbearance in all you do. Speak the truth or speak not.
Take care of your body, be good to it, it is a good gift.
Crave peace for all peoples in this world, beginning with yourselves, and go as you go with the dream of that peace set firm in your heart.
Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5974.shtml

10.8: We shall overcome by Rev. Jonalu Johnstone (80 words)
We shall overcome. 
When we can truly celebrate the diversity of contributions and talents offered by all people, we shall overcome hatred and prejudice and oppression. 
When we can truly extend our hands to one another in loving acceptance, we shall overcome the past that haunts us now. 
Living in peace and freedom, we shall overcome the wrongs that have happened and the debts left unpaid. 
Let us join together in that commitment to overcome. 
Let us say together, “Amen.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/we-shall-overcome

[bookmark: _heading=h.tyjcwt]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.3dy6vkm]
While there were many sermons about forgiveness, they did not also address reconciliation. We could not identify sermons addressing reconciliation. So all but one of the following are from Touchstones.

11.1: Speaking to the Locks by Rev. Meg Barnhouse (Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/speaking-locks) (874 words)
     Our locks tell us a lot about our lives. Locks of all kinds hold my attention because of a dream I had when I was thirteen. In the dream a gray-haired woman in a white coat sat behind a desk. I knew she was me, far in the future. Behind her on the wall was a cross-stitched sampler with a motto. I wish to this day that I could remember what it said. The words were the most beautiful I had ever heard or read. I was moved, lifted by the beauty of the message. In another dream, I saw a photograph of the same woman in a newspaper clipping. The caption below her picture is all I remember. In bold type, it read, “Speaking to the Locks.”
     I woke up knowing what I was supposed to do with my life. I was going to “speak to the locks.” The phrase has been my guide over the years. Its meaning continues to become clearer as the years go by.
     At a party once, I was telling a friend about Ike’s, a restaurant in a neighborhood by the railroad tracks. Ike’s serves the best chili cheeseburger in the state. From the outside it looks like a dive. But inside you might see the mayor, construction work crews, college professors, and bikers with jailhouse tattoos. You would also see black, white, and Hispanic people, a mix you don’t see many places around here.
     My friend jumped in: “I know just where that neighborhood is! My mother used to make us lock the car doors when we drove through there, and she would step on the gas to get through fast.” He grinned. “We were supposed to lock the doors by sneaking our finger up to the button and pressing it down gently so it didn’t make noise. My sister would lunge across the seat and pound the lock down, and Mama would hiss at her, ‘Not that way, you’ll hurt their feelings!’”
     I think about the new road in the middle of town, a four-lane connector with a fine swooping curve and a great view of downtown. The road’s location makes supreme sense, unlike some city projects. A road should have been there all along; it’s amazing that no one did it sooner.
     The new road barely touches a neighborhood that had a bad reputation in the forties and fifties. I still wouldn’t want to walk there alone and drunk at three in the morning, but going through at fifty miles an hour is surely as safe as fifty miles an hour anywhere. I know someone who reaches stealthily to lock the car doors when they turn onto that road. What do people think is going to happen? Some wild-eyed person might charge their rolling car, wrench the door open, and do unspeakable things? Wild-eyed people grab you when your car is stopped, not when it’s going full speed.
     In my old suburban neighborhood I was street captain one year, which meant I had to go door-to-door collecting dues. I rang the bell, and in a minute I heard locks being unlocked from the inside, sometimes two or three of them. People cracked open the door enough to look out fearfully with one eye. They watched too much TV. I couldn’t figure out why else they would imagine that there were roving gangs of folks out to invade our homes.
     My friend Jake lives in a downtown neighborhood that is bad by anyone’s standards. He sees a couple of crack houses from his front yard. Yet, he told me that on several occasions, he has gone camping and left the front door open for twenty-four hours.
     “Open, like unlocked?” I ask.
    “No,” he said, “standing wide open. Nothing inside was touched.” In Spartanburg County you mostly have to look out for being shot or stabbed by someone in your own family. No one bothers strangers much.
     Here is what I’m thinking. We’re scared of the wrong things. We lock our car doors and take our kids home to where the guns are. We tell them all about being wary of pedophile strangers, and we forget to tell them about protecting themselves from uncles and cousins. We don’t let our neighbors into our lives so there is no one to turn to when we’re in trouble. We’re scared of people, don’t want to know them, and worry that they want to rob or rape us, but we don’t want to hurt their feelings.
     Isolation is greatly to be feared, but our fears keep us alone. Ignorance is greatly to be feared, but our fears keep us at home, associating only with folks of our same nationality, class, and color. Looking like a fool is greatly to be feared, but our fears keep us silent when we should speak up and make us talk too much when we should be quiet, so we end up looking like fools after all. Our fears keep us from bending, growing, changing in a supple way. Our fears lock us down into a narrowness of experience that sucks the marrow from our bones and leaves us dried-up husks in safe homes with satisfactory retirement funds.
     Yeah, we’re scared of all the wrong things.

11.2: Forgiven by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (878 words)
     His name was Laramiun Byrd, and he lived in Minneapolis. He was at a party on the evening of February 12, 1993, when an argument started, fueled by alcohol and drugs. Somebody pulled a gun. He was shot four times and died. Laramiun was Mary Johnson’s only child, and she was devastated.
     When he became a teenager, Laramiun changed dramatically. He was no longer the little boy dressed in a suit who went to church with his mother every week. Instead, he was expelled from school and began selling drugs. But dead at the age of 20! Johnson felt as if her life was also over.
     She went to the trial daily. She hated the 16-year-old who had killed her son. To her, he was an animal that deserved to be caged forever. Throw away the key! He was tried as an adult. Johnson was enraged when the judge charged him with second-degree murder instead of first-degree murder. The guilty verdict and a sentence of 25 years did nothing to ease her pain, grief, or anger. The killer went to the Minnesota Correctional Facility in Stillwater, 26 miles east of Minneapolis. Johnson, a teacher’s aide, went into a prison of her own making, becoming a recluse, unable to even look at photos of her son because her grief was overwhelming. 
     Ten years passed. Stuck in the past and unable to get on with life, she knew she had to confront her son’s killer. In 2003, Johnson requested to visit Israel Oshea, her son’s killer, but he refused. Knowing that she had to learn why he killed her son, she made a second request to visit. Finally, Oshea relented, explaining, “I’d changed and grown; I got my GED and stopped being in a gang. I had to be a man and communicate with his mother.”
     Before the visit, Johnson prayed and went on a 21-day fast. When they finally met, they talked for two hours. Near the end of the visit, Johnson told him she forgave him, saying, “I let you go.” For her, it was finally over. Oshea asked if he could hug her as she got up to leave. She broke into tears and almost fell. Oshea held her up. As they embraced, Johnson recalls feeling something move up her body. All the hatred and the bitterness of the last ten years left her body.
     Some people think Johnson is crazy for what she did, but she is clear about her motive saying, “Unforgiveness is like cancer. It will eat you from the inside out. It’s not about that other person; my forgiving him does not diminish what he’s done. Yes, he murdered my son—but the forgiveness is for me. It’s for me.”
     And Oshea? The feeling of being forgiven has been overwhelming. Yet, in some ways, it has brought about changes in his life that 17 years of imprisonment could not accomplish. In her improvised way, Johnson facilitated a process of restorative justice, which included reconciliation.
     Though forgiven, Oshea did not deserve her forgiveness. It was a great, precious, forever gift. Like Oshea, no one deserves forgiveness. But, when it comes, people should embrace it for the grace that it is. Oshea said in a StoryCorps interview with Johnson, “As far as receiving forgiveness from you—sometimes I still don’t know how to take it because I haven’t totally forgiven myself yet. It’s something that I’m learning from you—I won’t say that I have learned yet—because it’s still a process that I’m going through.” Johnson reconciled with Oshea, but he is still working on reconciliation as he struggles to forgive himself. Black playwright August Wilson wrote, “Confront the dark parts of yourself and work to banish them with illumination and forgiveness. Your willingness to wrestle with your demons will cause your angels to sing.”
     Oshea received parole in 2010. Johnson helped him get an apartment in the building where she lives, where he lived for three years. 
     After she forgave Oshea, Johnson started a nonprofit called From Death to Life: Two Mothers Coming Together for Healing, a support group for mothers who have lost their children to violence. In addition, Johnson and Oshea speak in the community about the necessity and power of forgiveness.
     After sharing her story at a local church, Ed Roy, a man whose son, Mandel, had been murdered, approached her for help with forgiveness. Roy recounted, “We met when my firstborn and my one and only son was murdered, and a couple of my daughters had asked me to go to the church to hear you speak.” Roy continued, “I thought God took my boy and was punishing me for my own crimes. I had joined the gangs early and pulled my first armed robbery at 11 years old. But, with you being there, I saw hope. You took me under your wing. That’s why I called you my angel.” 
     Ed Roy and now Mary Johnson-Roy married in January 2015, and Israel Oshea walked her down the aisle.
     Forgiving! Forgiven! Such an incredible gift. Give it when you can, and when you receive the gift of forgiveness, allow it to help heal your brokenness. As Henri Nouwen said, forgiveness “is the great work of love …among …the human family.”

11.3: Beginning Again by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1091 words)
     The topic of forgiveness inevitability gives rise to the exception as one or another person asks, “How can you forgive heinous acts like crimes against humanity?” The answer is straightforward: You can’t. Not everything must be forgiven because not everything can be forgiven. Forgiveness would not mean anything if there were no limits to it. A circle circumscribes the capacity to forgive, beyond which lies all that one cannot forgive. Still, we should be mindful of these memorable words” “He drew a circle that shut me out— / Heretic, rebel, a thing to flout. / But love and I had the wit to win: / We drew a circle and took him In!” They were written by poet Edwin Markham (1852-1840), a Universalist. Canadian Gordon Light wrote a hymn with the words, “Draw the circle / Draw the circle wide.” So much depends on how we draw the circle. 
     Forgiveness was central to the teachings of Jesus, who explicitly rejected the notion of an eye for an eye (Matthew 5:38-44) and counseled forgiving seventy times seven. And yet, it is possible that there were limits to Jesus’ capacity for forgiveness. In Luke 23:34, at his crucifixion, Jesus said, “Father, forgive them for they know not what they do.” These words are open to interpretation, but I wonder if Jesus would not or could not forgive those who crucified him. If that were true, they were beyond the reach of human forgiveness but perhaps still within the embrace of divine forgiveness. In asking God to forgive them, Jesus declared himself a Universalist. 
     Perhaps we resist forgiveness because of what we think it entails. Rejecting what forgiveness is does not free it of popular stereotypes. Forgiveness does not mean condoning by failing to see or judge the action as wrong. It is not excusing the act by somehow not holding the person responsible for what they have done. Forgiveness need not result in reconciliation. Sometimes it is necessary to remain unreconciled. And most importantly, forgiving does not require forgetting, unlike the word amnesty, which shares its root with amnesia. 
     Without the capacity to forgive, our species would have become extinct long ago. Yet, without the willingness to forgive, we are left with the calculus of an eye for an eye. In response to this logic, Gandhi said, “An eye for an eye will only make the whole world blind.” But unfortunately, when revenge is unconstrained by reason, and an eye for an eye escalates to a life for a life, all is lost.
     In his book Beyond Revenge, Michael McCullough argues that our hard wiring for both revenge and forgiveness, which are adaptive behaviors, has played an essential role in the survival of our species. For example, revenge, or at least the threat of retribution, warned aggressors to cease their aggression, deterred aggressors from aggressing a second time, and coerced others to cooperate. Then forgiveness was necessary to restore relationships and foster the collaboration required for survival.
     Revenge can be lethal and can turn on the person seeking it. A wisdom story from Buddhism tells of a man who, while walking in the woods, was struck in the arm with an arrow by an unknown assailant. It was not clear if the incident was intended or accidental, but the man was so angry about what had happened that he became consumed by the desire to find and punish his assailant. Fortunately, the wound was not fatal. Still, the man did not tend to it, choosing instead to leave the arrow in his arm as proof of the attack. Untended, the wound eventually became infected, and the man died. This story cautions us to consider the adverse effects that the desire for revenge can have.
     In the end, forgiveness is an act motivated by love. No love, no forgiveness because forgiveness is hard to extend or justify if love is not part of the equation. Psychiatrist and spiritual director Gerald May wrote, “If one can will toward forgiving some past wrong, then though the painful wound of that wrong may remain, one’s basic capacity for loving will not have been injured. But if one grudgingly holds on to resentment, it will become increasingly difficult to love or feel lovable. As one’s capacity for the giving, receiving, and appreciating of love decreases, so does the possibility of feeling connected to or rooted in the universe.”
     In A Litany of Atonement, Unitarian Universalist minister Robert Eller Isaacs wrote this phrase eight times in response to our failings, “We forgive ourselves and each other; we begin again in love.” Two things are necessary for forgiveness. First, it must be grounded in love, for no other container is large enough or durable enough to hold the process of forgiveness except love. Second, there must be a commitment to beginning again. Let me be clear. A good time to forgive is when you can. A better time to forgive is now. Do not rush forgiveness, but neither delay it. If we decide that we are going to wait to forgive and begin again, the damage in the relationship will continue to harm us. Sometimes we must begin again when we are not entirely at peace with our past, others, or ourselves. Nineteenth-century British politician William Gladstone said, “Justice delayed is justice denied.” The same is valid for forgiveness.
     To forgive is to rise in body or spirit on the side of love as one is able and willing. Yet sometimes, when the harm is so significant, forgiving is impossible. Still, when you can, despite the challenge and the pain, consider choosing forgiveness, both self-forgiveness and forgiveness of others. Unfortunately, our failure to forgive often traps us in a prison of the past. The sentence continues until we consider the possibility of forgiveness and extend leniency, at least to ourselves, if not to others. It doesn’t matter if your forgiveness is accepted or appreciated by the one you forgive. The important thing is that you will be free. 
     In this respect, Bob Dylan’s 1967 song, I Shall Be Released is noteworthy. It’s a song about a prisoner longing for freedom. Adapting his words to this reflection, “They say ev’ry one needs protection, / They say ev’ry one must fall. / Yet I swear I see our reflection / Some place so high above this wall. / I see our light come shining / From the west unto the east. / Any day now, any day now,/ We shall be released.”

11.4: Still in Prison? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (887 words)
     What goes around comes around! This phrase is a common way of explaining karma, a key concept in Hinduism and Buddhism that understands existence as the ongoing relationship between cause and effect. Ruth Denison writes, “Karma means you don’t get away with nothin’.” 
     Karma means that nothing arises by itself, and everything is conditioned by what precedes it. This definition is certainly true in the process of evolution. It also is valid in terms of human behavior. Our thoughts and behaviors from the past influence the present moment, just as our thoughts and behaviors in the present affect the future. 
     Jack Kornfield writes, “As we intend and then act, we create karma: so another key to understanding the creation of karma is becoming aware of intention. The heart is our garden, and we plant a seed of intention with each action. The result of the patterns of our karma is the fruit of these seeds.” Kornfield asserts that a desired outcome of meditation is the mindfulness to attend to our hearts and intentions as we go through each day. We must continuously ask, “What is the state of our heart?” In this moment, are we driven by love, fear, or hatred? And we must ask, “What do we intend?” Do we intend forgiveness, love, or generosity? If yes, they will direct our actions. And if we withhold these intentions, our efforts will reflect that.
     To the extent that we can change our karma by changing our intentions and actions and thus change our hearts, we can bring healing to another and ourselves. Kornfield writes, “As one ex-prisoner of war said when visiting a fellow survivor, ‘Have you forgiven those who imprisoned you yet?’ The survivor said, ‘No, I haven’t. Never.’ The first veteran said, ‘Then somehow they still have you in prison.’”
     It is essential to realize that the state of our heart influences how we see the world and act. An ancient Hindu story illustrates this. 
     Two rulers governed their kingdoms in the name of Krishna. Lord Krishna visited each one to see what they were doing in his name. He appeared in the first kingdom and learned that some thought the king was wicked, cruel, miserly, and jealous. 
     Krishna told the king, “I have come to give you a task. Travel throughout your kingdom and see if you can find one truly good person.” 
     The king spoke with many people: high and low castes, priests and farmers, and artisans and healers. When he returned to his court, Krishna was waiting. The king reported that while some people seemed to perform good deeds, their actions were selfish, self-interested, conniving, or deluded. No one was truly good.
     A queen ruled the second kingdom. Krisnh learned that many considered her kind, gracious, loving, and generous. 
     Krishna told the queen, “Travel throughout your kingdom and see if you can find one person who is truly evil.” 
     The queen did and, returning, told Lord Krishna, “I could not do as you asked. Throughout the land, I met many people who are unskillful or misguided and who act in ways that cause suffering, but not one was a truly evil person. Instead, I saw that they were driven by fear, delusion, or misunderstanding.” 
     As Krishna suspected, in both kingdoms, the life of the people was governed by the spirit of the rulers. What each ruler encountered was a reflection of their heart.
     While karma’s influence operates at the individual level, it also is a crucial factor affecting larger groups. We see this among families over generations where patterns of addiction or abuse persist. We also see this in the patterns among nations. In many ways, World War II directly resulted from how Germany was treated after World War I. The Allies’ revenge in negotiating a “peace” treaty produced terrible effects that Hitler exploited. 
     We see this cause and effect played out again and again in conflicts throughout the world. As Gandhi said, “An eye for an eye will only make the whole world blind.” And it has: blind to love, blind to forgiveness, blind to kindness, and blind to so much more.
     As Kornfield suggests in his book, A Path with Heart, we need to name the demons, stop the war within ourselves to stop warring with others, and undergo the necessary healing to transform hatred into love. We can only do this when we take every person’s inherent worth and dignity seriously by awakening the Buddha within ourselves. As Kornfield writes, “When we awaken the Buddha within ourselves, we awaken to a universal force of spirit that can bring compassion and understanding to the whole of the world. Gandhi called this power Satyagraha or Soul Force. It brings strength when powerful action is needed. It brings tremendous love and forgiveness yet stands and speaks the truth as well. It is this power of our heart that brings wisdom and freedom in any circumstance, that brings the kingdom of the spirit alive here on earth.”
     What do you choose to bring forth in the garden of your heart? What seeds will you plant? Since you will be what you think, think love. If you do this, your heart will be a refuge for you, others, and the world. If you do this, your life will become a path with a heart. 

11.5: Missing the Mark by Rev Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (974 words)
     The idea of original sin was not part of the teachings of Jesus. It did not even begin to emerge within Christianity until it was alluded to in the second century by Irenaeus, Bishop of Lyons. Then, in the fifth century, Augustine of Hippo justified the doctrine of original sin using specific texts from the New Testament. His views about original sin influenced leaders of the Reformation, including Martin Luther and John Calvin, and have continued to be a foundational aspect of conservative Christianity.
     The doctrine originated with Adam and Eve’s “fall” from grace in the Garden of Eden for eating an apple from the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. Some people have reviled Eve ever since. Yet, we should all be indebted to Eve for her initiative and courage. Samantha Wilson called this a story of “original wisdom,” not original sin. And Rev. Nancy Palmer Jones suggests that “‘sin’ …does not lie in Eve’s reaching out for that fruit. No, the sin lies in our wanting to go back to the garden, wanting to hunker down in ignorance or isolation, trying to pretend that the trouble in the world doesn’t touch us.” 
     It is instructive to note that neither Islam nor Judaism has a doctrine of original sin. Muslims believe that we are born with the capacity for good and evil. They assume that if we turn toward evil, we have forgotten God. According to Jewish tradition, God created human beings with two capacities or impulses: good and evil. These are known as the yetzer tov and the yetzer ra, respectively. The ability to choose between the two is a function of free will.
     Nineteenth-century minister William Ellery Channing, an architect of liberal theology and Unitarianism, rejected the notion of original sin, the idea that humanity is so flawed that it cannot move toward good. Channing preached a gospel of goodness, love, human dignity, moral responsibility, and human perfectibility. He spoke of salvation by character and emphasized the human likeness to God. 
     Building on this, we speak of every person’s inherent worth and dignity, a stark contrast to a view of human beings as being depraved. Rather than seeing birth as stigmatized by original sin, we see birth as consecrated by original blessing. 
     In 1973, psychiatrist Karl Menninger observed that the word sin had largely disappeared from contemporary discourse. His concern was that many people experience guilt and struggle to deal with it. A contemporary psychologist Willard Gaylin argued that “guilt is the guardian of goodness.” Unitarian Universalist minister Rev. Charles S. Stephen, Jr. wrote, “If we have never felt guilt, it would mean either that we are saints (and that is highly unlikely) or that something inherently human and humane in us has been put to sleep.” Beyond this are those who seem to have lost their humanity, as evidenced by mass shootings, war crimes, and other atrocities. Those sins are best characterized by what Unitarian Universalist theologian James Luther Adams called the demonic—a topic for another day.
     In the New Testament, the Greek word hamartia, translated as “sin,” literally means “missing the mark.” In the Hebrew scripture, the word cheyt has the same meaning. These words are not related to a condition of being but to our actions, actions related to our highest good and purpose. The truth is that many people intend the good but fall short.
     Unitarian Universalist minister Richard Gilbert reminds us that “we are all more human than otherwise;” therefore, we are prone to make mistakes, fall short of what we intend, miss the mark, and inflict harm. Nineteenth-century Unitarian minister William Ellery Channing was remarkable in his contributions to our religious tradition but overreached when he spoke of human perfectibility. We are not perfect.
     To suggest that some of what we do or fail to do rises to the level of sin is acknowledging that what we do or fail to do matters. These failures do not define us. Instead, they are different experiences from which we can grow. As the Spanish poet Antonio Machado (1875-1939) wrote, “Last night, as I was sleeping, / I dreamt -- marvelous error! — / that I had a beehive / here inside my heart. / And the golden bees / were making white combs / and sweet honey / from my old failures.” We can transform our old failures into sweet honey.
     Rev. Jim Nelson defines sin as breaking the relationship with what is sacred. He writes, “We are truly part of an interdependent web... and when we break that interdependence, we sin; when we forget that interdependence, we sin. It is the breaking of relationships—with our own self if we violate our own principles. With others, if we treat others as objects, with the world when we do not care for it.” We upend right relationships. In these situations, seeking forgiveness is significant but not sufficient. We must go further. One more step, and then another. As Unitarian Universalist minister Gordon McKeeman wrote, “One more step toward the holy.” It is a journey to and through reconciliation. 
     We sin, wrote Rev. Rob Eller-Isaacs, when we remain silent when speaking would have made a difference, when fear makes us rigid and inaccessible, when we strike out in anger, when we are blinded by greed, when our selfishness isolates us, and when so many other things, both obvious and subtle, cause us to miss the mark. Of course, we are not perfect, but we can forgive ourselves and others, make honey from our failures, and begin again in love as we seek to be reconciled. 
     While reconciliation takes two, if we missed the mark and caused harm, we must focus on how to express remorse, apologize, and make amends And if another missed the mark and harmed us, may we have the courage to speak the truth in love. 

11.6: Life is an Adventure in Forgiveness by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (1,517 words)
     Unitarian Universalist religious educator and minister Barbara Marshman ministered to children for sixty of her eighty-six years of life. Amongst the legacy of her ministry is a story she wrote entitled, What If Nobody Forgave? As the story goes, a wise older man entered a village, which appeared very strange because everyone was walking around bent over because of large, heavy bundles that they carried on their backs. He stopped a young boy and asked the purpose of the bundles. “Oh, these,” the boy answered, “these are our grudges.” The old man asked, “But you are so young; how do you already have so many grudges?” Like the legendary Hatfields and McCoys, the boy replied, “They’re not all mine; most of them were passed down in my family from one generation to the next. Do you see that boy over there? A lot of these grudges are against his family because his great, great grandfather called my great, great grandfather a horse thief when they were both running for mayor.” 
     The old man looked at all the people bent over and said, “But you all look so unhappy. Why don’t you get rid of these burdens?” The boy answered, “We probably would if we knew how, but nobody can remember. That’s why our small village is called Grudgeville. Years ago, tourists flocked here to see how well we kept our grudges, but it all became so dreary that fewer and fewer visitors found it amusing.”  
     The old man said, “If you want to get rid of your grudges, five magic words will do the trick. “Really,” the young boy cried, “that would be a miracle.” He ran to tell the mayor and the rest of the villagers about the strange old man and his magic words. Within a few minutes, every person in the village surrounded the old man, yelling, “tell us. Tell us your magic words.” The motivation for holding these grudges had long since disappeared. All that remained was the burden and pain of carrying them.
     The old man looked around and said, “These words are easy to say, but just saying them isn’t enough. You must say them to each other and truly mean them, which is why saying them requires courage and trust. The first two words are, ‘I’m sorry.’ Can you say them to each other? The other three words are a response to the first two words. They are, ‘I forgive you.’” 
     There was silence for a while, then the young boy turned to the other boy and said, “I’m sorry,” and his bundle seemed to become smaller. The other boy looked up at him and shyly said, “I forgive you.” His bundle, too, seemed to shrink in size. Slowly the murmurs of “I’m sorry” and “I forgive you” became a mighty roar as the villagers were transformed by forgiveness. People bending over all of their lives stood upright, smiling, and embracing each other. Eventually, they changed the village’s name from Grudgeville to “Five Words.” They were delighted to tell every tourist the origin of the name of the village and the wisdom of the old man who helped them put down their grudges.
     This charming story asks a profound question, “What if nobody forgave?” The answer is chilling. If nobody forgave, civilization would disintegrate. In the book of Exodus (21: 23-27), the principle of retributive justice is “an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.” These words recall the earlier Code of Hammurabi (1780 BCE), a Babylonian king. In Roman law, this was lex talionis, the law of retaliation. But as Mahatma Gandhi said, “An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth and the whole world would soon be blind and toothless.” His sentiment went beyond mere words, for Gandhi forgave his assassin as he died of a gunshot wound.
      Jesus resisted the dictum “an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.” When Peter asked him, “How many times shall I forgive my brother when he sins against me? Up to seven times?” Jesus answered, “I tell you, not seven times, but seventy times seven.” 
     Judaism emphasizes forgiveness in the annual observance of the High Holy Days, which end with Yom Kippur. Before Yom Kippur, Jews approach those they may have hurt during the year and ask for forgiveness. One may not obtain forgiveness, but one must seek it. Doing so can be an act of courage, and the Jewish tradition is clear about the burden it can involve. Because of this, if a person asks someone to forgive them three times and that person refuses each time, the burden of seeking forgiveness shifts to the person who refused. Judaism understands that the refusal to forgive can also cause harm. 
     Reflect on whom you would go seeking forgiveness or who might come to you asking for the same if there was an annual deadline. Would you have forgiven those who came to you? Would you have been forgiven by the people to whom you went? Of course, the answers to these questions are conditioned, in part, by our understanding of the meaning of forgiveness.
     Barbara Marshman’s story is a reminder that children should learn about forgiveness early in life. We can tell a child, “Say you’re sorry,” but this request is seldom practical. Instead, the child is forced to say, “I’m sorry,” but says it without conviction because they are not sorry. The child receiving the apology knows it is not sincere and correctly disbelieves it. The true feelings of both children remain hidden in this transaction. If the children had expressed their true feelings, they might have discovered what forgiveness involves. 
     Forgiveness, which requires empathy, can restore right relationship. We teach children the value of forgiveness through the forgiveness that we extend to them. For example, when a child seeks forgiveness, we should forgive them while sharing our feelings about what happened to help them understand what forgiving involves.
     In truth, like the people in Grudgeville, some of us carry burdens that we should have dropped long ago. But unfortunately, those burdens include old wounds that remain unhealed. As Sidney Simon said, “We have not forgiven the people who hurt us, but more importantly, we have not let go of the pain. And it has not let go of us.”
      The word forgive comes from the Old English word forgifan, meaning “to give completely.” The American Heritage Dictionary defines forgive as “to excuse for a fault or offense; to pardon” and “to renounce anger or resentment against.” It means “to pass over an offense and to free the offender from the consequences of it. To forgive is to grant pardon without harboring resentment.” Pardoning without harboring any resentment conveys the sense of “giving completely.”
     Unitarian Universalist minister Forrest Church wrote, “We are all guilty. Most of the crimes we commit are not horrid, simply human—crimes punishable only by conscience. Our consciences sometimes fall asleep or are lulled or drugged, and we do bad things we don’t notice, at least for the time being. We also manage to blame others for our own actions or rationalize our behavior through some convenient trick of the mind. But more often, we convict ourselves in the tribunal of conscience. Every day we find reasons to judge and then punish ourselves for what we do or fail to do. Some of this punishment is justified. Much is not.” Because of this, self-forgiveness is also essential.
     No one can force true forgiveness. It is a process that must unfold authentically. In like manner, forgiving does not mean forgetting. Faith Baldwin writes, “I think one should forgive and remember…. If you forgive and forget in the usual sense, you’re just driving what you remember into the subconscious; it stays there and festers. But to look, even regularly, upon what you remember and know you’ve forgiven is an achievement.”
     If we grant forgiveness, a certain freedom emerges, individually and mutually. One of the more compelling reasons for forgiving someone is what forgiveness does for us rather than what it does for the person we are forgiving. The often-unexpected benefit of extending forgiveness is that it frees us from living in the past or harboring resentment.
      Forgiveness of ourselves and others often brings a surprising array of positive outcomes. Sidney Simon suggests that forgiveness is
· a by-product of an ongoing healing process;
· an internal process;
· a sign of positive esteem;
· a letting go of the intense emotions attached to incidents from our past;
· recognizing that we no longer need our grudges and resentments, our hatred, and self-pity;
· no longer wanting to punish people who hurt us;
· accepting that nothing we do to punish them will heal us;
· freeing up and putting to better use the energy once consumed by holding grudges, harboring resentments, and nursing unhealed wounds;
· and moving on.
     Normans Cousins said, “Life is an adventure in forgiveness.” So may forgiveness of others and ourselves bring wisdom, healing, freedom, and joy as we continue this adventure called life. 

11.7: Houses & Mirrors by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Text from Touchstones) (864 words)
It’s really a multiple-choice question. People who live in glass houses should not 
a. make clothing optional
b. get into a stone throwing contest with the neighbors
c. rush to judging others since all that they do is visible to the world
d. all of the above
And the correct answer is—d. all of the above. 
     This wisdom is not new. Variations of the phrase have been traced back to Troilus and Criseyde, a 14th century poem by Geoffrey Chaucer that retells the tragic story of two lovers set against the backdrop of war in the siege of Troy. Anglican priest George Hebert wrote in 1651, “Whose house is of glass, must not throw stones at another,” while Benjamin Franklin advised, “Don’t throw stones at your neighbors’, if your own windows are glass.” 
     Going much further back in time, words attributed to Jesus counsel: “Judge not, that you be not judged. For with what judgment you judge, you shall be judged.…” The fact is that we cannot avoid making judgments, but our judgments should not be made lightly or harshly. 
     Years ago, a colleague in ministry, when he was frustrated by the slow pace of a meeting, would call out, “More ‘J,’ more ‘J.’” He was referring to the “J” in the Myers Briggs typology, which is the judging function. Judging types like to “have matters settled,” as he did. “J” is contrasted with “P,” the perceiving function. Perceptive types seek to “keep decisions open.” While I appreciated his desire to move things along, I think that much of the time we actually need less ‘J,’ not more. 
     The problem is the fact that our judging is asymmetrical. We do not judge ourselves in the same way that we judge others. To paraphrase an important observation by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow: We judge ourselves by what we feel capable of doing, while we judge others by what they have already done. There is a world of difference between these two perspectives. In like manner, Stephen M.R. Covey said, “We judge ourselves by our intentions and others by their behavior.” These are both “glass house” perspectives because we judge ourselves with far more compassion and understanding than we judge others. To balance this, we need to stop looking out through the glass walls and windows of our house by decorating our glass house with many mirrors. When we do this, we begin to balance the outward gaze toward others with an inward reflection. 
     Cartoonist Walt Kelly was best known for his satirical comic strip, Pogo, which was syndicated to newspapers for 26 years. In 1953 Kelly wrote, “Traces of nobility, gentleness and courage persist in all people, do what we will to stamp out the trend. So, too, do those characteristics which are ugly.” So, who shall judge? As a cartoonist, Kelly judged often enough, but he knew the limits of judging others. He also wrote, “There is no need to sally forth, for it remains true that those things which make us human are, curiously enough, always close at hand. Resolve then, that on this very ground, with small flags waving and tinny blasts on tiny trumpets, we shall meet the enemy, and not only may he be ours, he may be us.” The words, “we have met the enemy and he is us,” appeared in a 1970 anti-pollution poster for Earth Day. A year later one of his comic strips showed a landscape that had been trashed with Pogo saying to Porkypine, “…we have met the enemy and he is us.” When we realize that we, too, are the enemy, our proclivity to judge others harshly is tempered dramatically.
     Before we judge others, we should look into a mirror and recall our many failings. This should not excuse or ignore the failings of another, but it should evoke compassion, since as Richard Gilbert wrote, “we are all more human than otherwise.” 
    Who judges? Consider these words by Unitarian Universalist minister Charles Stephen, Jr. who wrote, “‘Be kind,’ someone has written, ‘nearly everyone you meet is fighting a hard battle.’ The burdens of the world are many, the burdens carried by people all around us, imperfect, stumbling people much like ourselves, people with strength and will and pride and weaknesses and sorrows and fears. And guilt sometimes. ‘Guilt,’ says a modern writer, ‘is a guardian of our goodness.’ If we have never felt guilt, it would mean either that we are saints (and that is highly unlikely) or that something inherently human and humane in us has been put to sleep. A religious community is not a gathering of saints. I know of no one who has not missed the mark at times, who has not made unwise decisions, who has not done harm. Perhaps judgments come too easily in a complex world; surely they must be made, but they need not be made harshly. And often the harshest judgments are those we make of ourselves. A religious community, composed as it is of imperfect people, must ever be prepared to give support to those about us who trip and fall and get bruised, as each of us does from time to time.”

11.8: Essay: First Principles and Reconciliation by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (Source: Touchstones) (2,102 words)
     Reconciliation seeks to repair relationships. Without it, people cannot restore damaged relationships, and relationships within every level of society—individuals, families, groups, communities, organizations, governments, and nations—break down for various reasons. While utopia is beyond our grasp, reconciliation is society’s defense against dystopia. Understandably, the challenge of reconciliation grows in proportion to the amount of harm and the number of people/parties involved. 
     The process of reconciliation is complex. It includes honest dialogue; seeking the truth of what happened, both how and why; hearing the feelings of another’s experience; taking responsibility for one’s actions; expressing needs as appropriate; creating time and space for healing; atoning by voicing remorse and making amends; seeking and extending forgiveness; (re)building trust; changing the behavior that led to the harm; and more. In addition, reconciliation requires commitment, time, integrity, and mutual responsibility for the process.
     Martin Luther King, Jr. knew the value of reconciliation. He wrote, “The nonviolent resister must often express his protest through noncooperation or boycotts, but noncooperation and boycotts are not ends themselves; they are merely means to awaken a sense of moral shame in the opponent. The end is redemption and reconciliation. The aftermath of nonviolence is the creation of the beloved community, while the aftermath of violence is tragic bitterness.”
     The success of reconciliation is about the process, but principles drive the integrity of the process. Our seven principles all bear on reconciliation in one way or another, but our first principle is fundamental. When we “covenant to affirm and promote the inherent worth and dignity of every person,” we promise acknowledgment of and respect for worth and dignity. If the process of reconciliation ignores this, then reconciliation will be difficult, if not impossible.
     While our first principle speaks of worth and dignity, the Old French root of dignity from the 1200s meant the “state of being worthy.” Therefore, we will use dignity to represent “worth and dignity” in what follows.
     Franklin Delano Roosevelt began emphasizing human dignity in his 1932 Presidential campaign. In his State of the Union speech on January 6, 1941, he briefly enumerated his Four Freedoms: freedom of speech, freedom of worship, freedom from want, and freedom from fear. In the speech, Roosevelt also underscored “respect for the rights and the dignity of all our fellow men [sic].” The horror of World War II and the Holocaust put human dignity on center stage.
     Eleanor Roosevelt shared her husband’s commitment to human dignity. As one of several US representatives to the first session of the UN General Assembly held in London in January 1946, she was a champion of human rights and human dignity. The United Nations Charter (June 26, 1945) affirmed: “faith in fundamental human rights, in the dignity and worth of the human person, [and] in the equal rights of men and women and of nations large and small….” Eleanor Roosevelt became the Chair of the UN’s Human Rights Commission and assisted with developing the UN’s Universal Declaration of Human Rights (December 10, 1948). However, conflicting views about human rights made the process contentious. The West advocated “negative” rights that protected individuals from the government, while the Soviet Union ignored the individual. For them, the government granted “positive” rights for the benefit of society. In the end, eight countries abstained from approving the Declaration, including the USSR and South Africa.
     The Declaration’s preamble refers to “the inherent dignity …of all members of the human family,” and Article 1 reads, “All human beings are born free and equal in dignity and rights....”
    Dignity! In the legal article Dignity Disputed, Connor Ewing writes, “Dignity is explicitly invoked in approximately three-quarters of the world’s constitutions.”
     In Canada, the Bill of Rights (1960) mentions the “dignity and worth of the human person,” but the Bill of Rights is not part of the Constitution. It only applies federally, not provincially. However, according to Hassan Ahmed, human dignity became judicially relevant through the Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms (1982), a part of Canada’s Constitution. The Canadian Supreme Court ruled that human dignity is not a constitutional right, but “‘respect for the inherent dignity of the human person’ must be a guiding principle for Canadian courts when they interpret the Charter.” Therefore, the court considers human dignity a constitutional value. 
     As in Canada, the term dignity does not appear in the United States Constitution. However, dignity has also been treated by the United States Supreme Court as a constitutional value, or as Ewing explains, “although dignity is extra-textual, it is not extra-constitutional.” A constitutional value aids in interpreting the Constitution. 
     While US Justices cited “dignity” in various contexts in opinions historically, it was not until 1946 that Associate Justice Frank Murphy referred to “human dignity” in a ruling. After that, it became common to refer to human dignity to enhance the “broad phrases” of the Bill of Rights and the Fourteenth Amendment. Associate Justice William J. Brennan, Jr., a liberal, became a champion of human dignity. In a 1985 speech, he said the Constitution “is a sublime oration on the dignity of man [sic].” His tenure on the bench briefly overlapped that of Associate Justice Anthony Kennedy, a conservative who unexpectedly became another champion of human dignity over time. Opposition opinions did not take issue with using human dignity as a constitutional value until 2015 in Obergefell v. Hodges, which decided that same-sex couples had a fundamental right to marry based on the Due Process Clause and the Equal Protection Clause of the Fourteenth Amendment. 
     Associate Justice Kennedy wrote the majority opinion. in Obergefell v. Hodges. Associate Justice Clarence Thomas, in his dissent, challenged Kennedy’s use of dignity in the opinion. Thomas argued that the government could not confer dignity because dignity is innate, and therefore dignity could not be withdrawn by the government. For example, he wrote, “Slaves did not lose their dignity (any more than they lost their humanity) because the government allowed them to be enslaved.” His reasoning is absurd. Slaves were considered sub-human, an opinion that has since been used to explain black inferiority, and constitutionally only counted for 3/5th of a human being. The effect of slavery severely diminished a person’s ability to act based on their innate dignity. The refusal to acknowledge or respect the dignity of a slave was a human rights violation, as was the fact of slavery. Ironically, Thomas seems t identify more with the slave master than the slave. His reasoning is also dangerous. It would end dignity as a constitutional value and undermine protections recognized under the Fourteenth Amendment. In the Dobbs v. Jackson Women’s Health Organization decision overturning Roe v. Wade (1973) and Planned Parenthood v. Casey (1992), Thomas wrote that the court should reconsider other due process precedents protecting same-sex relationships, marriage equality, and contraceptive access. Professors Jack Donnelly and Rhoda Howard-Hassmann reported, citing the International Human Rights Covenant, “Human rights ‘derive from the inherent dignity of the human person.’” When human dignity is under attack, human rights are in peril. The reverse is also true.
     Any government can ignore human dignity and violate it through its actions, and many have. Ignoring the human dignity of some but not others is an invitation to oppression. Ignoring human dignity was a justification for slavery and the cause of the Holocaust. It is the basis for racism and other oppressions. Ignoring human dignity undermines the process of reconciliation because people no longer participate as respected equals.
     Over 70 national Truth and Reconciliation Commissions (TRC) have been established since the mid-1970s. The Auschwitz Institute for the Prevention of Genocide and Mass Atrocities published a report on Truth Commissions in March 2020. They studied 40 commissions, although 40% were considered illegitimate. The results, taken as a whole, were not promising, but when the legitimate TRCs were considered alone, there were positive effects. 
     When a TRC reveals the truth about violence, atrocities, and other human rights violations, perceptions and attitudes often shift. Truth is fundamental because victors and oppressors write the “official” history and are highly motivated to cover up what happened. However, reconciliation is much more difficult. It must contend with culture; power dynamics; judicial, police, and military abuse; victims’ lack of trust and fear of reprisal; and the political landscape, including oppressors’ refusal to acknowledge the legitimacy of the TRC and responsibility for their actions. Moreover, while a TRC is tasked with investigating, publishing its findings, and proposing recommendations to effect reconciliation, it has no power to implement the reconciliation process.
     One of the more famous Truth and Reconciliation Commissions operated in South Africa from 1995 to 2000. Archbishop Desmond Tutu, the chair, used the principle of ubuntu to inform their work. Ubuntu means “humanity.” The principle is explained by the phrase, “I am because you are, you are because I am.” Ubuntu affirms a radical interdependence. As Bongiwe Beja writes, “The spirit of Ubuntu is …to ensure that human dignity is always at the core of your actions, thoughts, and deeds when interacting with others.” 
     These sentiments contrasted completely with South African apartheid, i.e., “apartness” in the Afrikaaner language, which began in 1948 as a horrific example of a white minority (approximately 7% of the population) legislating and brutally enforcing racial segregation and marginalization in the service of white supremacy. This brutal “internal” colonization by Afrikaners followed the “external” colonization by the Dutch in 1652 and the British from 1806 until 1961. Slavery was common in South Africa from 1653 to 1834. In addition to some Blacks being enslaved as children by Dutch-speaking farmers, slaves in the Capetown area came from Madagascar, the Indian subcontinent, and South-East Asia. Between 1653 and 1856, 71,000 Asian slaves were brought to Cape Town. Beyond instances of slavery, human rights abuses and racial segregation of Blacks in South Africa were long-standing. Then in 1948, when the National Party came to power, it codified them into law and continued passing legislation to extend and enforce racial segregation. Jim Crow legislation in the US was state-based, while apartheid legislation was national. Black South Africans never had the vote until 1994. Despite centuries of abuse, the TRC only focused on the period from 1960 to 1990.
    The TRC took the testimony of some 21,000 victims, and 2,000 appeared at public hearings. The commission received 7,112 amnesty applications. Yet, the TRC only granted amnesty in 849 cases. The TRC recommended a financial, symbolic, and community reparations program, yet the government’s implementation of the program was shrouded in secrecy. Despite African National Congress leadership, the government held few criminal trials in response to significant evidence of crimes.
     The spirit of ubuntu is enshrined in the preamble to the Constitution of the Republic of South Africa, which became law in early 1997: “We, the people of South Africa, recognize the injustices of our past; honor those who suffered for justice and freedom in our land; respect those who have worked to build and develop our country; and believe that South Africa belongs to all who live in it.” South Africa is considered a liberal democracy, but the national unity that Nelson Mandela sought was fleeting, as was ubuntu. Mandela defeated political apartheid, but cultural apartheid and economic apartheid, antitheses of ubuntu, are alive and well. 
     While legislation can create conditions to encourage reconciliation, it cannot legislate reconciliation. Instead, reconciliation must be a moral campaign that converts hearts one at a time, as Martin Luther King, Jr knew. 
     Like the marginalization of ubuntu in South Africa, human dignity, as affirmed in our first principle, is under assault. Consequently, while we should praise the value of reconciliation individually and collectively and pursue it whenever possible, we must be warriors for dignity. The assault is especially critical in the United States with the attack on reproductive rights, the rewriting of history to whitewash slavery and Jim Crow oppression and ignore white supremacy, the marginalization of the trans community, the banning of books, legislating support for white fragility, undermining democracy in favor of authoritarianism, the politicization of the US Supreme Court, and more. As mentioned above, Associate Justice Thomas has provided judicial cover for the assault on dignity. Ultimately dignity is in everyone’s self-interest, although those seeking “power over” would have their followers and the population at large believe otherwise.
     Martin Luther King, Jr., per Unitarian minister Theodore Parker, reminded us that “the arc of the moral universe is long, but it bends toward justice.” It should be clear that while we can bend it toward justice, others can bend it toward injustice. As Frederick Douglass, who escaped slavery at age 20, said, “Power concedes nothing without a demand; it never did, and it never will.”
Note: I have intentionally used the word slave instead of an enslaved person. I did so not because I was insensitive to the humanity of any person subjected to slavery but because I wanted to emphasize the inhumanity of slavery. There is a vigorous debate about these terms.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
“Nothing can match the treasure of common memories, of trials endured together, of quarrels and reconciliations and generous emotions.”   Antoine de Saint-Exupéry

“If there is to be reconciliation, first there must be truth.”   Timothy B. Tyson

“When we learn to respond to each other rather than react, we will move ...in our conflict toward resolution and reconciliation.”   Matt Chandler

“...There is no easy road to freedom. We know ...that none of us acting alone can achieve success. We must ...act together..., for national reconciliation, for nation building, for the birth of a new world. Let there be justice for all. Let there be peace for all.”   Nelson Mandela

“Remember, confrontation is about reconciliation and awareness, not judgement or anger.”   Dale Partridge

“If our desire for justice is not rooted primarily in the pursuit of restoration, then reconciliation will be nearly impossible to achieve.”   Jamie Arpin-Ricci

“Why are some countries able, despite their very real and serious problems, to press ahead along the road to reconciliation, recovery, and redevelopment while others cannot?”   Ellen Johnson Sirleaf

“Since science and religion provide two different perspectives on the human situation, they must ultimately be able to be reconciled.”   Jeremy Griffith

“Yes, Mandela’s day is done, yet we, his inheritors, will open the gates wider for reconciliation….”   Maya Angelou

“Reconciliation requires imagination. It requires looking beyond what is to what could be. It looks beyond intentions to real outcomes, real hurts, real histories.” Austin Channing Brown
—
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“A peace lover is someone who enjoys the absence of conflict, but a peacemaker is someone who is proactively engaged in works of reconciliation in every sphere of life, from the personal to the global.”   Ian Morgan Cron

“Stop telling people to reconcile, when you have no idea what it took for them to break free.”    Zara Hairston

“Moments of kindness and reconciliation are worth having, even if the parting has to come….”   Alice Munro

“…It is quite possible and tempting to be more in love with the idea of reconciliation than to actually engage in the actual work of reconciliation—the arduous, painful and messy marathon work of reconciliation.”   Brenda Salter McNeil

“But reconciliation is not about white feelings. It’s about diverting power ...to the oppressed, toward the powerless. It’s not enough to dabble at diversity and inclusion while leaving the existing authority structure in place. Reconciliation demands more.”   Austin Channing Brown

“Is an apology valid without change? …Doesn’t that resemble manipulation more than reconciliation?”   Chanel Miller

“He also believed strongly in reconciliation rather than revenge; he once remarked, ‘I do not forget any good deed done to me, and I do not carry a grudge for a bad one.’”   Viktor E. Frankl

“My father used to tell me that sometimes you cannot reconcile with someone else. Sometimes you have to find that reconciliation on your own.”   Cassandra Clare

“Reconciliation can also be with your own self. If you don’t reconcile with yourself, happiness with another person is impossible.”   Thích Nhất Hạnh

“Reconciliation is the pursuit of the impossible ...where those who are powerful have relinquished that power to the margins.”   Austin Channing Brown

“Sometimes …when nothing can be shared except regret, then regret must serve as the place to begin. Reconciliation does not demand that one side surrender to the other. The simple, mutual recognition that mistakes were made is in itself a closing of the divide.” Steven Erikson

“Our era calls for a public accounting of what caste has cost us, a Truth and Reconciliation Commission, so that every American can know the full history of our country, wrenching though it may be. The persistence of caste and race hostility, and the defensiveness about anti-black sentiment in particular, make it literally unspeakable to many in the 
dominant caste.”   Isabel Wilkerson

“One minute of reconciliation is worth more than a whole life of friendship!”   Gabriel García Márquez

“Kindness is not ‘niceness.’ Kindness does not avoid conflict; kindness engages conflict, but with a goal of reconciliation.”   Russell D. Moore

“Truth can be told in an instant, forgiveness can be offered spontaneously, but reconciliation is the work of lifetimes and generations.”   Krista Tippett

“Reconciliation is realized when two people come together and understand that what 
they share unites them and that what is different about them needs to be respected.”   Wab Kinew

“Walking with someone through grief, or through the process of reconciliation, requires patience, presence, and a willingness to wander, to take the scenic route.”   Rachel Held Evans

“Over time people break apart, ...and it is through the breaking and the reconciliation, the love and the doubting of love, ...that we find our own identity and define our relationships.”   Ann Patchett

“Because the more familiar term ‘racial reconciliation’ implies a preexisting harmony and unity, we propose the use of the term “racial conciliation.”   Soong-Chan Rah

“My gut feeling says he needs a second chance. Like we all do.”   Mary E. Hanks

“We live in a society that shuns guilt, hardly knows it. It is drummed into us: ‘Don’t feel guilty.’ No one wants to pay the price of reconciliation, of atonement, of forgiveness.”   Robert Dykstr
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